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PREFACE. 


The  only  explanation  required  by  the  following 
pages  is,  perhaps,  a  brief  account  of  the  manner  in 
which  they  came  into  my  possession.  Driven,  for 
change  of  air,  into  a  distant  county,  after  a  long 
and  severe  illness,  I  accepted  the  hospitality  of  a 
friend  living  in  one  of  those  beautiful  villages  which 
are  to  bo  found  in  no  other  country  than  our 
own.  The  castellated  cottage  of  my  hostess,  half- 
smothered  in  creeping  roses,  white  jasmine,  and 
passion-flowers,  stood  midway  upon  a  gentle  slope 
which  formed  the  southward  boundary  of  the  village 
green  ;  the  gray  old  church,  overtopped  by  three 
venerable  yews,  and  surrounded  by  its  humble 
gravestones,  joined  the  shrubberies  on  the   east ; 
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snug  cottages,  with  each  its  fenced-in  garden,  and 
its  group  of  fruit-trees,  were  scattered  along  the 
base  of  a  low  range  of  hills,  clothed  with  beeches  ; 
and,  at  an  easy  walk  from  the  hamlet,  rose  a  stately 
mansion,  within  an  extensive  park,  stocked  with 
deer,  and  rich  in  timber.  This  noble  property  was 
inhabited  by  a  widow  lady,  whose  extraordinary 
matron-beauty  startled  me  when  I  saw  her,  for  the 
first  time,  at  the  village  church ;  and  induced  in- 
quiries on  my  part,  to  which  the  replies  only  served 
to  increase  my  curiosity.  I  was  told  that  she  was  im- 
mensely rich,  profusely  and  unweariedly  charitable, 
but  that  a  dark  shadow  hung  over  her  former  life, 
by  which,  even  now,  her  mood  and  manner  were 
occasionally  influenced. 

Her  circle  was  limited,  for  she  would  not  tolerate 
mere  acquaintance ;  and  some  of  the  families  of  the 
neighbourhood  shrank  from  decided  friendship  with 
an  individual  who  might  compromise  them,  although 
her  hair  had  become  gray,  and  that  her  lofty  figure 
was  somewhat  bowed  beneath  the  pressure  of  time. 

From  her  own  hand  I  received  this  written 
record  of  the  past,  only  a  week  or  two  before  her 
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death ;  and  I  give  it  (with  her  permission)  to  the 
world,  in  all  confidence  that  such  a  transcript  of 
the  reeU  straggles  of  a  woman^s  mind,  and  of  the 
actual  trials  of  a  woman's  life,  will  present  more 
lastinc;  and  wholesome  interest  than  the  romantic 
creations  of  fiction,  or  the  poetical  miseries  of  a 
merely  fertile  iancjr. 


March,  1846. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

I  do  not  know  why  I  am  about  to  write  my 
own  memoirs.  It  is  said  that  a  blind  man  should 
not  judge  of  colours,  but  I  am  by  no  means  in- 
clined to  submit  to  the  truth  of  the  sentiment. 
Why  should  not  a  ci-devant  beauty,  reduced  to  a 
tour  de  tete  and  metallic  teeth,  be  able  to  lay  bare 
the  intricate  recesses  of  a  pretty  woman^s  heart, 
because  that  woman  may  chance  to  have  been  her- 
self! Perhaps  it  is  merely  to  prove  the  invalidity 
of  the  proverb  that  I  have  conceived  the  project  of 
recording  my  own  confessions ;  and  it  is  very  pos- 
sible that  I  may,  in  this,  be  about  as  wise  as  the 
boy  who  thrust  his  hand  into  a  wasp'^s  nest,  to  se- 
cure the  honey  before  any  one  else  could  appro- 
priate the  prize  ;  bnt  I  have  at  least  the  consolation 
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of  feelins:  that  I  can  only  be  canvassed  and  con- 
demned  in  effigy,  for  I  have  far  too  much  respect 
for  the  tranquillity  of  my  old  age  to  appear  on  the 
title-page  of  a  book ;  and  the  success  of  my  after- 
noon nap,  or  my  evening  rubber,  "will  consequently 
run  no  risk  of  being  perilled  by  the  comments  and 
criticism  of  the  public  ;  or  the  guesses  and  gossipry 
of  my  own  immediate  circle,  who  will  at  once  find 
a  reply  to  their  suspicions  when  they  look  me  in 
the  face. 

Heroes,  monarchs,  and  statesmen  (I  place  the 
heroes  in  advance  advisedly)  have  bards  and  his- 
torians to  sing  and  say  all  their  great  deeds  ;  there- 
fore it  is  truly  an  excess  of  self-immolation  when 
they  meddle  with  the  work,  and  rub  in  the  shadows 
of  the  picture  as  a  pastime ;  and  an  equal  folly 
when  they  take  pen  in  hand,  for  the  purpose  of 
broadening  the  lights.  In  the  first  case,  all  the 
world  laugh  at  them  as  fools,  for  having  betrayed 
their  own  poor  and  petty  weaknesses ;  while  in  tlie 
second  it  is  still  worse,  inasmuch  as  no  one  believes 
one  syllable  of  the  self-laudatory  labour,  wliich  to 
all  save  the  workman  appears  to  be  a  mere  web 
of  egotism  and  &tuity.  This,  however,  is  far  from 
being  the  case  with  that  potent  and  influential  por- 
tion of  the  creation  entitled  pretty  women.  Where 
lives  the  man  who  could  undertake  the  biography 
of  one  of  these !    He  can  talk  of  well-fought  bat- 
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ties,  intriguing  cabinets,  court  gossip,  or  party 
measures ;  but  what  knows  he  about  flirtations,  or 
palpitations,  or  heart-economy  ?  How  can  he  un- 
dertake to  raise  one  veil  after  another,  each  as 
mysterious  as  that  of  Vesta,  so  as  to  lay  bare  the 
myriad  mysteries  of  a  woman's  spirit  ? 

Pooh !  pooh  !  Man,  all  self-sufficient  as  he 
esteems  himself,  would  deserve  the  fate  of  the 
detected  schoolboy,  did  he  even  attempt  so  impos- 
sible a  feat. 

I  can  give  another  reason,  also,  for  thus  volun- 
teering a  record  of  the  past  in  its  relation  to  my- 
self. The  world  has  run  wild  of  late  years,  upon' 
biographies  and  auto-biographies.  Every  class  of 
society  has  contributed  its  quota  to  satisfy  the  cu- 
riosity of  "  a  discerning  public  f  and  each  succeed- 
ing triplicate  of  volumes  has  been  received  with 
welcome.  From  the  quaint  sketching  of  dear  old 
Pepys,  and  the  sonorous  periods  of  stately  Cla- 
rendon, to  the  "  dramatic  twaddle'**  of  Miss  Bumey, 
and  the  professional  sallies  and  struggles  of  defunct 
players,  nothing  appears  to  have  come  amiss ;  and 
this  is  just  as  it  should  be. 

"  The  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man  ;** 

and  it  acquires  an  additional  zest  when  we  have 
reason  to  apprehend  (as  must  frequently  be  the  case) 
thst  we  were  never  intended  to  have  the  opportunity 
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of  doin^  it  at  all.  How  many  "  sayings  and  doings,*** 
meant  for  the  seclusion  of  home ;  how  many  opi- 
nions and  sentiments,  uttered  only  for  the  privacy 
of  the  family  circle ;  how  many  letters,  scratched 
off  a  tuUo  Tolo  da  penna^  have  been  put  to  press, 
injurious  to  the  memory  of  the  dead,  and  painful 
to  the  feelings  of  the  living ! 

For  for  own  part,  whenever  I  meet  with  an  ad- 
vertised announcement  of  the  forthcoming  "  Bio- 
graphy*" or  "  Memoirs'*'  of  some  deceased  celebrity, 
whether  noble,  political,  literary,  fashionable,  or 
dramatic,  I  am  invariably  lost  in  astonishment  at 
the  reckless  courage  of  the  individual,  who  left 
such  a  task  of  delicacy  and  difficulty  to  be  per- 
formed by  others ;  when,  at  the  expense  of  a  little 
labour,  he  could  have  accomplished  it  himself,  ad- 
ducing his  own  motives,  and  assigning  his  own 
reasons,  for  a  thousand  actions  which  must  inevi- 
tably suffer  from  misconstruction. 

If  then  such  false  readings  may,  and  must  be, 
the  result  of  the  interference  of  a  second  person  in 
the  written  lives  of  statesmen,  poets,  and  players, 
what  had  /  to  expect,  if  I  left  my  motives,  rea- 
sons, actions,  and  impulses,  to  be  decided  upon  by 
others!  Truly,  a  pretty  woman  resolved  (as  I 
am)  to  be  frank,  and  truthful,  and  honest,  has 
more  than  sufficient  cause  to  apprehend  a  host  of 
6vil  judgments,  not  only  from  one  sex,  but  from 
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both ;  and  can  therefore  ill  afford  to  leave  herself 
without  that  best  of  all  adyocacy — her  own.  An 
acknowledged  beauty,  like  the  turquoise-flowering 
flax,  is  marked,  even  from  the  first  years  of  her 
blooming  girlhood,  for  future  appreciation :  the 
germ  is  the  index  of  the  maturity ;  but  she  must 
be  well  immersed  in  the  stagnant  waters  of  envy 
and  maliciousness,  and  well  beaten  by  the  cudgels 
of  jealousy  and  misconstruction,  before  she  is 
deemed  fitted  for  the  uses  of  the  world ;  and  the 
parallel  holds  good  to  the  last ;  for  neither  the 
beauty  nor  the  flax  is  estimated  at  its  real  value, 
until  all  that  charmed  the  eye  has  been  destroyed, 
and  that  nothing  is  left  but  the  good  tough  fibre 
which  may  render  their  available  qualities  service- 
able to  others. 

Let  no  one  imagine,  however,  that  I  deem  it 
expedient  to  offer  an  apology  for  these  my  confes- 
sions. Far  from  it.  I  consider  that  I  am  doing 
the  world  a  service  by  their  transcription.  My 
own  sex  may  learn  better  to  analyze  their  feelings 
and  actions  by  the  perusal,  and  the  other  to  be 
less  ready  to  misjudge  both. 

Of  this  I  am  well  assured,  that  men,  in  the  ag- 
gregate, can  form  no  just  or  correct  idea  of  the 
trials  and  struggles  of  a  woman^s  life.  It  is  an 
admitted  conventionalism,  that  the  world  was  made 
for  man,  and  home  for  woman.     Be  it  so,  on  the 
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broad  basis  upon  which  it  should  be  understood. 
Let  the  stronger  and  the  bolder  portion  of  creation 
strive  and  wrestle  with  the  ocean-waves  of  public 
life :  they  are  the  best  fitted  to  its  duties ;  but  let 
them  not  imagine  that  there  can  be  no  ^^  death 
from  drowning"*"*  in  the  more  placid-seeming  river. 
The  violence  of  the  cataract  corrodes  but  slightly 
the  fece  of  the  rock  over  which  it  pours  its  im- 
petuous volume ;  but  the  slow  and  monotonous 
dropping  of  the  domestic  drain  wears  a  deep  hollow 
in  the  surface  of  the  stone  upon  which  it  falls. 

Now  and  then  we  hear  of  a  suicide  in  what  is 
called  "  genteel  life  ;"*'  and  it  is  always  a  man  who 
has  had  recourse  to  the  razor  or  the  pistol — the 
moral  coward's  remedy  for  worldly  disappointment. 
No  woman,  save  among  the  more  degraded  of  the 
sex  (except,  indeed,  in  very  rare  instances,  where 
she  commits  self-destruction  in  conjunction  with  a 
lover  or  a  husband,  and  cannot,  consequently,  be 
correctly  esteemed  a  free  agent,  but  rather  as 
acting  under  a  tangible  and  controlling  influence), 
ever  contemplates  such  a  method  of  release  from 
trial ;  and  thus  the  obituary  of  the  year  teems 
with  cases  of  female  consumption,  and  heart- com- 
plaint. Ay,  tndy  !  'tis  no  misnomer  —  heart- 
complaint  ! — where  the  thread  is  most  worn,  there 
it  breaks ;  and  the  "  weaker  vesser"*  carries  her 
sorrows  with  her  to  the  grave,  and  hides  them  there. 
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Bat  the  word  gratje  has  startled  me  !  I  have  no 
intention  to  moralize.  My  life  contains  its  own 
moral.  I  will  leave  men  to  their  self-satisfied  view 
of  the  economy  of  human  nature.  It  is,  at  best,  a 
very  harmless  egotism  :  for  they  are  no  sooner  in 
care  or  in  necessity,  than  they,  one  and  all,  recant 
their  error — at  least,  until  they  no  longer  require 
counsel  or  consolation  ;  and  this  fact  may  well 
make  women  smile  at  their  delusion,  and  for- 
give it. 

Thus  much  by  way  of  prefiwe. 

My  father  was  a  wealthy  merchant.  Of  a  highly 
respectable  but  impoverished  family,  he  had  re- 
ceived for  all  portion  an  admirable  commercial  edu- 
cation, and  a  recommendatory  letter  to  one  of  the 
first  establishments  in  London. 

Unlike  such  missives  in  general,  which  are  com- 
monly "  bought  off  *"  by  a  iamily  dinner,  or 
*'  thrown  off*"  with  an  apology,  the  document  in 
question  procured  for  him  a  high  stool  in  the  office 
of  the  Messieurs  Osbaldiston,  and  a  daily  seat  at 
their  table,  while  his  own  good  and  usefiil  qualities 
did  the  rest. 

There  was,  I  believe,  some  distant  relationship 
between  the  principals  and  their  young  clerk,  which 
doubtless  cemented  the  connection  ;  but,  be  that  as 
it  may,  thus  much  is  certain,  that  my  father  had  not 
been  more  than  five  years  in  their  counting-house, 
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when  he  was  mtmsted  with  a  mission  of  great  im- 
portance to  the  West  Indies ;  of  which  he  acquitted 
himself  so  skilfully,  that  the  brothers,  on  his  re- 
turn, felt  that  they  could  offer  to  him  no  recompense 
more  adequate  than  a  share  in  their  gigantic  esta- 
blishment. They  were  no  longer  young  men  :  began 
to  prefer  port  wine  to  burgundy,  and  a  comfortable 
nap  in  an  easy  chair  after  dinner  to  a  renewal  of 
business ;  and  thus  they  found  it  pleasant  and  pro- 
fitable to  transfer  the  overplus  of  their  occupation 
to  their  young,  and  active,  and  intelligent  partner. 

My  father  made  three  voyages  to  the  islands 
before  the  death  of  the  younger  Mr.  Osbaldiston  ; 
and  became  an  experienced  man  of  business  at  an 
age  when  most  merchants  are  merely  in  their  novi- 
ciate. Advancing  years,  and  the  loss  of  his  only 
brother  and  near  relative,  and  moreover  his  junior, 
began  to  produce  their  effect  upon  the  head  of  the 
firm  ;  who,  ere  long,  abandoned  all  the  interests  of 
the  house  to  my  father,  and  contented  himself  with 
signing  his  name  to  transfer-deeds  and  bank-cheques, 
lounging  away  his  mornings  in  the  warehouses,  and 
giving  himself  up  to  the  care  of  his  cook  and  valet 
for  the  remainder  of  the  day. 

Nor  had  the  old  gentleman  ever  reason  to  repent 
his  confidence ;  for  when  he  was,  in  his  turn,  ga- 
thered to  his  fathers,  he  died  calmly,  in  the  com- 
fortable conviction  that  all  his  dependents  could 
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live  respectably  thereafter  on  their  several  legacies, 
without  seeking  a  new  and  strange  servitude ;  and 
that  my  father  was  not  only  the  proprietor  of  a 
magnificent  business,  but  that  his  name  was  '^  good*^ 
for  some  «^80,000  at  his  banker^s. 

Happy  testator !  and  still  happier  legatee  !  My 
&th6r  was  only  two  and  thirty  years  of  age  when  he 
was  thus  cast  upon  the  world ;  but,  unlike  many 
other  young  men,  he  did  not  relax  an  effort  in  the 
pleasant  occupation  of  money-making.  Let  it  not 
be  supposed,  however,  that  his  perseverance  arose 
from  a  sordid  love  of  gold.  Far  from  it.  He  had 
his  projects.  Riches  were  to  be  the  means,  and  not 
the  end,  of  his  ambition.  He  admitted  no  partner 
into  the  house.  He  was  sufficient  to  himself;  and 
he  would  not  delay  the  accomplishment  of  his  hope, 
by  dividing  and  subdividing  his  receipts. 

At  the  termination  of  a  couple  of  years  he  ven- 
tured upon  a  gigantic  speculation.  '  Many  of  his 
friends  shrugged  their  shoulders,  and  exclaimed 
upon  his  rashness,  in  an  unctuous  and  tranquil  tone, 
which  satisfied  their  hearers  that  it  would  be  no 
particular  heart-break  to  themselves  even  if  he 
should  happen  to  have,  as  they  expressed  it, 
^^  kicked  down  all  that  he  was  worth  ;^^  but,  luckily, 
they  were  not  put  to  the  trial,  for  he  was  still  the 
favourite  of  fortune ;  and,  after  the  suspense  of  a 
few  months,  he  awoke  one  morning  worth  eP500,000. 
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I  think  I  have  already  shown  that  my  &.ther  was 
a  wise  man  ;  nor  did  his  mother-wit  forsake  him 
on  this  occasion.  He  was  no  gambler  at  heart,  so 
he  abandoned  all  speculation  for  the  future  ;  and 
whilst  his  anxious  friends  were  awaiting  from  day  to 
day  the  intelligence  that  he  had  again  tempted  the 
smiles  of  his  slippery  patroness,  they  were  startled 
and  surprised,  (in  some  cases  it  was  even  hinted  not 
pleasantly)  by  learning  that  he  had  disposed  of  his 
house  in  the  city  for  an  enormous  sum,  and  was  on 
the  point  of  starting  for  a  tour  on  the  continent. 

Circumstances  alter  habits,  says  the  Spaniard ; 
and  it  was  certainly  an  apophthegm  perfectly  ap- 
plicable to  my  father^s  case ;  for  he  no  sooner  shook 
the  dust  of  commerce  from  his  feet,  than  he  flung 
away  with  it  all  the  habits  of  his  past  life.  Not  to 
play  the  purse-proud  faineant^  however,  did  he  do 
this.  He  had  higher  aims  than  that  of  lounging 
throuo:h  existence.  He  knew  that  he  had  been  a 
capital  man  of  business.  He  was  reminded  of  the 
&ct  by  every  hat  that  was  lifted  to  him  as  he  passed 
along  the  city  streets ;  his  purpose  was  now  to  be- 
come an  accomplished  gentleman ;  not  a  profound 
scholar,  nor  a  scientific  virtuoso  ;  he  well  knew  that 
it  was  too  late  to  indulge  in  such  lofty  dreams  as 
those ;  nor  was  he  quite  sure  that  erudite  acquire- 
ments would  at  all  further  the  plan  and  project  upon 
which  he  had  built  up  his  own  particular  Chateau 
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0n  Eipagne,  His  aim  was  simply  to  become  a  man 
of  the  world ;  what,  in  the  days  of  Addison  and 
Steele,  would  have  been  called  '^  a  pretty  fellow  f' 
and  what  we,  in  our  times,  understand  by  ^^  a  man 
about  town  f*  only  shorn  of  his  vices,  and  delivered 
from  his  duns. 

Abroad  he  went  then.  Conveniently  but  not 
ostentatiously  attended,  he  traversed  France,  Ger- 
many, Switzerland,  and  Italy ;  visited  cathedrals, 
galleries,  mountains,  and  waterfalls ;  operas,  grot- 
toes, and  Houses  of  Assembly ;  learned  to  distin- 
guish one  popular  singer  from  another,  and  to  call 

the  premises  danseuses  of  the  three  great  capitals  by 

i 

their  correct  names  ;  purchased  a  few  undoubted 
(copies  of)  rare  pictures,  some  fine  Roman  medals 
(manu&ctured  and  verdigreased  at  Milan),  and 
several  equally  well  authenticated  busts  and  statues  ; 
which  were  all  carefully  packed,  and  transmitted  to 
an  English  warehouse,  to  await  his  return  home ; 
after  which  he  had  nothing  more  to  do  than  to  amuse 
himself,  and  be  careful  not  to  suffer  any  opportunity 
of  accomplishing  his  cherished  purpose  to  escape  him. 
He  was  not,  however,  destined  to  succeed  while 
on  his  tour.  He  had  made  many  eligible  acquaint- 
ance, but  he  was  a  shrewd  man  ;  and  he  did  not 
require  to  be  told  that  the  fashionables  and  hyper- 
&shionables  with  whom  he  had  partaken  of  cham- 
pagne dinners,  and  whom  he  had  accommodated 
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with  seats  in  his  opera-box  on  an  equal  footing  on 
the  continent,  might  perchance  look  more  coldly 
upon  him  in  England,  when  they  discovered  that,  in 
their  own  set,  he  was  utterly  unknown.  Neverthe- 
less, he  did  not  despair.  Gross  geld^  grosser  glaube^ 
and  he  knew  it ;  so  he  was  content  to  bide  his  time. 

Among  the  many  pressing  invitations  which  he 
received,  to  renew  at  home  the  friendship  so  plea- 
santly commenced  abroad,  was  one  so  frequently 
and  80  earnestly  repeated,  that  my  father  could  not 
doubt  its  sincerity ;  and  he  accordingly  promised 
to  accept  it.  That  he  was  flattered  by  the  perti- 
nacity of  the  inviter  there  can  be  no  doubt ;  for  he 
was  not  only  a  man  of  ripe  age  and  matured  judg- 
ment, but,  moreover,  a  Scottish  Peer. 

That  the  Earl  of  GlenfiUan  was  not  wealthy  was 
sufficiently  evident  from  the  facility  with  which  he 
availed  himself  of  the  difterent  domestic  luxuries 
of  his  new  friend:  and  the  remarkable  tardiness 
which  he  exhibited  in  making  any  return  not 
purely  verbal.  This,  however,  was  perfectly  im- 
material to  my  father,  who  required  nothing  at  his 
hands ;  and  who  was  by  far  too  proud  a  man  to 
have  suffered  their  positions  to  be  reversed.  And  so 
Lord  GlenfiUan  rode  my  father's  horses,  ate  my 
lather's  dinners,  travelled  in  my  father's  carriage, 
and  borrowed  my  father's  money  to  his  heart's  con- 
tent ;  whilst  he  received  in  return  the  I  O  Us  of 
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his  noble  friend,  and  the  reiterated  invitations  to 
which  I  have  already  alluded. 

"  Did  Mr.  Tilden  fish  and  shoot  T 

My  &ther  at  that  time  did  neither,  but  he  in- 
tended to  do  both  ;  so,  as  a  matter  of  coarse,  he 
repUed  in  the  affirmative.  There  was  magnificent 
fishing  and  shooting  at  GlenfiUan  !  Four  thousand 
acres  of  moorland,  and  a  lake  like  an  inland  sea, 
visible  from  the  windows  of  the  castle.  Mr.  Tilden 
was  an  admirable  billiard-player.  His  lordship 
was  rejoiced  at  it,  for  they  had  the  best  table  in 
Scotland  at  Glenfillan — rather  out  of  repair,  he 
was  afraid,  for  his  gout  had  obliged  him  to  abandon 
the  game,  and  the  ladies  of  his  family  did  not 
understand  it ;  but  he  would  have  it  set  to  rights 
against  he  had  the  honour  of  receiving  Mr.  Tilden  ; 
who  perhaps  would  be  able  to  induce  '^  Flora  and 
Madelaine^^  to  make  an  attempt  at  learning. 

Of  course  my  father  was  delighted  at  the  pro- 
spect of  teaching  two  hoydening  girls  to  play 
billiards  on  a  rickety  old  table ;  and  he  felt  half 
tempted  to  offer  the  Earl  a  new  one  of  his  own 
selecting;  which,  without  doubt,  he  might  have 
done  safely,  as  Lord  Glenfillan  was  not  prone  to 
take  offence  at  such  trifling  matters ;  but  he  for- 
bore, for  he  was  strongly  imbued  with  a  strange 
sort  of  delicacy,  which  always  prompted  him  to 
make  his  wealth  as  little  conspicuous  as  possible, 
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and  neyer  to  presume  upon  it  by  taking  liberties 
with  others. 

The  close  of  their  continental  communion  took 
place  at  Calais,  whither  my  fether  had  conveyed 
his  lordly  friend  from  Marseilles  in  his  own  car- 
riage ;  and,  as  a  matter  of  course,  the  Eai*l  had  been 
his  guest  throughout  the  journey.  The  arrange- 
ment was  agreeable  to  both  parties ;  for,  as  the 
courier  who  had  accompanied  my  father  frx»m 
England  transacted  all  business  upon  the  road,  so 
neither  of  the  milords  in  the  caliche  and  four 
which  opened  the  travelling  procession  were  broken 
in  upon  by  dull  details  of  the  day^s  expenses.  In 
short,  they  got  on  together  admirably.  The  Earl 
shared  my  father's  carriage ;  his  soUtary  man  ser- 
vant  was  de  tiers  with  my  father'^s  valet  and  his 
eMf;  all  the  luggage  jolted  along  amicably  in  the 
same  voiture  (Toccasiony  guarded  by  the  sleepy 
grooms;  and  nothing  could  be  more  amicable  or 
more  pleasant  than  the  whole  arrangement. 

Once  or  twice  his  lordship  of  Glcnfillan  exceeded 
a  little  at  table  upon  the  road ;  but  that  was  the 
fault  of  my  father^s  hospitality,  and  the  hyper- zeal 
of  his  attendants ;  and  the  noble  Earl  had  a  gout- 
mixture  in  the  carriage-pocket  near  his  hand,  which, 
diluted  in  a  little  pale  brandy,  generally  succeeded 
in  procuring  him  an  hour"'s  sleep ;  so  that,  upou 
the  whole,  he  might  have  been  worse  oflF  on  the 
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ragged  highways  of  la  bMe  France ;  and  he  ad- 
mitted the  &ct  with  a  graceful  frankness  which 
could  not  but  convince  my  father  of  the  sincerity  of 
his  assertion. 

By  the  bye,  Lord  Glenfillan,  as  I  should  have 
explained,  had  visited  the  French  capital  for  the 
purpose  of  consulting  a  celebrated  gout-doctor  of 
that  day;  from  whose  skill  he  had  been  led  to 
expect  that  he  should  obtain  both  speedy  and  per- 
manent relief.  But  it  is  certain  that  if  his  coun- 
sellors had  themselves  really  derived  any  benefit 
fix)m  the  Grallic  Gralen  in  a  similar  extremity,  they 
had  been  of  a  diflferent  order  of  men  from  the  Earl, 
who  backed  up  all  the  remedies  of  his  medical  ad- 
viser, with  dinners  served  at  Les  Frh'es  Provenfauxy 
and  Burgundy  from  Justin. 

This  state  of  things,  or  rather  this  system  of 
curative  ethics,  could  not,  of  course,  last  long, 
without  convincing  his  most  gustative  lordship  that 
he  was  rather  becominc:  worse  than  better. 

That  it  was  recider  pour  mieux  mtUery  he  was 
not  altogether  clear;  and  in  this  dilemma,  with 
very  real  and  natural  reluctance  to  tear  himself 
fix>m  the  flesh-pots  of  Egypt,  and  a  still  more 
invincible  objection  to  be  conveyed  home  in  a  leaden 
receptacle,  six  feet  by  two,  he  seized  with  avidity 
the  hope  held  out  to  him  of  better  success  with  an 
Italian  empiric  established  at  Marseilles ;  and  forth- 
with departed  for  the  &ir  city  of  the  south. 


1 6  THE  CONFESSIONS  OP 

Alas  for  the  gout-tormented, Earl !  To  an  indi- 
vidual of  his  tendencies,  this  was  fairly  a  case  of 
coder  dalla  padeUa  nella  brace ;  for  at  Marseilles, 
in  addition  to  the  sublime  cuisine  of  Paris,  he  found 
all  the  luxuries  of  the  East ;  all  the  fruits  of  the 
earth  ;  and  all  the  fish  of  the  sea.  My  Lord  Glen- 
fiUan  had  such  a  fit  of  the  srout  at  his  hotel  in  the 
Hue  de  Rome,  eight  days  after  his  arrival  in  the 
paradise  of  gastronomers,  that  he  aflforded  a  noble 
opportunity  for  the  display  of  skill  possessed  by  II 
Signer  Ferdinando  della  Placida — the  very  name 
of  the  man  would  have  seemed  to  me  to  be  either  an 
insult  or  an  epigram — and  began  to  have  serious 
thoughts  of  making  his  will. 

It  was  at  this  period  that  my  father  returned 
from  Malta ;  and,  having  heard  that  he  was  under 
the  same  roof  with  a  sick  countryman,  very  in- 
efficiently attended,  and  in  the  hands  of  an  ignorant 
pretender,  who  was  de  moitie  with  the  cook  in 
winding  up  what  had  been  an  affair  of  many  years'" 
standing,  in  a  very  complete  and  concise  manner ; 
he  sent  in  his  card  to  his  noble  neighbour,  and 
begged  permission  to  wait  upon  him. 

The  gouty  lord  desired  no  better,  for  he  had 
already  heard  from  his  valet  of  the  arrival  of  a 
Milordy  the  fracas  of  whose  return  to  his  old  apart- 
ments had  reached  even  to  the  sick  chamber ;  had 

received  a  detailed  account  of  the  nature  and  number 

» 

of  his  attendants,  equipages,  horses,  and  packages ; 
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and  was,  moreover,  tired  of  his  own  society,  and 
glad  of  any  incident  which  promised  a  momentary 
amusement. 

No  better  prelude  to  rapid  acquaintanceship  could 
have  been  suggested  by  the  most  practised  social 
tactician.  Lord  Glenfillan  was  drugging,  gorging, 
and  frightening  himself  into  his  grave,  with  all 
possible  expedition ;  and  there  he  sat  with  his  foot 
swathed  in  flannels,  a  Glengarry  cap  upon  his  gray 
head,  a  tartan  waistcoat  covering  his  ample  chest, 
and  a  flowered  dressing-gown  enveloping  his  tall 
and  bony  figure ;  with  an  English  journal  a  fort"> 
night  old,  (for  in  those  days  Galignani  was  not,  and 
VEcho  du  Continent  lay  hushed  in  chaos,)  endea- 
vouring to  read,  for  the  twentieth  time,  the  speech 
of  one  of  his  political  opponents,  most  provokingly 
broken  up  by  "  Hear !  hear  !^  and  "  Cheers  from 
all  parts  of  the  House.'" 

I  once  heard  it  declared  by  a  gallant  officer,  now 
in  his  grave,  that  the  greatest  misery  of  human 
life  was  to  halt  with  a  party  of  men  in  a  country 
village,  and  to  remain  throughout  the  day  in  its 
solitary  inn,  with,  for  all  companionship,  an  old 
Army  List,  in  which  your  own  particular  regiment 
was  torn  out.  I  am  tempted,  however,  to  believe 
that  I  should  have  preferred  even  that  dilemma  to 
the  EarFs.  Be  it  as  it  may,  he  averred  that  this 
unlucky  paper  was  his  only  resource  between  his 
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paroxysms  of  pain,  which,  as  he  was  a  rabid  politi- 
cian, it  had  probably  assisted  to  multiply. 

No  wonder  that  my  Either  soon  ceased  to  be  con- 
sidered as  a  stranger,  and  that  his  daily  adyent  in 
the  sick  room  was  hailed  with  delight  by  the  queni- 
loos  inyalid.  Ere  long  Lord  Glenfillan  had  extorted 
a  promise  from  his  friend  not  to  abandon  him  during 
his  illness ;  and  soon  afterwards  it  was  agreed  that 
they  should  make  the  homeward  journey  together ; 
and  this  was  how  it  came  to  pass  that  the  Earl  and 
my  &ther  arrived  at  Calais  in  company. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

It  has  just  struck  me  that  I  ought  to  give  some 
idea  of  the  personal  appearance  of  my  father.  I  re- 
member him  well,  for  I  loved  him  very  dearly ;  and 
my  memory  supplies  me  with  the  picture  of  a  tall, 
finely  made,  and  aristocratic-looking  man,  with  large 
gray  eyes,  a  handsome  but  somewhat  too  prominent 
nose,  hair  which  had  once  been  almost  black,  mag- 
nificent teeth,  and  a  smile  so  beautiful  that  at  times 
I  still  see  it  in  my  dreams.  His  extreme  nicety 
and  neatness  might  have  passed  into  a  proverb ; 
but  he  was  no  whit  a  prig ;  and  he  had  so  thoroughly 
divested  himself  of  all  the  formalities  and  techni- 
calities of  his  early  pursuits,  and  fallen  back  so 
easily  and  so  naturally  upon  the  proud  old  blood 
which  filled  his  veins,  that  I  feel  convinced,  had  he 
ever  been  raised  to  the  peerage,  no  one  could  have 
considered  him  misplaced. 

I  have  a  miniature  lying  beside  me  now,  how- 
ever, which  has  preserved  a  far  more  flattering 
portrait  of  my  father  than  even  my  loving  memory. 
It  was  taken  the  year  of  his  marriage,  as  a  bridal- 
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gift  to  my  mother ;  and,  judging  from  the  ivory 
counterfeit,  he  must  at  that  period  have  been 
supremely  handsome. 

Moreover,  most  courteous  reader,  he  was  my 
&ther ! 

After  a  few  months  spent  in  London,  which 
were  ftilly  occupied  by  the  arrangement  of  his 
monetary  affairs,  the  purchase  of  an  eligible  resi- 
dence, and  daily  practice  at  a  shooting-gallery  to 
fit  him  for  his  coming  campaign  in  Scotland,  my 
&ther  began  seriously  to  meditate  a  descent  on 
Glenfillan.  The  Earl  had,  at  times,  been  grandilo- 
quent on  the  subject  of  his  paternal  estate ;  and 
his  visitor  consequently  left  town  with  very  magni- 
ficent ideas  of  the  locality  which  he  was  about 
temporarily  to  inhabit. 

There  was  no  steam  at  this  time,  so  that  the 
journey  was  rather  a  long  one ;  but  my  father  was 
glad  of  the  opportunity  of  seeing  Edinburgh,  and 
would  not  allow  himself  to  consider  it  tedious. 

He  spent  a  week  in  Auld  Reekie,  and  then 
started  for  the  Highlands.  He  saw  all  the  '^  lions  '^ 
(as  per  guide-book)  before  his  departure;  but  I 
am  afraid  that  he  was  deficient  in  historical  senti- 
ment, if  not  in  morals ;  for  he  took  no  interest  in 
Holyrood,  simply  because  he  had  not  made  up  his 
mind  whether  Mary  were  a  martyr  or  a  culprit, 
and  rather  inclined  to  the  latter  opinion.     Now,  if 
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my  father  carried  one  particular  prejudice  to  excess, 
it  was  against  coquetry  and  coquettes ;  therefore  it 
requires  no  explanation  that  the  very  idea  of  con- 
jugal infidelity  was  to  him  hateAiI  beyond  the  power 
of  words. 

He  was  the  very  aftertype  of  Csesar. 

This,  par  parenthise. 

When  he  advanced  beyond  Edinburgh,  the  scene 
changed.  Glenfillan  lay;  like  a  lion'^s  lair,  in  the 
very  centre  of  the  Highlands,  and  the  roads  were 
anything  but  Macadamized.  AU  around  him  was 
wild  and  grand,  but  the  air  was  hungry ;  and  as  he 
had  left  all  his  establishment  in  town,  save  his  body- 
servant  and  a  couple  of  grooms,  he  fared,  as  he  tra- 
velled, somewhat  roughly.  He  had  no  taste  for 
mountain-dew  ;  not  a  soul  to  speak  to  except  his 
man,  who  began  to  wax  slightly  sulky,  as  he  left, 
according  to  his  own  opinion,  all  civilization  and 
comfort  behind  him  ;  and,  altogether,  his  progresH 
was  as  dreary  as  it  was  slow. 

At  length,  however,  they  reached  a  hamlet  with 
an  unpronounceable  name,  where  they  found  half 
a  dozen  of  the  EarPs  retainers,  who  had  already 
been  waiting  there  several  days  vrith  2S  many  wild- 
looking,  wiry,  ungroomed  mountain  ponies,  to  serve 
as  guides  to  the  Castle,  and  to  help  the  Sassenacli 
gentleman  over  sundry  "  bad  bits  "  which  they  had 
to  traverse  on  their  way.     Only  one  among  them 
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could  make  himself  understood,  and  they  were  all 
as  savage-looking  as  a  party  of  bandits ;  but  never- 
theless they  were  a  relief  to  the  monotony  of  his 
journey,  and  to  the  eye  of  an  artist  would  have 
been  in  admirable  "  keeping  "  with  the  scene.  They 
were,  moreover,  active,  strong,  and  willing ;  and 
proved  eminently  useful  to  the  unaccustomed  and 
helpless  travellers. 

From  the  crest  of  a  mountain  which  it  had  taken 
them  three  dreary  hours  to  ascend,  and  which  ray 
father  had  partly  mounted  on  foot,  his  guide  at 
length  pointed  out  a  small  gray  object  which  he 
exultingly  announced  as  Glenfillan  Castle.  He  was 
answered  by  a  shudder.  Nothing  could  be  more 
desolate  than  the  aspect  of  the  ^'  promised  land  ^'^ 
from  the  spot  chosen  to  make  it  known. 

The  travellers  were  standing,  as  I  have  said,  on 
the  brow  of  a  high  mountain,  covered  entirely  with 
heather,  and  utterly  destitute  of  trees ;  before  them 
and  beneath  them,  at  the  distance  of  several  miles, 
lay  a  deep  valley,  backed  by  another  rugged  and 
cloud-capped  height ;  and  in  this  hollow  stood  the 
Castle ;  while,  about  a  Airlong  off,  commenced  a 
bleak,  cold,  unsheltered  sheet  of  water,  which  was 
lost  in  the  distance  as  it  wound  round  the  base  of 
the  giant  mountain  that  shut  in  the  view. 

There  was  an  expression  compounded  of  contempt 
and  mortification  on  the  oountenanee  of  the  high- 
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lander,  as  he  met  the  look  of  disappointment  and 
disgust  which  mj  father  could  not  repress  ;  but  he 
gave  no  sign  of  annoyance  beyond  leaving  his  side, 
and  talking  in  a  quick  and  indignant  tone  to  his 
companions. 

The  descent  of  the  mountain  proved  to  the  fiill 
as  tedious  as  its  rise ;  and  thus,  fortimately  for 
himself;  my  father  had  both  time  and  opportu- 
nity  to  amend  his  first  judgment,  and  to  give  due 
admiration  to  the  several  really  noble  features 
of  the  scene.  The  sun,  ^'  that  great  landscape 
painter,''^  threw  in  opportunely  a  few  touches  which 
greatly  relieved  the  vastness  of  the  picture ;  and  as 
the  light  vapours  swept  along  the  sky,  casting  their 
flying  shadows  upon  the  hills,  and  succeeding  each 
other  like  pleasant  thoughts  in  a  weary  mind,  ho 
began  to  see  positive  beauty  where  half  an  hour  before 
all  had  seemed  bleak  and  barren.  As  they  advanced, 
too,  the  old  gray  castle  loomed  out  majestically 
from  the  green  heather,  and  grew  into  size  and 
importance.  My  fikther  could  distinguish  a  round 
tower  of  respectable  altitude,  and  a  length  of  wall 
which  might  be  a  battlement,  or  a  terrace,  but 
which,  in  either  case,  gave  a  dignified  and  solid  air 
to  the  whole  edifice.  Trees  there  were  none,  even 
about  the  building,  at  least  none  that  he  could 
discern  on  his  approach ;  but,  nevertheless,  he  felt 
more  reconciled  than  he  had  done  on  the  mountun- 


24  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 

top,  and  became  at  last  even  interested  in  the  aspect 
of  bis  temporarj  borne. 

Tbey  bad  no  sooner  reacbed  the  outskirt  of  the 
glen  than  one  of  the  guides,  springing  to  the  back 
of  his  pony,  rode  off  at  a  pace  of  which  my  &ther 
bad  never  believed  the  animal  to  be  capable,  in 
order  to  announce  the  arrival  of  the  expected  guest 
to  his  noble  master ;  and  in  about  an  hour  the  well- 
appointed  English  chariot  passed  the  gate  of  Glen- 
fillan  Castle,  and  my  father  found  its  lordly  owner 
waitins:  to  receive  him  on  the  threshold  of  his  own 
stately  hall. 

The  day  was  far  advanced  ;  and  after  a 
warm  but  brief  welcome,  the  visitor  was  ushered 
to  his  dressing-room  to  refresh  himself  after  his 
journey,  and  to  prepare  for  dinner.  The  ladies 
were  already  busied  with  their  toilettes ;  and  my 
father  consequently  retired  without  having  been 
presented  to  any  member  of  the  family.  He  was 
conducted  to  his  apartments  by  a  fine-looking, 
gray-headed,  solemn  butler,  who  seemed  almost 
coeval  with  the  building,  and  who  appeared  to  con- 
sider himself  the  greatest  personage  on  earth,  ex- 
cept his  lord. 

The  dressing-bell  was  already  ringing  out  sono- 
rously from  the  belfry-tower,  and  the  sound  har- 
monized agreeably  with  my  father'^s  sensations. 
He  ¥ras  gratified   by   the  reception  of  the  Earl, 
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somewhat  impressed  by  the  ancient  state)  iness  of 
all  around  him,  and  disposed  to  see  everything  en 
beau.  His  apartment  was  spacious  and  somewhat 
gloomy.  The  bed  and  window  were  alike  hung 
with  dark  green  damask ;  and  the  walls  were  of 
richly  carved  oak,  into  which  were  panelled  a 
series  of  what  were  evidently  fomily  portraits,  the 
size  of  life,  all  grim  and  ghastly  with  age.  The 
bed  itself  was  of  that  capacious  description  which 
would  lead  one  to  infer  that  one^s  forefathers  and 
foremothers  must  have  been  of  unconscionably  broad 
dimensions;  the  window,  deeply  pierced  into  the 
massive  wall,  was  of  a  totally  different  character, 
for  it  was  narrow  to  an  inconvenient  degree ;  but, 
&n  revanche^  it  reached  from  the  ceiling  nearly  to 
the  floor,  whilst  its  arch  was  filled  with  stained 
glass  to  the  depth  of  half  a  dozen  of  the  diamond- 
fihshioned  panes,  which  reduced  the  already  small 
quantity  of  light  admitted  into  the  chamber  to 
something  still  less.  There  was,  moreover,  an 
aspect  of  decay  and  rustiness  about  everything, 
which  betrayed  that  the  Taplow  and  Holland  of  the 
day  had  not  laid  their  refined  and  renovating  spell 
upon  the  place,  but  that  it  was  mouldering  away 
quietly  and  comfortably,  without  interference  of 
any  kind.  Although  it  was  yet  early  in  the  summer, 
the  air  of  that  mountain-valley  was  still  keen 
enough  to  render  the  huge  fire  which  was  burning 
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upon  the  hearth  the  most  attractive  object  in  the 
room ;  and,  as  my  iather^s  valet  somewhat  sulkily 
remarked,  "it  was  a  relief,  in  such  a  hobgoblin- 
looking  place,  that  nobody  could  understand  who 
hadn'^t  seen  li^ 

The  gold-furnished  dressing-case  had  scarcely 
given  up  all  its  costly  contents  for  the  decoration 
of  the  toilette-table,  when  the  second  bell  rang,  and 
my  father  prepared  to  obey  its  summons ;  but  a 
difficulty  arose  as  to  the  means  of  reaching  the 
dining-room  without  a  guide ;  there  was  no  bell  in 
the  room  ;  while  my  father  felt,  en  preux  chevalier^ 
that  he  would  rather  risk  any  inconvenience  than 
detain  the  ladies  from  the  dining-room,  and  create 
an  unfavourable  impression  within  the  very  hour  of 
his  arrival.  He  opened  the  door  of  his  apartment 
abruptly ;  rushed  out  into  the  gallery ;  and  nearly 
fell  into  the  arms  of  the  same  solemn  old  gentleman 
who  had  marshalled  him  from  the  presence  of  the 
Earl,  and  who  was  patiently  waiting  to  conduct 
him  back. 

And  now  I  come  to  an  eventful  moment  in  my 
father'^s  life,  and  one  to  which  I  owe  my  own  ex- 
istence. The  double  doors  of  a  spacious  drawing- 
room,  comfortably  draperied  with  tapestry,  were 
thrown  back  by  two  liveried  attendants ;  and  as 
my  father  entered,  the  Earl  abandoned  his  position 
upon  the  hearth-rug,   where  he  had  been  com- 
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fortablj  facing  the  ladies,  and  backing  to  the  fire, 
in  that  peculiarly  graceful  style  which  has  been 
popular  among  the  male  sex  in  the  United  Kingdom 
of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  from  time  imme- 
morial ;  and  advanced  to  meet  him  with  a  mixture 
of  stately  urbanity  and  hospitable  frankness. 

He  was  presented  in  turn  to  Miss  Margery 
Macspleuchan,  a  tall,  stiff,  bony,  high-cheeked, 
sharp-nosed  spinster  of  some  fifty,  "  or,  by'r  lady, 
threescore"  years,  attired  in  a  very  stout  and 
rather  rusty  dress  of  black  tabinet,  with  a  point- 
lace  apron  and  ruffles ;  the  ostensible  dame  chate- 
laine^ and  sister-in-law  of  the  Earl ;  to  the  Lady 
Flora  Glenfillan,  his  lordship^s  elder  daughter,  a 
sepia  fac-simile  of  her  maiden  aunt;  and  ulti- 
mately, to  the  Lady  Madelaine  ^'  of  that  ilk,"*^  his 
youngest  child,  the  ofispring  of  a  second  marriage, 
and  one  of  the  loveliest  maidens  who  ever  furnished 
forth  the  day-dream  of  a  poet. 

The  Lady  Flora  was  all  smiles  and  welcome ; 
she  spoke  with  a  strong  accent,  and  laughed  until 
she  displayed  an  awfril  vacuum,  where  teeth  were 
not.  She  was,  as  I  have  said,  a  modified  dupli- 
cate of  her  aunt,  who  had  been  the  sister  of  her 
mother.  She  was  not  quite  so  stiff,  nor  so  tall, 
nor  so  bony  ;  her  cheeks  were  not  quite  so  promi- 
nent, and  her  nose  was  a  little  more  moderate  in 
its  sharpness ;  all,  or  most  of  which  circumstances, 
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were  probably  to  be  accounted  for  by  the  foot  that 
she  had  not  long  passed  her  thirtieth  year ; 
neither  was  her  sable  silk  quite  so  rusty,  nor  her 
point  quite  so  yellow ;  but  in  all  about  her  there 
was  goodly  promise  that  the  likeness  would  increase 
from  day  to  day. 

Lord  Glenfillan  had,  in  his  first  matrimonial 
venture,  made  a  prodigious  mesalliance^  having 
married  the  daughter  of  a  petty  laird,  no  one 
could  ever  rationally  decide  wherefore.  But  Jessie 
Macspleuchan  was  a  shrewd  body  :  she  required  no 
spectacles  to  detect  the  prominent  weakness  of  the 
great  man ;  and  she  accordingly  reverenced  with  so 
awful  a  reverence,  and  worshipped  with  so  humble 
a  worship,  the  dignity  of  his  peerage,  that  the 
plain,  homely,  prim  nobody  soon  grew  to  be  the 
most  sensible  woman  of  the  EarPs  acquaintance. 
Her  nose  was  no  longer  sharp ;  her  voice  had  ceased 
to  be  shrill  \  her  dull  gray  eyes  were  turned  with  so 
much  meek  wonder  upon  his  coronet,  that  he  felt 
assured,  in  his  own  mind,  that  even  matrimony 
itself  would  never  induce  any  undue  familiarity  or 
pretensions  of  equality  on  the  part  of  Miss 
Macspleuchan. 

So,  to  the  astonishment  of  every  one  save  the 
lady  herself,  she  became,  after  due  deliberation  on 
the  gentleman^s  side,  Countess  of  Glenfillan  ;  and 
then  she  taught  the  proud  peer  a  lesson  which  he 
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never  afterwards  unlearned.     She  bad  not  "  served 

* 

seven  years'"  for  her  coronet,  crushing  every 
natural  impulse,  and  quellino;  every  rebel  dispo- 
sition, to  be  "  shelved"  by  her  own  husband,  and 
made  a  nonentity  in  her  own  house.  Contention, 
as  the  word  is  usually  understood,  could  not  occur 
between  them,  for  Lord  Glenfillan  was  too  innately 
a  gentleman  so  to  degrade  himself;  added  to  which, 
he  soon  learnt  to  feel  that  he  was  no  verbal  match 
for  his  lady ;  but  for  years  it  was  a  war  of  wits, 
and  a  war  of  will,  that  most  eflfectually  prevented 
all  stagnation  in  the  establishment.  At  length, 
however,  the  Earl,  whose  armour  began  to  chafe 
him  from  constant  wear,  and  who  had  no  wish 
to  die  in  his  harness,  prudently  laid  down  his 
arms,  and  My  Lady  OlenfiUan  had  it  all  her  own 
way. 

This  state  of  things  lasted  for  six  years,  during 
which  period  she  became  the  mother  of  a  daughter 
— the  Lady  Flora,  to  whom  my  reader  has  been 
already  introduced — ^and  whom  she  only  lived  to 
see  enter  her  second  year. 

The  noble  widower  was  not  disconsolate;  and, 
whether  it  were  from  respect  for  his  departed  wife 
that  he  was  anxious  to  demonstrate  his  confidence 
in  her  &mily ;  or,  on  the  contrary,  that  he  desired 
to  remove  from  before  his  eyes  every  thing  which 
eould  remind,  him  of  the  deceased  lady,  he  never 
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expressly  declared  ;  but  it  is  certain  that  he  forth- 
with proposed  to  his  honoured  &ther-in-law,  the 
laird,  that  his  daughter  Margery  should  take 
charge  of  the  in&nt  until  she  became  of  an  age  to 
require  more  accomplished  guidance.  Miss  Mac- 
spleuchan  desired  nothing  better;  and  declared 
herself  quite  ready  to  remove  to  the  Castle,  and  to 
receive  her  dear  little  niece  from  the  hands  of  her 
noble  parent,  *'  directly  after  the  great  wash ;" 
but  this  concession  by  no  means  formed  part  of  the 
EarPs  arrangement. 

He  had  been  Macspleuchaned  long  enough,  and 
their  season  was  over.  He  did  not  wish  his 
will  &nd  pleasure  to  be  put  into  competition 
with  soap  and  blue ;  and  he  therefore  gave 
Miss  Margery  civilly  to  understand  that  tiie 
conventionalities  of  life  would  not  permit  a  man 
of  his  age  to  offer  a  home  beneath  his  roof 
even  t^o  the  sister  of  his  wife.  That  the  Lady 
Flora  Glenfillan  would  be  no  burthen  upon  her 
mother^s  family,  he  deemed  it  almost  needless  to 
add ;  and  he  felt  convinced  that,  when  Miss  Mao- 
spleuchan  had  taken  time  to  reflect  upon  the  sub- 
ject, she  would  find  that  her  obliging  proposal  was 
utterly  out  of  the  question. 

Now,  all  this  was  not  said,  but  written— written 
upon  a  very  ample  sheet  of  paper,  and  sealed  with 
the  EarFs  coat-of-arms ;  to  produce  which  effectively. 
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it  required  almost  sealing-wax  enough  to  fill  a  tea^ 
saucer.  This  signet  never  fiuled  to  produce  its  effect. 
It  was  HtM^fee-fauhfum  which  announced  to  refractory 
tenants  that  their  rents  m%ut  be  paid ;  and  to  pre* 
saming  petty  lairds  that  his  lordship  the  Earl 
understood  nothing  about  liberty  and  equality.  It 
may  consequently  be  imagined  that  its  apparition 
at  the  hill-&rm  rendered  further  discussion  use- 
less. In  short,  it  performed  a  miracle,  for  it  shut 
Miss  Margery^s  mouth. 

The  Lady  Flora  was  accordingly  transferred 
from  the  Castle  to  the  hurd^s  house,  and  from  the 
oold  caresses  of  her  noble  &ther  to  the  hearty  hugs 
of  her  less  exalted  relations  \  and  in  due  time  ini* 
tiated  into  all  the  mysteries  of  meal  porridge,  baked 
sheep^s  heads,  and  haggis. 

A  happy  man  was  Lord  GlenfiUan ;  a  very 
happy  man !  He  felt  vastly  as  Sinbad  must  have 
done,  when  he  shook  the  old  gentleman  from  his 
shoulders,  whose  organ  of  adhesiveness  he  had  so 
long  mentally  voted  a  nuisance.  Bight  glad  was 
he,  when  his  eye  chanced  to  rest  upon  the  hatch- 
ment which  he  had  caused  to  droop,  like  a  heavy 
eyelid,  over  the  upper  section  of  one  of  the  draw- 
ing-room windows,  as  a  last  token  of  respect  to  the 
deceased — much  on  the  same  principle  that  a  man 
who  has  completed  an  unpleasant  letter  appends 
an  enormous  flourish  to  his  signature,  in  the  exu- 
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berant  joy  of  his  heart  that  he  has  come  to  an  end 
of  it — right  glad  was  lie,  I  say,  that  her  departed 
ladyship  had  not  presented  him  with  an  heir  to  his 
family  honours.  A  son  of  Miss  Jessie  Macspleu- 
chan  to  inherit  the  name  and  rank  of  the  Glen- 
fillans — faugh  !  And  he  was  still,  as  he  reflected, 
so  young  and  active,  that  a  season  in  London,  and 
careful  making- up,  would  repair  all  the  ravages  of 
carelessness  and  seclusion. 

This  idea  haunted  him  for  several  years  ;  but  no 
man,  not  even  a  Lord  Glenfillan,  can  throw  off, 
without  a  violent  effort,  the  bonds  which  time  and 
habit  have  woven  about  him.  The  par  venue 
Countess  had  reduced  her  husband'^s  confidence  in 
himself,  and  in  his  own  value,  ftiU  fifty  per  cent. : 
and  although  he  still  talked  very  big  to  himself, 
he  shrank  involuntarily  from  the  effort  of  testing  the 
opinions  of  others. 

At  length,  however,  he  arrived  at  the  conclu- 
sion that  it  behoved  him  to  marry  again  with  all 
convenient  speed  ;  but  he  had  become  a  wiser  man 
than  he  was  when  "  caught^**  by  the  Macspleuchan  ; 
and  consequently  now^  when  he  was  many  years 
older  by  the  calendar  of  time,  and  twice  as  many 
by  the  gnawing  of  mortification  and  disappoint- 
ment, he  decided  that  two  things  were  abso- 
lutely indispensable  in  the  fortunate  woman  whom 
he    should    select   as    his    second   wife— extreme 
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personal  beauty,  and  an  undeniable  pedigree.  A 
few  thousands  into  the  bargain  would  not,  he 
felt,  be  amiss ;  but,  in  favour  of  the  two  former 
attributes,  he  resolved  not  to  make  a  point  of  the 
last. 

He  had  remained  throughout  all  these  years  at 
GlenfiUan,  visiting  his  orphan  child  scrupulously 
once  in  each  month,  and  shuddering  as  he  remarked 
how  much  the  Macspleuchan  nose  and  bone  were 
beginning  to  develop  themselves ;  but  eventually 
he  put  his  purpose  into  execution,  and  started  for 
England.  He  had  not  reckoned  without  his  host. 
A  clever  artiste  succeeded  in  making  him  up  ad- 
mirably ;  and,  being  really  a  fine  man,  and  more- 
over a  peer,  he  was  soon  the  cherished  friend  of 
half  a  score  middle-aged  widows,  fashionable  demi- 
reps, and  matrons  with  marriageable  daughters. 
My  lioble  grandpapa  was  not,  however,  so  prac- 
ticable as  he  might  have  been,  had  he  not  already 
learned  wisdom.  He  listened,  smiled,  and— looked 
about  him  ;  and  the  more  he  looked,  the  less  chance 
had  the  ladies  in  question  of  making  him  their 
prey. 

Many  young  and  beautiful  girls  did  he  see 
in  the  hotbed  of  London  society — girls  in  look,  and 
women  in  mind — who  would  gladly  have  bartered 
their  loveliness  against  his  coronet;  but  half  of 
them  were  parvenues^  and  the  other  half  nobodies. 
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Many  a  titled  dowager,  whose  quarterings  ren- 
dered her  eligible  for  a  German  court  circle,  and 
whose  diamonds  were  far  brighter  than  her  eyes, 
did  not  scruple  to  let  him  understand  that  she  was 
not  inexorable ;  but  my  Lord  GlenfiUan  was 
anxious  for  an  heir.  The  very  eligibles,  the  young, 
the  beautiful,  and  the  high-bom— the  creatures  of 
his  dreams— considered  him  too  old,  or  too  poor,  or 
hated  widowers,  or  could  not  contemplate  the  horror 
of  being  mothers-in-law  ;  and  thus,  entre  chien  et 
loup,  he  made  no  progress. 

The  London  season  was  drawing  to  a  close. 

*^  Fashion,  you  know,  prescribes  the  minute 
When  to  be  out  of  it,  and  in  it : 
She  waves  her  wand,  and  woe  betide 
The  lingering  few,  unless  they  hide. 
Or  swear  thejVe  passing  through,  to  go 
To  Norfolk,  in  an  hour  or  so ; 
And  mean,  next  month,  to  show  their  faces, 
If  possible,  in  twenty  places." 

The  Earl  was  just  contemplating  a  journey  to 
"  the  Moors,"  and  sighing  as  he  remembered  that 
the  solitude  of  Olenfillan  must  remain  unbroken 
for  another  year ;  when  he  was  accidentally  intro- 
duced to  the  honourable  Dennis  O'Finistree,  who 
was  on  his  way  through  town,  with  his  fair  sister 
Madelaine,  whom  he  had  escorted  from  Naples ;  and 
who,  after  a  brief  sojourn  in  London,  was  to  be  his 
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companion  to  their  paternal  home  in  the  wilds  of 
Connaught. 

Every  one  who  is  any  one  must  know  all  about 
the  OTinistrees,  so  it  were  a  mere  waste  of  words 
for  me  to  expatiate  here  upon  the  antiquity  of 
their  &mily,  or  to  explain  in  what  manner  their 
patrimonial  estate  had  dwindled  into  one-tenth  of 
its  original  splendour,  and  "  their  noble,"''  had  ac- 
tually as  well  as  figuratively,  "  come  to  nine- 
pence.**  They  were  also,  as  they  always  declared, 
lineally  descended  from  the  Kings  of  Connaught, 
(who,  8oit  dit  en  pcusatU,  if  all  be  true  which  is  laid 
to  their  charge  in  this  way,  must  have  been  won- 
derfully prolific !)  an  assertion  which  few  persons 
felt  disposed  to  question,  for  the  O'Finistrees  were 
all  celebrated  shots. 

The  honourable  Dennis  took  a  great  fency  to  my 
grandfather.  He  was  a  high-spirited,  dashing,  fine- 
looking  young  fellow,  and  a  perfect  man  of  the 
world.  After  a  time  he  proposed  to  introduce  his 
new  friend  to  his  sister,  who  was  residing  perdue 
at  an  hotel  near  Portman  Square.  The  Earl 
thought  of  his  star ;  and,  without  asking  any 
questions,  accepted  the  civility.  He  did  right. 
Madelaine  O'^Finistree  was  a  genuine  Irish  beauty, 
with  dark  hair  and  eyelashes,  and  eyes  of  a  deep 
rich  blue,  which,  when  she  laughed,  looked  posi- 
tively black.     She  was  tall,  and  well-proportioned  ; 
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had  something  of  a  foreign  deportment,  tempered, 
however,  by  extreme  gracefiilness ;  and  a  spice  of 
haughtiness  which  went  straiglit  to  the  Iieart  of  my 
grandfather. 

Of  course,  the  gay,  thoughtless  Dennis  had 
never  contemplated  any  serious  results  from  the 
acquaintance  of  his  sister  and  Lord  Glenfillan.  He 
could  not  have  heard  from  his  associates,  that  the 
Scoteh  peer  had  rejoiced  in  the  name  of  "  the  wife- 
hunter  ^^  throughout  the  season  ;  and  it  could  not 
consequently  have  been  in  the  hope  of  "  bringing 
down  his  bird  "'*  that  he  had  detained  Madelaine  in 
London,  when  their  finances  had  "  dwindled  to  the 
shortest  span,'*''  and  that  every  guinea  was  to  them 
thrice-refined  gold.  Nevertheless,  everything  fell 
out  well.  The  Earl  returned  home,  "  seven  fathom 
deep"  in  love  with  the  fair  Hibernian.  He  felt 
that  his  hour  was  come.  She  was  so  utterly  un- 
like Jessie  Macspleuchan.  She  was  so  graceful,  so 
beautiful.  Her  proud  brow  looked  as  though  (how 
novel-like  is  the  phrase  upon  which  I  have  stumbled!) 
Nature  had  designed  to  cincture  it  with  a  coronet. 
In  short,  Lord  Glenfillan  was  a  lost  man,  from 
half-past  four  o'^clock  p.m.  on  that  29th  of  June. 

He  was  found  again,  however,  a  few  months 
afterwards.  The  hatchment  of  the  defunct  lady 
had,  years  before,  been  consigned  to  the  attic  ;  the 
Earl  had  almost  forgotten  her  thrall  ^  and  he  was 
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flying  along  the  higliroad  between  London  and 
Edinburgh  in  a  travelling  chariot  and  four,  with 
the  new  Countess  of  GlenfiUan  by  his  side. 

A  year  subsequently,  my  grandfather  was  once 
more  a  widower.  His  beautiful  and  hi^h-bom  wife 
gave  birth  to  a  daughter,  and  in  so  doing,  resigned 
her  own  life  ;  but  it  was  a  year  of  happiness  which 
cast  its  spell  over  the  after-existence  of  the  bereaved 
husband.  The  first  wish  of  his  heart— the  first 
object  of  his  ambition,  had  indeed  been  disappointed. 
He  had  no  son  to  inherit  his  name  and  honours ; 
but  the  memory  of  his  young  and  gentle  wife 
was,  nevertheless,  too  dear  to  be  obliterated  by  a 
newer  tie. 

His  only  consolation  was  derived  from  the  fact, 
that  she  had  left  to  him  an  infant  image  of  herself, 
a  second  Madelaine,  in  whom,  as  she  grew  to 
womanhood,  he  might  trace  a  renewal  of  her 
mother^s  beauty,  and  to  whom  he  might  thereafter 
devote  his  best  affections  for  that  mother''s  sake. 
Nay,  so  unaffected  was  the  self-abnegation  of  the 
widowed  father,  that  he  gratefully  accepted  the 
proposal  of  an  aunt  of  Mr.  CFinistree's,  the  widow 
of  an  old  English  Baronet,  who  divided  her  time 
between  Wentworken  Hall  and  her  house  in  Ca- 
vendish Square,  to  take  the  motherless  infant  into 
her  own  care  ;  and  so  well  did  Lady  Sinclair,  who 
was  herself  childless,  fulfil  her  voluntary  duties. 
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that  at  each  successive  visit  to  England,  the  Earl 
found  his  daughter  more  beautiful,  more  graceful, 
and  more  accomplished  than  at  their  previous 
meeting. 

At  rare  intervals,  Lady  Sinclair  accompanied 
her  niece  to  Gleufillan  Castle,  where  they  were  met 
by  Lady  Flora  and  Miss  Margery,  who,  on  such 
occasions,  contrived  to  display  her  housewifely 
capabilities  to  great  advantage  in  the  eyes  of  the 
Earl ;  while  she  found  so  much  and  such  serious 
occupation  in  the  buttery  and  still-room,  that  she 
was  rarely  visible  elsewhere.  In  short.  Miss  Mar- 
gery was  a  genuine  Macspleuchan,  and  as  sharp  as 
a  needle  ;  and  she  looked  upon  these  opportunities 
a8  "  the  very  skimming  of  her  life's  milk,"  as  she 
herself  graphically  expressed  it  to  a  particular 
friend.  It  was  now  or  never  with  her,  and  she 
played  her  cards  well ;  for  when,  on  the  death  of 
Lady  Sinclair,  which  happened  just  as  Madelaine 
had  completed  her  eighteenth  year.  Lord  Glen- 
fiUan  found  it  necessary  to  establish  both  his 
daughters  beneath  his  own  roof,  he  could  not  deny 
that  she  was  the  most  correct  and  eligible  person 
whom  he  could  select,  to  relieve  them  &om  the 
drudgery  of  housekeeping,  and  to  throw  a  matronly 
air  over  the  establishment. 

Fortunately  also,  as  Lord  Glenfillan  considered, 
Macspleuchan  of  Macspleuchan  had  paid  the  debt 
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of  nature,  though  he  had  left  several  less  imperative 
debts  unpaid ;  and  there  being  no  son  to  perpetuate 
the  name  and  vulgarity  of  his  £ftther,  the  Earl  ielt 
less  repugnance  to  offering  a  home  to  the  solitary 
Miss  Margery. 

Such,  therefore,  was  the  organization  of  Lord 
Glenfillan^s  household  when  my  father  became  his 
guest.  The  lovely  Lady  Madelaine  had  already 
been  an  inmate  of  the  Castle  for  a  tedious  year, 
during  sever^  months  of  which  period  she  had 
been  condemned  to  the  sole  companionship  of  her 
sister  and  her  aunt ;  the  Earfs  gout-expedition 
having  taken  him  from  home,  before  she  had  long 
been  domesticated  beneath  his  roof. 

And  now,  how  am  I  to  describe  the  said  Ladv 
Madelaine  \  I  have  said  that  she  was  just  nine- 
teen, that  loveliest  of  all  ages  for  a  woman  ;  when, 
in  addition  to  her  own  individual  attractions,  she 
possesses  also  what  a  French  writer  has  wittily 
defined  as  la  heatM  du  diable^  that  sweet  and 
evanescent  freshness,  which,  after  the  age  of 
twenty,  is  gone  for  ever. 

Like  her  mother,  she  was  tall,  and  fair,  and 
gracefiil,  with  regular  and  well-cut  features ;  eyes 
like  amethysts  \  and  a  mouth  of  that  rare  and 
peculiar  description,  which,  when  it  is  met  with, 
appears  to  convey  more  expression  than  all  the 
rest  of  the  fece  combined.     Her  smile  was  the  very 
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sunshine  of  the  heart ;  and  her  scorn  was  so  natu- 
rally seated  upon  the  arched  and  ruby  lip,  that  it 
would  have  been  insolent  in  any  one  of  less  rank 
than  a  peer  s  daughter.  Perhaps,  indeed,  this  latter 
expression  was  the  more  habitual  one  to  that  £iir 
mouth;  for,  unfortunately,  the  exclusive  educa- 
tion and  habits  of  Lady  Madelaine  had  prepared 
her  to  find  much  to  despise  in  her  natural  home ; 
nor  did  her  French  suhante  suffer  any  of  the  de- 
ficiencies of  either  persons  or  things  at  Glenfillan 
to  pass  unobserved.  The  ''  Aunt  Margery **'  of  the 
elder  sister  never  ceased  to  be  the  "  Miss  Mac- 
spleuchan"  of  the  younger  —  an  alien  alike  to  her 
heart  and  to  her  blood.  She  never  forgot  that 
Lady  Flora,  although  the  first-bom  of  an  Earl,  was 
nevertheless  the  child  of  a  rottirih'e;  and,  as 
F^licie  delicately  expressed  it,  merely  "«a  soeur 
par  m^prise.'''*  The  family-coach  was  a  never- 
ceasing  theme  for  contempt ;  and  the  family  ex- 
pedients something  almost  too  absurd  to  provoke 
a  laugh. 

From  such  of  these  as  arose  from  certain  defi- 
ciencies in  the  Glenfillan  treasury,  the  haughty 
young  beauty  was  happily  exempt,  Lady  Sinclair 
having  considerately  wound  up  all  her  account  of 
kindness  and  affection,  by  bequeathing  several  hun- 
dreds a-year  to  her  beloved  niece ;  and,  perhaps,  to 
this  circumstance  might  be  attributed  much  of  the 
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deference  with  which  she  was  regarded  hy  her 
female  relatives. 

But,  although  pride  was  the  predominant  feature 
of  Lady  Madelaine'^s  character,  it  must  not  be  sup- 
posed that  she  was  destitute  of  other  and  more  en- 
dearing qualities.  Her  generosity  was  unbounded. 
Her  purse  was  a  common  property  whenever  it 
could  be  rendered  available ;  and  her  nature  was 
enthusiastic  and  unsuspicious. 

Thus,  it  was  only  to  her  very  particular  friends 
that  Miss  Margery  ventured  to  pour  out  her  vial 
of  wrath  against  the  "stuck-up  English-bred 
quean  who  dared  to  look  down  upon  her  niece 
Flora,  her  own  niece  by  blood,  and  own  daughter 
to  the  Bight  Honourable  the  Earl  of  Gleniillan  ; 
and  herself,  own  sister  as  she  was  to  the  Bight 
Honorable  the  Countess,''  in  some  of  those  quiet 
hours  of  gossipry  and  local  scandal,  which  she  con- 
trived to  secure  in  her  morning  room  ;  and  which 
helped  to  support  her  through  the  tedium  of  a  life, 
which,  however  enviable  she  had  esteemed  it  so 
long  as  it  appeared  to  be  unattainable,  she  had  since 
learnt  to  consider  as  an  existence  of  constraint ; 
obliging  her,  as  she  ^aphically  expressed  it,  "  al- 
ways to  wear  her  company  face.''  But,  as  Miss 
Margery  was  not  a  bad  woman  at  heart,  it  is  only 
&ir  to  remark,  that  even  after  these  little  con- 
ferences, although  they  always  were  held  "with 
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closed  doors,''  her  conscience  frequently  pricked 
her,  as  some  act  of  uncalculating  generosity  on  the 
part  of  the  "  stuck-up  English-bred  quean''  towards 
herself  suddenly  flashed  upon  her  mind. 

Nor  should  the  haughtiness  of  my  mothe]>— for 
the  beautiful  and  accomplished  Lady  Madelaine  tecu 
my  mother ;  and,  as  I  am  not  writing  a  melo- 
drame,  and  have  no  genius  for  mystery,  I  may  as 
well  say  so  at  once— nor  should  her  haughtiness  be 
too  severely  censured,  inasmuch  as  it  had  been  one 
of  the  darling  endeavours  of  Lady  Sinclair  to  im- 
press her,  from  her  earliest  girlhood,  with  an 
exalted  idea  of  her  own  position  in  society.  Such 
a  lesson  is  readily  learnt,  for  few  things  are  more 
susceptible  than  human  vanity.  ^'  I  will  not,"  had 
said  the  cautious  aunt,  '^  talk  to  her,  at  so  early  an 
age,  of  her  own  personal  attractions.  The  know- 
ledge of  those  will  come  soon  enough ;"  and  so  the 
discreet  lady  only  poured  the  guano  over  the  soil 
which  was  to  produce  "  the  Earl's  daughter,"  and 
left  the  comments  of  her  friends  and  servants  to 
administer  the  unctuous  matter  which  was  to  force 
into  bloom  the  budding  vanity  of  ^^the  little 
beauty." 

Thus  she  grew  up — thanks  to  the  care  of  her 
anxious  teachers  —  moderately  vain,  and  uncom- 
promisingly haughty ;  whilst  all  her  better  qualities 
were  the  spontaneous  growth   of  her  own  purer 
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and  nobler  nature.  A  solitary  season  in  town, 
immediately  before  the  death  of  her  aunt,  daring 
which  she  had  been  "  the  observed  of  all  observers/' 
had  not  tended  to  diminish  these  failings;  and 
thus,  in  her  nineteenth  year,  the  Lady  Madelaine 
GlenfiUan  was  possessed  of  a  perfectly  accurate 
knowledge  of  her  own  pretensions,  both  personal 
and  social,  only  to  be  condemned  without  any  con- 
solation, save  the  companionship  of  her  French 
maid  and  her  Marlborough  spaniel,  to  the  solitude 
of  a  highland  castle. 


^-t^":;' 
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CHAPTER  III. 

And  now  some  curious  reader  may  wish  to  be 
informed  what  motive  the  Earl  of  Glenfillan,  who, 
as  the  reader  must  have  gathered,  was  by  no  means 
a  wealthy  man,  could  have  had  in  pressing  a  casual 
acquaintance  like  my  father,  and  one,  moreover,  to 
whom  he  owed  money,  to  visit  him  in  his  home, 
and  to  see  him  surrounded  by  his  Dii  Penates  in 
the  undress  costume  of  a  Scottish  country  gen- 
tleman. 

Heaven  bless  the  bonhomie  of  the  simple-hearted 
individual  who  ventures  the  inquiry !  My  lord 
had  a  penniless  daughter,  on  the  wrong  side  of 
thirty,  still  unmarried ;  and  it  had  naturally 
suggested  itself  to  his  mind  that  her  quality 
was  an  admirable  counterpoise  to  my  father^s 
wealth  ;  and  that  the  luxurious  commoner  would 
be  unable  to  resist  the  temptation  of  hearing 
himself  and  his  wife  announced  as  Mr.  and  Ladv 
Flora  Tilden,  in  the  saloons  of  his  London  friends. 
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But  those  who  calculate  without  their  host  re- 
quire two  reckonings.  The  noble  lord  did  not  un- 
derstand my  fether.  That  he  had  resolved  never 
to  marry  any  woman  save  one  of  high  rank,  was 
perfectly  true ;  but  he  was  also  determined  that 
she  should  do  as  much  credit  to  his  taste  as  she 
would  do  honour  to  his  name ;  and  it  was  con- 
sequently in  vain  that  poor  Lady  Flora  had  re- 
ceived that  very  mysterious  injunction,  which  is 
frequently  given  to  young  ladies  under  such  cir- 
cumstances, to  ^^make  the  most  of  herself  f^  and 
that .  Miss  Margery  announced,  in  close  conclave  to 
her  favourite  gossips,  that  a  Southron,  worth  his 
weight  in  gold,  was  coming  to  the  Castle  to  marry 
her  pet  niece. 

I  think  I  mentioned,  when  I  originally  intro- 
duced the  reader  to  the  EarFs  &mily  circle,  that 
the  Lady  Flora  was  all  smiles  and  welcome :  she 
was  doing  as  she  was  bid;  and,  after  her  first 
glance  at  the  stranger,  she  found  the  task  by  no 
means  difficult.  My  father  bowed  and  smiled,  and 
his  bow  was  very  graceful,  and  his  smile  very 
gracious,  but  his  eyes  had  already  wandered  to  a 
sofa,  which  was  occupied  by  a  beautiful  girl  and  a 
small  lapdog.  Having  said  all  that  she  could 
well  say  at  such  a  moment,  the  Lady  Flora  suflFered 
Lord  Glenfillan  to  lead  his  guest  towards  his  other 
dauditer ;    and  the  fair  vision  by  which  he  had 
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already  been  attracted  bent  her  snowy  throat  in 
a  mute  salutation,  worthy  of  an  empress.  Some- 
thing like  a  mocking  smile  played  for  an  instant 
about  her  mouth  ;  but  she  did  not  raise  her  eyes, 
as  she  again  fell  back  upon  her  cushions,  and  pur- 
sued her  occupation  of  clasping  a  string  of  coral 
about  the  neck  of  the  spaniel. 

She  was  plainly  but  richly  dressed  in  deep 
mourning,  which  she  had  never  thrown  oflF  since 
the  death  of  her  aunt ;  and  the  dazzling  whiteness 
of  her  neck  and  arms  was  rendered  still  more  con- 
spicuous from  the  contrast.  I  shall  enter  into  no 
further  detail.  I  have  already  stated  that  my 
mother  was  eminently  beautiful;  and,  having 
given  the  grand  outline  of  the  picture,  I  will  leave 
my  reader  to  wash  in  the  tints  as  he  may  see  fit. 

The  curtain  had  now  fairly  risen  upon  the  drama 
which  was  to  be  enacted  at  Glenfillan.  Like  the 
renowned  Marquis  of  Carabbas,  the  Earl  believed 
that  the  world  and  all  its  contents,  sentient  and 
non-sentient,  were  created  for  the  comfort  and  con- 
venience of  the  aristocracy  ;  while  no  price  could 
be  too  high  for  the  plebeian  to  pay,  for  the  privil^e 
of  entering  its  charmed  circle ;  and,  with  these 
sentiments,  it  is  not  wonderful  that  he  considered 
the  marriage  of  his  elder  daughter  as  certain  as 
though  it  had  been  solemnized  at  St.  George'^s, 
Hanover    Square,    ^^  in  the  presence  of  a  select 
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circle  of  ^distinguished  friends.''  It  would  be  a 
dignified,  and  lordly,  (and  convenient)  way  of  re- 
paying all  his  obligations  to  his  worthy  guest :  and 
he  resolved  that  he  would  do  the  thing  freely,  and 
cordially,  and  as  though  he  scarcely  looked  upon  it 
as  a  condescension. 

Oh,  delicious  self-delusion  !  In  what  exquisite 
mummery  does  poor  human  nature  occasionally 
indulge ! 

For  a  time  my  father  had  no  suspicion  of  the 
generous  intentions  of  the  Earl.  How  should  he  ? 
It  was  only  by  the  common  and  necessary  cour- 
tesies of  life  that  he  was  recalled  to  the  fact  of 
Lady  Flora's  existence.  His  heart  had  soon  fol- 
lowed the  thrall  of  his  eyes.  He  was  passionately 
in  love  with  the  scornful  Madelaine ;  she  was  pre- 
cisely what  novel-writers  call  "  the  realization  of 
his  dreams ;"  and,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life, 
my  father  began  to  believe  that  he  had  found  a 
woman  of  whom  he  was  not  worthy  :  for  that  Lord 
GlenfiUan  should  have  had  the  audacity  to  couple 
him  even  in  thought  with  his  elder  daughter,  was 
an  idea  which  could  never  enter  his  imagination, 
until  it  was  driven  home  to  the  very  head  by  a 
determined  hand. 

Nevertheless,  it  was  easy  for  lookers-on  to  per- 
ceive that  the  Earl  quite  considered  the  rich 
Englishman,    (to  use  a  phrase  of    Madame   de 
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Sevign^,)  as  un  ch&u  de  son  jardin.  Nothing 
could  exceed  his  delightfiil  urbanity.  In  his  self- 
gratulation  at  having  caught  such  a  gudgeon  for  his 
first-bom,  he  performed  upon  himself  exactly  the 
same  ceremony  to  which  Mr.  Pettigrew  subjects 
his  mummies.  One  stiff  fold  was  cautiously  un- 
rolled after  another,  until  at  length  the  complete 
".form  and  fashion''  of  his  gracious  composition 
was  laid  bare,  and  his  whole  purpose  stood  revealed 
to  his  astonished  guest. 

Meanwhile,  as  I  have  said,  the  dessaus  des  cartas 
was  palpable  enough  to  all  save  the  pre- occupied 
lover.  Every  one  could  at  once  have  laid  a  finger 
upon  the  truth.  Lady  Madelaine,  indeed,  was  not 
left  to  the  natural  perspicacity  of  her  own  nature. 
She  was  duly  informed  by  the  Earl  of  his  lord- 
ship's condescending  intentions;  and,  at  the  mo- 
ment, she  opened  wide  both  her  fine  eyes  and  her 
ruby  lips,  in  intended  expostulation ;  but  an  in- 
stant's reflection  decided  her  to  silence.  Who 
shall  determine  wherefore  ?  I  think  that  I  am  my- 
self sufficiently  cognizant  of  the  impulses  and  in- 
tricacies of  a  pretty  woman's  heart  to  give  a  shrewd 
guess — but  I  forbear. 

Miss  Margery  was  radiant  with  happiness.  She 
had  lived  long  enough  in  her  youth  among  the  in- 
volved expedients  and  manoeuvres,  to  which  those 
housewives   devote  themselves  who  act  upon  the 
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homely  old  proverb  that  "  a  penny  saved's  a  penny 
got/'  to  appreciate  at  its  fiill  value  the  extent  of 
my  father'*s  wealth,  so  far  as  she  was  enabled  to 
comprehend  it.  To  bo  sure,  as  she  remarked  more 
than  once  to  her  pet  gossip,  *'  her  niece  Lady  Flora 
Glenfillan  had  a  right  to  look  higher ;  but  '  a  fat 
purse  makes  lean  sorrow  ;  and  if  she  gained  no  title 
by  this  marriage,  she  would,  at  least,  not  lose  her 
own."" 

My  father  had  been  bidden  to  the  Castle  for  "  a 
few  weeks;''  and  when  three  of  these  sectional 
periods  of  time  had  elapsed,  desperately,  as  lie 
loved  the  Lady  Madelaine,  he  felt  that  as  she  had 
*'  made  no  sign,"  despite  all  his  eflForts  to  awaken 
her  from  her  indiflFerence,  it  was  incumbent  upon 
him  to  appear  occupied  with  parting  intentions, 
leaving  it  for  awhile  to  absence  and  memory  to 
work  some  miracle  in  his  behalf;  but  this  free 
flight  of  the  yet  unjessed  falcon  formed  no  part  of 
the  Earl's  scheme.  He  could  not  tell,  if  he  thus 
launched  the  noble  bird  once  more  into  the  wide 
horizon  of  London  society,  what  quarry  he  might 
chance  to  strike ;  and,  moreover,  there  were,  as  I 
have  already  hinted,  some  small  pecuniary  matters 
still  pending  between  them,  which  at  that  particular 
moment  it  was  not  altogether  convenient  to  him- 
self to  investigate ;  it  was,  consequently,  not  sur- 
prising that,  with  such  strong  reasons  on  either 
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side  to  remain  together,  the  importunities  of  the 
Earl,  breathing,  as  they  did,  all  the  disinterested- 
ness of  overflowing  hospitality,  soon  convinced  mj 
father  that  the  weeks  of  his  residence  at  Glenfillai 
mifijht  grow  into  months,  without  any  improprietj 
on  his  part ;  an  arrangement  which  would  enabh 
him,  in  all  probability,  to  ascertain  his  fate  before 
he  parted  from  Lady  Madelaine. 

My  father  was  no  petulant  and  peevish  lover 
He  had  wisdom  enough  to  feel  that  if  he  were  in- 
deed compelled  to  renounce  all  hope  of  winning  the 
noble  beauty,  the  sooner  he  was  made  conscious  o: 
the  fact  the  better ;  and  that  he  should  be  less  ai 
object  of  commiseration  to  himself  on  his  departure 
if  knowing  the  truth,  even  although  it  should  b< 
an  unpleasant  one,  than  living  on  in  a  state  of  un- 
certainty for  months  ;  only,  perhaps,  to  be  ulti 
mately  disappointed,  when  time  had  rendered  th< 
one  engrossing  subject  of  his  thoughts  essential  t< 
the  after-happiness  of  his  life. 

The  only  disinterested  member  of  the  family 
was  the  little  Marlborough  spaniel,  which,  as  it  laj 
on  the  sofa  beside  its  mistress,  rolled  its  bright  eyei 
over  the  group,  with  an  expression  of  luxurious  am 
languid  indifierence. 

To  the  hospitable  entreaties  of  the  Earl  that  mj 
father  would  extend  his  visit,  both  Lady  Flora  anc 
Miss  Margery  added  their  own ;  but  the  youngei 
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lady,  toward  whom  the  guest  glanced  anxiously 
more  than  once  during  the  discussion,  preserved  a 
profound  and  apparently  unobservant  silence. 
Lord  Glenfillan  was  so  earnest  that  he  became 
heated  by  his  own  eloquence.  Miss  Macspleuchan, 
when  she  reflected  upon  the  probable  consequences 
of  the  "  rich  Southron'^s'"  departure,  grew  positively 
agitated.  She  had  so  lone;  accustomed  herself  to 
look  upon  his  marriage  with  her  favourite  niece  as 
a  matter  of  course— for  the  Earl  had  duly  in- 
formed her  also  of  his  gracious  purposes,  even 
before  my  father's  arrival  at  the  Castle — that  she 
actually  felt  herself  aggrieved ;  and  she  sat  fuming 
and  fidgeting,  like  one  labouring  in  silence  under 
an  affront  which  would  gladly  have  revenged  itself 
in  words.  But  Lady  Flora  surpassed  all  the  other 
actors  in  this  exciting  scene.  At  first  she  had 
mingled  her  own  entreaties  with  those  of  her  father ; 
then,  suddenly,  she  sank  into  silence,  keeping  her 
eyes  steadily  and  imploringly  fixed  upon  the  yield- 
ing guest,  who  had  no  sooner  murmured  the  assent 
for  which  she  was  so  eagerly  listening,  than,  uttering 
a  faint  and  smothered  exclamation,  she  covered  her 
face  with  her  hands,  and  rushed  from  the  room. 

By  a  spontaneous  movement  the  Earl  seized  the 
hand  of  his  guest,  and  wrung  it  earnestly,  with  a 
most  expressive  gravity  of  countenance.  Miss 
Margery  rose  hastily,  in  a  state  of  great  alarm,  and 
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followed  her  niece  ;  and,  it  so  chanced  that,  at  the 
same  moment,  a  servant  entered  to  announce  that 
a  gentleman  who  had  called  hy  appointment  was 
awaiting  Lord  Glenfillan  in  the  library. 

For  the  first  time  since  his    residence  in  the 
Castle,  the  Lady  Madelaine  and  my  father  were 

It  was  a  sufficiently  perplexing  position  for  the 
visitor,  who  could  not  quite  repress  his  mortifica- 
tion at  the  studied  indifference  of  his  young  hostess ; 
nor  was  the  difficulty  lessened  by  the  feet  that,  even 
when  she  heard  her  father  summoned  &om  the 
room,  she  never  raised  her  eyes  from  the  book  upon 
which  she  had  been  engaged  throughout  the  con- 
ference. The  Earl  had  been  enchanted  with  her 
dignified  reserve,  forming,  as  it  did,  so  admirable  a 
contrast  to  her  sister'*s  emotion ;  and  he  had 
consequently  made  no  effort  to  obtain  her  co-opera- 
tion. Miss  Margery  considered  that,  for  once,  she 
had  acted  with  proper  discretion  in  not  interfering 
with  the  prospects  of  her  elder  :  while  Lady  Flora 
herself  was  so  absorbed  by  her  own  hopes  and  fears, 
that  she  had  utterly  forgotten  her  existence. 

Poor  Lady  Flora,  meanwhile,  was  really  an  ob- 
ject of  pity.  She  had  been  pompously  instructed 
by  her  father  to  overlook  Mr.  Tilden"*s  want  of 
rank,  when  he  was  first  expected,  and  to  accept  at 
once  the  hand  which  would  assuredly  be  at  her 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  53 

disposal  before  he  left  Scotland,  and  even  then  she 
felt  no  whit  inclined  to  disobey,  for  her  position  in  her 
paternal  home  was  by  no  means  hyper-pleasurable. 
She  heard  that  the  Englishman  was  immensely 
rich,  and  nnnsually  handsome  ;  and  when  the  Earl 
admitted  that  he  had  reason  to  bejie^e,  from  cer- 
tain words  which  had  dropped  from  Mr.  Tilden 
himself,  that  he  had  been  at  some  period  engaged 
in  commerce,  he  somewhat  abruptly  reminded  her 
that  this  &ct  would  by  no  means  render  the  match 
a  mesalliance^  as  it  would  have  done  in  the  case  of 
Lady  Madelaine ;  her  own  mother  having,  pre- 
viously to  her  marriage  with  himself,  occupied  a 
station  much  less  exalted  than  that  of  an  English 
merchant. 

Lady  Flora  felt  no  inclination  to  contend  the 
question.  She  was  satisfied  with  complaining  of 
the  taunt  to  her  sympathizing  aunt.  She  had 
almost  begun  to  consider  her  establishment  as  hope- 
less; for  even  among  the  petty  lairds  who  were 
occasionally  received  at  the  Castle,  there  was  a 
sufficient  taste  for  youth  and  beauty  to  fortify  them 
against  the  prestige  of  her  rank ;  and  strangers  were 
rarely  indeed  guests  at  GlenfiUan.     . 

Like  many  persons  whose  m6&ns  have  been 
inadequate  to  their  pretensions,  Lady  Flora  had 
an  inordinate  idea  of  the  power  of  wealth.  She 
could  conceive  no  earthly  evil,  save  death  itself,  to 
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which  it  could  not  afford  a  remedy— ^while  even  to 
this  exception  it  lent  a  sort  of  glory  which  inmost 
divested  it  of  its  bitterness — the  glory  of  lead,  and 
mahogany,  and  gold-headed  nails:  of  armorial 
bearings,  and  velvet,  and  feathers.  The  rich  man^s 
last  sad  and  solemn  mockery  ! 

In  this  acquiescent  mood  of  mind,  she  met  my 
father ;  and  what  had  at  first  been  mere  curiosity 
and  self-gratulation,  soon  grew  into  a  deeper  feeling. 
Although  utterly  unable  to  appreciate,  as  they  de- 
served, either  the  elegance  of  his  person,  or  the 
refinement  of  his  manner,  Lady  Flora  could  never- 
theless  feel  that  he  was,  to  every  man  save  her 
father,  with  whom  she  had  hitherto  been  brought 
into  contact,  as  "  Hyperion  to  a  Satyr.'*'  Assured 
that  she  was  to  become  his  wife,  she  made  no 
attempt  to  check  the  admiration  with  which  she 
regarded  him ;  and,  from  day  to  day,  the  feeling 
grew  and  strengthened,  until  she  began,  for  the 
first  time,  to  indulge  in  a  violent  jealousy  of  her 
young  and  beautiful  sister. 

Despite  the  remonstrances  of  Miss  Margery,  who 
affected  to  talk  of  Lady  Madelaine  as  a  froward 
child,  she  could  not  blind  herself  to  the  &ct  that 
she  was  a  most  formidable  rival ;  and  it  was  only 
the  dreaded  beauty  herself  who  succeeded  in  reliev- 
ing the  mind  of  Lady  Flora  from  its  unaccustomed 
weight.  Her  coldness,  her  indifference,  her  apparent 
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abstraction,  ultimately  satisfied  the  more  vehement 
and  less  refined  mind  of  the  bride  presumptive  that 
she  was  perfectly  uninterested  in  the  English 
stranger;  and  she  accordingly  pursued  the  even 
tenour  of  her  way,  arranging  with  her  prime  minister, 
Miss  Margery,  all  her  intended  movements,  when 
she  should  have  become  Lady  Flora  Tilden,  the 
mistress  of  countless  thousands,  and  the  titled 
member  of  an  untitled  family,  who  would,  as  a 
matter  of  course,  appreciate  the  honour  of  her 
alliance.  Miss  Margery'^s  projects  of  housewifery- 
were  miraculous,  and  would  have  astonished  Meg 
Dodds  herself;  while  those  of  her  niece,  although 
their  magnificence  did  not  fail  to  dazzle  the  con^ 
spirators  by  whom  they  were  mooted,  would  have 
made  no  very  serious  inroad  upon  my  father'^s 
income. 

Singular,  meanwhile,  had  been  the  transition- 
state  of  Lady  Madelaine^s  feelings.  When  first 
informed  of  the  expected  advent  of  the  English 
stranger,  and  the  intended  purpose  of  the  Earl,  she 
only  curled  her  lip,  and  murmured  something  which 
sounded  like  "  rSturier  r  at  which  Lord  Glenfillan 
laughed,  patted  her  smooth  cheek,  and  bade  her 
remember  that  it  was  not  herself  whom  he  was 
anxious  to  establish.  Her  own  independence  of  the 
arrangement  she  could  easily  understand ;  nor  was 
her  noble  father^s  anxiety  to  provide  for  her  plain, 
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and  as  Fdlicie  called  her,  antediluman  sister,  at  i^ 
difficult  to  comprehend ;  hut  the  result  of  the  con- 
ference was  a  deep  and  scornful  contempt  for  the 
moneyed  plebeian,  who  could  thus  be  disposed  of  at 
tlie  will  of  a  titled  acquaintance.  So  utter,  indeed, 
was  her  disdain,  that  she  never  heard  his  name 
mentioned  without  a  feeling  of  annoyance.  The 
unknown  guest  was  her  bete  noire ;  and  she  shud- 
dered as  she  reflected  on  the  absolute  necessity  of 
showing  civility  to  such  a  brother-in-law. 

When  they  at  length  met,  the  graceful,  and 
withal  haughty,  demeanour  of  my  fether,  in  some 
degree,  disturbed  her  calculations ;  but  as  she  had 
a  most  powerful  prejudice  to  overcome,  she  almost 
persuaded  herself  that  she  disliked  him.  The  high- 
bred simplicity  of  his  character ;  his  utter  want  of 
value  for  wealth,  save  as  a  mean  for  the  attainment 
of  higher  objects,  she  denounced  as  a  pitiful  affecta- 
tion. How  was  it  possible  that  a  man  should  under- 
estimate his  only  advantage ! 

Three  weeks,  as  I  have  already  stated,  had 
elapsed  from  the  arrival  of  my  father  at  GlenfiUim 
Castle,  to  the  morning  on  which  he  announced  his 
intention  of  departure.  Why  did  the  volume, 
upon  which  the  Lady  Madelaine  appeared  to  be  so 
earnestly  engaged,  tremble  in  her  clasp?  No, 
sapient  reader  !  you  are  wrong.  She  did  not  love 
my  father.  And  yet  his  threatened  evasion  affected 
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her  powerftilly.  Here  is  the  word  of  the  enigma. 
In  the  first  place,  Lady  Madelaine  was  a  woman  : 
in  the  next  place,  she  was  a  pretty  woman  :  and,  in 
the  third  place,  she  was  young  and  vain.  She  had 
soon  suspected  that  my  &ther  loved  her :  she  had 
penetration  and  judgment  enough  to  decide  that  he 
was  a  gentleman,  and  that  he  was  quite  conscious  of 
all  that  was  due  to  himself  as  such ;  to  all  which 
convictions  was  superadded  the  fact  that,  since  her 
domestication  at  GlenfiUan,  she  had  never  previously 
seen  any  one  on  whom  it  would  not  have  heen  caviare 
to  expend  her  brilliant  coquetries.  There  was  some- 
thing piquanUy  too,  in  the  idea  of  having,  without 
one  poor  effort,  won  the  heart  which  was  already  con- 
sidered as  "  property'**  by  another,  although  that 
other  did  chance  to  be  plain  and  antediluvian ;  and 
there  was,  par  dessus  touty  a  spice  of  mortification 
in  being  compelled  to  believe  that  the  net  was  too 
frail  to  hold  the  capture. 

And  thus  it  chanced,  gracious  reader,  that  the 
volume  did  tremble  in  the  clasp  of  the  Lady  Made- 
laine, when  my  father  announced  his  intention  to 
depart  on  the  morrow.  Lady  Flora  had,  as  I  have 
stated,  rushed  from  the  room  in  the  attitude  of  a 
tragic  actress:  Miss  Margery  had  followed  with 
more  good  will  than  dignity ;  his  lordship  of  Glen- 
fillan  had  been  summoned  to  an  interview ;  and  the 
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Lady  Madelaine  and  my  &ther  were,  for  the  first 
time  in  their  liv^es,  iete^-t^. 

For  a  moment  there  was  silence.  My  feither 
stood  where  his  host  had  left  him,  near  the  table  in 
the  centre  of  the  vast  apartment ;  and  the  lady  sat, 
half  buried  amid  her  cushions,  in  a  lounging-chair 
near  the  open  window.  The  position  was  embar- 
rassing for  the  gentleman ;  but  he  soon  rallied, 
and,  approaching  the  silent  beauty,  remarked 
steadily — 

'^  If  I  could  only  flatter  myself  that  the  Lady 
Madelaine  was  not  utterly  indifferent  to  mj 
decision...."*' 

He  was  met  by  such  a  look  of  scornful  won- 
derment that  he  was  at  once  answered ;  for  it 
said,  as  plainly  as  a  look  could  82kj :  '^  How  do  you 
imagine  that  it  can  have  awakened  my  interest  T 
and  then  the  large  eyes  were  once  more  dropped 
upon  the  book,  and  their  long,  dark  lashes  rested 
like  a  fringe  upon  the  slightly-sufiused  cheek.  My 
father  bowed  profoundly,  with  a  haughtiness  worthy 
of  Lady  Madelaine  herself,  and  turned  to  leave  the 
room. 

'^  Do  not  mistake  me,  sir ;"'  said  the  sweet  voice 
to  which  he  loved  to  listen,  before  he  had  traversed 
the  floor ;  ^^  I  am  happy  that  Lord  GlenfiUan  should 
have  been  enabled  to  render  his  residence  sufficiently 
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agreeable  to  his  guest,  to  make  him  williug  to 
extend  his  visit ;  but  I  have  never  considered  my- 
self privileged  to  interfere  with  any  of  my  fether'^s 
arrangements.**' 

There  must  have  been  something  infinitely  less 
cold  in  the  tone  than  in  the  words  of  this  address  ; 
for  it  is  certain  that,  instead  of  leaving  the  room 
according  to  his  original  intention,  my  father  re- 
versed his  movement,  and  again  approached  the 
lady. 

This  was  her  first  triumph.  She  felt  that  she 
had  not  deceived  herself — that  he  could  not  leave 
her  coldly — that  he  did  love  her.  The  conviction 
brought  a  bloom  to  her  cheek.  Her  woman-vanity 
was  satisfied  ;  and  she  valued  his  preference  the 
more  that  she  had  seen  him  in  the  very  act  of 
sacrificing  his  passion  to  his  pride.  Accustomed  as 
she  had  been  since  her  girlhood  to  admiration,  she 
felt  the  dreary  and  monotonous  tenour  of  her  life  at 
Glenfillan  agreeably  relieved  by  the  certainty  of  a 
new  adorer ;  and  one,  too,  whom  in  her  heart  of 
hearts  she  was  conscious  that  she  could  not  despise. 
With  these  sentiments,  nothincr  could  be  more 
natural  than  that  she  should  be  averse  to  the  de- 
parture of  so  eligible  an  inmate. 

Let  no  rigid  moralist  decide  that  this  course  of 
action  involved  treachery  to  Lady  Flora.  My 
mother  was  well  aware,  before  the  Englishman  had 
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passed  a  week  in  the  Castle,  that  her  father's  pro- 
ject must  fail.  He  was  not  one  of  those  manageable 
and  will-less  beings,  who  are  mere  human  thistle- 
down, sailing  without  reluctance  along  any  wind 
which  may  chance  to  blow ;  and  still  less  did  he 
resemble  the  mean-spirited  parasites  who  feel  secu- 
rity only  in  the  stability  of  the  object  to  which  they 
clino:.  She  had  Ion*?  been  convinced  that  even  had 
there  existed  no  Lady  Madelaine  GlenfiUan,  there 
would  assuredly  never  have  been  a  Lady  Flora 
Tilden.  Mij  father  and  her  sister  were,  as  she  at 
once  discovered,  the  very  antipodes  of  each  other ; 
they  were  oil  and  water — snow  and  fire — ^romance 
and  reality — sentiment  and  matter-of-fiwst — the 
two  extremities  of  a  straight  line,  never  destined 
by  any  possibility  to  come  together;  and,  such 
being  the  case,  her  conscience  was  at  ease  as  re- 
garded her  duty  to  her  family,  while  she  felt  no 
inclination  to  forego  the  opportunity  of  relieving 
her  own  ennui. 

If  I  go  on  amplifying  my  explanations  so  largely, 
however,  I  shall  never  terminate  the  t^ie^-tele 
upon  which  I  have  ventured  to  intrude  5  and  I 
will,  therefore,  resume  it  with  the  second  arrival  of 
my  father  beside  the  lounging- chair.  Pygmaliou 
had  at  least  awakened  the  statue  into  life,  and  he 
was  naturally  anxious  to  ascertain  in  how  &r  his 
skill  would  turn  to  his  own  advantage. 
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"  Do  you  indeed  believe,  Lady  Madelaine,^  he 
asked,  in  the  same  suppressed  voice  in  which  he  had 
first  spoken,  ''  that  your  presence  under  his  lord- 
ship'^s  roof  can  fiul  to  exert  a  despotic  power  over 
all  within  the  sphere  of  its  influence !  And  am  I 
to  be  the  only  unfortunate  individual  to  whom  it 
is  forbidden  to  acknowledge  its  supremacy  i  Surely 
this  is  somewhat  ungenerous !" 

^^  Nay,  nay  V  exclaimed  the  lady,  with  a  half 
coquettish  and  all-harmonious  laugh,  as  she  ex- 
tended towards  him  her  small  white  hand ;  '^  you 
remain  here,  and  we  cannot  afford,  in  such  a  soli- 
tude as  this,  to  live  together  in  enmity.  At  all 
events,  I  propose  a  truce.'*'' 

"  And  I  accept  your  terms,"  said  my  &ther, 
bending  his  lips  upon  the  hand  he  held. 

^^  Do  you  admire  Bacine  f"  asked  the  lady, 
raising  her  beautiful  eyes  to  his  face  for  an  instant ; 
^^  with  all  his  monotony  of  cadence,  surely  he  was 
a  great  poet.'*'' 

''  And  lived  in  a  great  age  ;'*'  was  the  reply ; 
^^  great  alike  in  its  luxury,  its  ambition,  and  its 
vices.  It  is,  I  confess,  somewhat  difficult  to  me, 
as  I  turn  over  the  pages  of  his  tragic  dramas, 
to  figure  to  myself  the  author  of  Andromache 
following  the  caprices  of  a  court,  and  the  chances 
of  a  camp.*" — (By  this  time  my  father  had  drawn  a 
chair  near  that  of  the  lady,  and  established  him- 
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self  comfortably  at  her  side). — "Nor  do  I  find  it 
more  easy  to  reconcile  the  pliability  of  temperament 
which  enabled  the  man  of  genius  to  vie  with  a 
group  of  witless  courtiers  in  flattering  a  vain  and 
sensual  monarch,  beyond  the  bounds  of  modesty 
and  reason/^ 

''  Racine  i^*"  exclaimed  the  Lady  Madelaine,  in- 
terested in  spite  of  herself  by  the  turn  which  her 
own  question  had  given  to  the  conversation  ;  *'  I 
do  not  remember  to  what  you  allude.  Perhaps  you 
will  relate  the  anecdote."*' 

'^  It  is  brief  and  simple  f*  said  my  &ther. 
"  When  Louis  XIV.  pensioned  Bacine  and  Des- 
preaux  as  the  historians  of  his  reign,  the  war  against 
Germany  was  still  at  its  height ;  and  a  few  days 
after  the  Marshal  de  Crequi  compelled  the  Prince 
of  Saxe  and  Senac  to  capitulate,  the  King  remarked 
to  them  that  he  regretted  their  absence  from  the 
army  upon  that  occasion,  as  it  would  have  enabled 
them  to 'see  a  little  fighting,  without  much  exertion 
or  fittigue ;  upon  which  Racine  replied,  '  Sire,  we 
are  two  citizens,  who  have  only  provided  ourselves 
with  a  costume  suited  to  peace  and  study ;  we  had 
indeed  ordered  suits  more  appropriate  to  the 
camp,  but  your  Majesty  takes  the  places  which 
you  attack  with  such  rapidity,  that  our  tailors 
huve  not  had  time  to  finish  them.'  Surely  this 
was  unworthy  of  a  great  genius."' 
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'^  Paltiy  and  pitiful  !^^  acquiesced  the  lady,  with 
a  contemptuous  toss  of  her  little  head  ;  ''a  woman 
would  have  spurned  so  coarse  and  so  fulsome  a 
flattery.'' 

Now  I  am  quite  sure  that  my  reader  was  totally 
unprepared  for  such  a  dialogue  as  this ;  and  yet, 
although  it  progressed  in  precisely  the  same  manner 
to  its  close,  and  that  not  one  word  of  gallantry 
escaped  the  lips  of  my  father,  and  not  one  sentence 
of  encouragement  was  uttered  by  those  of  his  com- 
panion, both  parties  were  conscious,  when  the 
re-appearance  of  the  Earl  broke  up  the  conversa- 
tion, that  each  was  an  object  of  interest  to  the 
other.  My  &ther  had,  by  a  delicacy  of  tact  natural 
to  him,  avoided  every  opportunity  of  alarming  the- 
pride  of  the  young  beauty,  and  consequently  made 
more  progress  in  her  favour  than  he  could  have 
done  by  a  score  of  idle  flatteries.  She  was  indebted 
to  him  for  an  hour  of  calm  and  rational  enjoyment ; 
and,  moreover,  she  felt  she  had  convinced  him  that 
her  beauty  was  not  the  only  quality  for  which  she 
was  worthy  to  be  loved. 
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My  &ther^s  orders  were  countermanded.  Hifl 
valet  somewhat  sullenly,  and  very  reluctantly, 
replaced  all  the  costly  toys  on  the  dressing-table, 
and  returned  all  the  linen  to  the  drawers.  There 
was  no  Lady  Madelaine  in  the  servants'"  hall. 

A  few  days  subsequently  the  Earl  ceased  to 
address  his  guest  as  "  Mr.  Tilden  ;^  he  believed 
that  he  had  now  all  the  court-cards  in  his  own 
hand  ;  and  it  was  simply  "  Tilden,^'  or  "  My  dear 
fellow.**^  He  made  no  comment  upon  the  &ct  that 
both  gun  and  fishing-rod  were  abandoned^  and  that 
my  &ther  lounged  away  all  his  mornings  beside 
the  work-table  of  the  ladies,  tuning  Lady  Made- 
laine's  guitar,  or  drawing  patterns  for  her  sister  s 
worstedwork. 

By  the  by,  Lady  Flora  never  looked  so  com- 
pletely as  though  she  were  AilfiUing  the  end  of  her 
creation,  as  when  seen  behind  her  frame,  and  amid 
piles  of  German  wool.    The  laborious  idleness  of  this 
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heating  and  ponderous  employment  just  suited 
her  capacity.  She  felt  that  she  was  busy,  that  she 
appeared  industrious ;  and,  moreover,  nothing 
could  be  more  convenient  than  the  fact  that  when 
she  ventured  to  take  part  in  a  conversation  to 
which  she  was  not  competent,  and  could  not  readily 
extricate  herself  from  the  consequences  of  her  own 
temerity,  she  found  a  never-failing  resource  in  the 
"  one,  two,  three,  light  green — two,  dark  green — 
one,  two,  three,  yellow^'* — and  so  on,  by  which 
she  contrived  to  wind  up  her  periods. 

This  was,  however,  a  case  of"  voluntary  labour  f 
for  I  do  not  believe  that  either  Lady  Madelaine  or 
my  &ther  would  have  remarked  the  circumstance, 
even  had  she  strangled  every  sentence  in  the 
utterance. 

Miss  Margery  was  the  only  blot  upon  this  pic- 
ture of  still  life.  She  was  so  essentially  what  the 
French  denominate  remuante^  that  she  was  never 
quiet  in  one  place  for  half  an  hour  together.  If 
her  niece  were  bom  to  execute  large  pieces  of 
worstedwork,  which,  when  they  were  finished 
(and  very  few  elaborate  undertakings  of  this  nature 
ever  are  finished),  looked  almost  as  well  as  squares 
of  indifierently-woven  carpet ;  she  was  as  certainly 
sent  into  the  world  to 

"  chronicle  small  beer ;" 

and,  accordingly,  her  minute  avocations   were,  if 
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not  altogether  without  aim,  decidedly  withoat 
end. 

But,  alas  !  this  state  of  things  could  not  last  for 
ever.  The  Earl,  quite  convinced  of  the  wisdom 
and  desirability  of  his  own  arrangements,  never 
suflfered  himself  to  doubt,  for  a  moment,  to  which 
of  his  daughters  Mr.  Tilden  was  devoting  himself. 
Of  course,  he  would  not  presume  to  lift  his  eyes  to 
the  Lady  Madelaine ;  and,  equally  of  coarse,  the 
large  fortune  of  the  handsome  commoner  should  not 
be  allowed  to  go  out  of  the  family.  Nothing,  there- 
fore, could  have  happened  better.  The  Glenfillan 
star  was  in  the  ascendant.  Flora  would  soon  be 
provided  for ;  and  he  should  only  have  to  find  i 
suitable  and  satisfactory  parti  for  his  beautifnl 
Madelaine.  In  this  there  could  be  no  difficulty 
The  climax  of  his  reflections  was  their  most  rational 
feature. 

All  these  fair  visions,  dovetailing  so  pleasantly 
together  in  his  mind,  like 

'*  A  linked  chain  of  sweetness  long  drawn  out,** 

naturally  rendered  him  anxious  to  force  fbrwaid 
their  realization ;  and  my  &ther  was  accordinglj 
disturbed  one  morning, — just  as  he  was  deeply  en- 
gaged in  looking  over,  with  Lady  Madelaine,  a 
portfolio  of  drawings  and  prints  by  which  he  had 
illustrated  his  European  tour,  and  accompanying 
each  landscape  or  costume  with  some  appropriate 
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anecdote — by  a  message  from  the  Earl,  request- 
ing, should  Mr.  Tilden  not  be  otherwise  employed, 
the  pleasure  of  his  company  in  his  lordship'^s  study. 

Apropos — What  a  singular  caprice  it  is  on  the 
part  of  all  stupid  men  to  nickname  one  cosy,  snug, 
sleep-inviting  little  apartment  in  their  houses  by 
this  imposing  name ;  crowding  its  walls  with 
shelves  fall  of  books  which  they  never  read,  and 
its  tables  with  paper  upon  which  they  never  write  ! 
I  rarely  enter  one  of  these  calumniated  cabinets 
without  thinking  of  the  Bashfal  Man  in  the  Spec- 
tator, who,  in  helping  himself  to  what  he  supposed 
to  be  a  volume  of  Xenophon,  drew  down  on  his 
unhappy  head  a  ponderous  board,  leathered  and 
gilt  into  the  fair  semblance  of  a  set  of  classics ;  and 
expended  upon  his  best  suit  the  ink  of  the  capacious 
stand  which  had  been  destined  to  dry  up  in  quipt 
and  undisturbed  dignity.  He  is  probably  not  the 
only  individual  who  has  suflfered  from  a  similar 
mistake. 

The  request  was  peculiarly  ill-timed,  for  my 
&ther  felt  that  he  had  never  yet  been  listened  to 
¥rith  an  attention  so  marked  and  flattering.  The 
fair  lady  had  taken  so  unaffected  an  interest  in  the 
little  episodes  of  his  travelling  life,  and  had  received 
with  so  much  genuine  pleasure  the  half  dozen  draw- 
ings and  cameos,  which  he  had  ventured  to  offer  to 
her,   that  a  bright  hope  sprang  up  in  his  heart 
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ivhich  he  had  never  before  entertained.  There  was, 
however,  no  remedy  for  the  evil.  Common  polite- 
ness compelled  his  immediate  acquiescence  in  the 
EarPs  request ;  and  he  closed  the  portfolio  with  t 
little  gesture  of  impatience,  easily  interpreted  by 
his  companion. 

"  I  beseech  you,  do  not  run  away  with  it  j**  she 
said  smilingly  ;  ^^  if  you  have  sufficient  confidence  in 
my  good  taste  to  believe  that  it  will  prove  a  charmii^ 
resource  for  my  indolence,  while  my  lord  asks  your 
advice  on  some  matter  of  agricultural  interest,  or 
country  justice ;  though  I  warn  you  that  I  may 
probably  lay  aside  all  that  strikes  my  fimcy ;  and 
condemn  you,  on  your  return,  to  such  graphic  and 
legendary  illustration  as  may  sorely  try  your  pa- 
tience.'"* 

'^  I  will  willingly  encounter  the  risk,  hassardoiB 
though  it  be,*"'  replied  my  &ther  as  he  left  the 
room,  with  a  firm  intention  to  render  the  period  of 
his  absence  as  short  as  possible. 

His  own  impression,  as,  preceded  by  the  grave 
old  butler,  he  wended  his  way  to  the  EarPs  sanctum, 
was  simply  that  Lord  Glenfillan  was  probably  is 
want  of  a  few  additional  hundreds,  and  was  about 
to  do  him  the  honour  of  asking  them  at  his  hands; 
and  no  idea  could  possibly  have  been  more  agreeable 
to  my  father.  It  would  be  another  link  of  kind- 
ness  and  good  will  between  them ;   and   he  was 
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laturally  anxious  to  create  these  by  every  means 
Q  his  power,  while  this  was  one  of  the  most  ready 
knd  easy  which  he  could  encounter. 

One  glance  at  my  lord,  as  he  entered  the  room, 
lowever,  sufficed  to  undeceive  him.  The  Earl  had 
)y  no  means  the  appearance  of  a  man  about  to  ask 
ft  loan.  There  was  a  self-gratulatory  graciousness 
ftbout  him,  which  for  an  instant  made  my  father 
fear  that,,  on  the  contrary,  he  was  about  to  rescind 
that  which  he  had  already  contracted.  But,  in  this, 
he  was  equally  at  fault. 

Lord  Glenfillan  was  in  the  true  study  costume  : 
V  brocaded    silk    dressing-gown,   yellow  morocco 
Uppers,  and  a  velvet  scull-cap.     He  was  rubbing 
\B  palms  together  gently  and  quietly,  like  a  person 
dll-satisfied,  who  was  prepared  to  be  amiable; 
d  when  tired  of  this  amusement,  he  indulged  the 
vyiulness  of  his  spirit   by  twirling  the  tassels 
ich  were  attached  to  the  cord  that  confined  his 
ssing-gown   at   the  waist.     He    motioned   my 
ler  to  an  easy  chair  with  a  sweet  smile  and  a 
*,efiil  wave  of  the  hand ;   and  seated  himself 
>site  to  him  with  much  the  same  air  as  a  mo- 
fa  assumes  when  he  is  about  to  give  audience, 
iad  evidently  more  trouble  in  "  toning  down  ^^ 
rbanity,  than  in  creating  a  semblance  to  the 
>  when  he  had  it  not.     He  was,  in  short,  the 
mbodiment  of  human  sunshine. 
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He  opened  the  conference  with  a  sapient  remark 
upon  the  weather.  The  dense  fog  which,  at  day- 
break, hung  like  a  dark  cloud  upon  the  lake,  and 
made  tlie  larches  on  the  opposite  hill  quite  inyi- 
sible  from  the  windows,  had  really  cleared  off  in  a 
most  extraordinary  manner.  Indeed,  he  did  not 
know  when  he  had  seen  a  finer  day.  It  was  almost 
a  sin  in  a  young  man,  like  his  friend  Tilden,  to  re- 
main mewed  up  in  the  house  when  he  mi^ht  be 
amid  the  heather  with  his  gun  upon  his  shoulder. 
He,  however,  could  not  but  feel  the  contrary  mode 
of  action  as  a  vast  compliment  to  his  family  circle ; 
and  was  deli<;lited  to  find  that  there  was  amuse- 
ment  enough  within  the  Castle  walls,  to  satisfy  so 
truant  a  personage  as  his  present  guest. 

My  father,  of  course,  could  only  bow,  and  smile, 
and  declare  that  he  could  expect  no  enjoyment 
without,  even  upon  the  heathery  hills,  with  sport 
at  pleasure,  to  equal  that  which  he  could  oommaod 
within.  And  then  there  was  a  short  pause.  The 
guest  waited  to  learn  what  was  to  be  the  subject  of 
the  tete-ci'tete ;  and  the  host  did  not  altogether 
know  how  to  broach  it. 

At  length  he  assumed  his  most  sunny  look,  and 
throwing  himself  back  upon  his  seat,  while  he  kept 
his  eyes  steadily  fixed  upon  an  experunent  which 
he  was  trying,  and  which  consisted  in  joining  the 
fingers  of  his  two  hands  at  the  point ;  and  th^, 
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closiDg  the  palms  slowly  and  carefully  together,  as 
though  he  were  anxious  to  convince  himself  that 
they  were  both  perfectly  of  a  size,  he  said,  in  an 
accent  of  great  benignity — 

"  I  am  more  than  pleased,  my  dear  fellow,  that 
it  should  be  so ;  for,  although  no  longer  young  my- 
self, I  have  not  yet  quite  forgotten  that  men  of 
your  age  do  not  abandon  the  sports  of  the  field, 
and  the  manly  exercises  to  which  they  are  accus- 
tomed, without  a  powerfiil  inducement ;  and,  even 
delicately  situated  as  I  am,  I  cannot  resist  telling 
you,  Tilden,  how  much  I  rejoice  that  such  should 
be  the  case/^ 

And  the  Earl,  having  by  this  time  satisfied 
himself  that  his  hands  were  indubitably  fellows, 
extended  one  of  them  to  his  visitor,  with  a  frank- 
ness which  was  quite  beautiful. 

My  father  was  somewhat  startled,  but  still  more 
gratified.  He  eagerly  grasped  the  offered  hand, 
and  was  about  to  reply,  when,  with  a  nod  of  intelli- 
gence, Lord  GlenfiUan  continued : 

*'*'  I  am  the  last  man  in  the  world,  as  I  am  sure 
that  you  who  know  me  will  concede  at  once,  to 
approve  of  female  demonstration  in  delicate  affairs 
of  this  kind :  but  still,  I  am  aware  that  women, 
even  of  the  purest  minds  and  most  refined  natures, 
have  certain  little  occult  methods  of  testifying  their 
preference,   of  which  they  are  themselves  almost 
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unconscious,  but  which  must  carry  conviction  to 
the  mind  of  the  person  so  distinguished  ;  nor  do  I 
fear  to  have  deceived  myself,  in  the  belief  that  yon 
have  both  experienced  and  reciprocated  these  evi- 
dences in  my  dear  girl.**' 

"  My  lord,**'  exclaimed  my  &ther  earnestly: 
'^  this  is  indeed  noble  on  your  part !  For  1  cannot, 
I  will  not  affect,  to  misinterpret  the  generous  feel- 
ing which  has  prompted  you  to  speak  thus  openly. 
I  only  fear  that  your  friendship  for  me  has  led  you 
to  exaggerate  in  my  favour  the  few  slight  marks 
of  attention  with   which  the   lady  has   honoured 


me. 


"  Tush  !  tush  !  "  coughed  his  lordship,  suppres- 
sing under  this  slight  convulsion  the  smile  that  was 
rising  to  his  lips ;  "  I  will  be  your  security ;  and, 
had  I  valued  you  less,  either  as  a  man  or  as  afiiend, 
than  I  actually  do,  I  would  not  have  been  bo  im- 
prudent as  to  domesticate  you  for  weeks  together 
with  my  daughters.  Had  I  been  merely  ambitioujs 
for  them,  I  might  doubtlessly  have  married  them 
to  rank  equal,  if  not  superior,  to  my  own  ;  but  I 
am  at  once  a  father,  and  a  man  of  the  world.  As 
the  first,  I  desire  only  their  happiness.  As  the 
second,  I  feel  that  I  shall  be  more  honoured  in  a  son- 
in-law  like  yourself,  than  in  many  a  titled  booby, 
who  has  but  his  ancestry  to  keep  his  folly  and  his 
vice  in  countenance.    Permit  me — ■*"  (for  my  &tber 
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was  about  to  speak) — "  I  did  not  request  the  plea- 
sure of  your  presence  here  this  morning  in  order 
that  we  might  bandy  compliments,  but  simply  that 
man  to  man  we  might  speak  openly  and  frankly  oh 
equal  ground  ;*" — (Here  the  emphasis  was  ponde- 
rous ;  and  the  Earl  coughed  again,  for  he  felt  that 
he  had  surpassed  himself:)  ''  If  I  am  not  deceived, 
and  that  you  love  my  daughter,  say  so  unre- 
servedly ;  and  I,  on  my  side,  will  venture  to 
assure  you  that  you  are  not  indifferent  to  her.''^ 

"  My  lord,^  said  my  father  in  considerable  agi- 
tation, ^^\  do  love  her,  and  that  with  no  common 
affection,  but  with  the  whole  energy  of  a  heart 
which  had  ever  hitherto  been  insensible  to  the  at- 
tractions of  her  sex/' 

"  I  rejoice  extremely  to  hear  it,'*''  replied  Lord 
Glenfillan,  ^'  extremely ;  and  the  rather  that,  like 
your  own,  hers,  I  can  venture  to  affirm,  is  also  her 
first  love.  Such  marriages  are  of  rare  occurrence 
in  the  world  at  the  present  day/' 

And  the  Earl  looked  intelligent  and  sententious, 
and  as  thouorh  he  had  discovered  the  nest  of  the 
phoBuix,  and  was  about  to  rifle  its  ashes. 

"  Will  your  lordship  pardon  me,''  said  the  vi- 
sitor, "  i^  despite  the  encouragement  which  your 
opinion  is  so  well  calculated  to  hold  out,  I  venture 
to  hesitate,  ere  I  yield  to  the  hope  of  so  much  hap- 
piness ;  for  /  cannot  conceal  from  myself  the  con- 

VOL.  I.  E 
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viction,  that  the  lady  has  never  given  me  the  most 
remote  cause  to  believe  that  she  entertained  any 
regard  for  me,  save  that  which  she  considered  to 
be  my  due  as  her  noble  father^s  guest." 

*'  And  yet,  my  dear  Tilden,  I  am  so  well  con- 
vinced to  the  contrary,'^  replied  the  Earl,  "  tliai 
we  will,  if  you  please,  lay  aside  that  consideration 
this  morning,  in  order  to  discuss  others  of  more 
moment.  But  first**^  (and  once  more  he  extended 
his  hand,  with  a  gesture  of  affectionate  and  pa- 
ternal frankness),  '^  let  me  tell  you  that  you  have 
made  me  a  happy  man — a  very  happy  man.  My 
dear,  motherless  girls  are  my  greatest  treasure  on 
eai*th ;  and  to  feel  that,  to  all  human  seeming,  I 
have  secured  the  happiness  of  one  of  them,  is  in- 
deed a  great  comfort.  Having  premised  thus  much, 
however,  I  consider  it  due  to  myself,  as  a  man  of 
honour  and  a  gentleman,  to  warn  you,  before  the 
affair  is  mentioned  to  my  daughter,  that  I  shall  be 
enabled  to  do  little,  very  little,  for  her,  as  regards 
fortune/^ 

*'  My  dear  lord!...'^ 

*'  Nay,  my  good  sir,  do  me  the  favour  to  hear 
nie  out.  The  failure  of  a  son  to  succeed  to  my 
title  and  estates,  and  who  would,  moreover,  have 
doubtlessly  felt  it  to  be  his  duty  to  portion  his  sis- 
ters as  became  their  rank,  has  trammelled  me  in  a 
painful  degree.     The  future  Earl  of  GlenfiUan  is  a 
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morose  recluse,  with  a  needy  family  of  five  boys. 
There  is  nothing  to  be  expected  from  him  ;  and 
the  rather,  that  there  has  been  feud  between  us  for 
the  last  twenty  years.  In  fact,  we  were  never 
friends,  even  from  our  boyhood.  He  was  apt  to 
presume  upon  our  relationship ;  and  I,  Mr.  Tilden, 
was,  on  my  side,  quite  willing  to  forget  it.  Enough, 
however,  of  the  ftiture  Earl.  The  fortunes  which 
I  can  offer  with  my  daughters  are,  consequently, 
only  the  fruits  of  my  personal  economy ;  and  I 
am,  therefore,  anxious  that  the  little  which  they 
do  possess  should  be  secured  to  them.^^ 

"  Suffer,  me  to  be  equally  concise,  my  lord,**' 
said  my  &ther,  when  there  was  a  pause.  ^'  I  am 
ready  to  settle  ten  thousand  a  year  upon  the  Lady 
Madelaine  Glenfillan,  to  be  disposed  of  as  she  shsUl 
see  fit  at  her  demise ;  and — ^"^ 

"  To  settle  upon  whom^  sir  ?'''*  asked  the  Earl, 
grasping  his  knees  with  his  hands,  and  leaning 
forward  in  his  chair,  until  his  face  almost  touched 
that  of  his  companion. 

"  Upon  your  lordship^s  daughter,  the  Lady 
Madelaine.*' 

"  The  Lady  Madelaine !''  gasped  out  the  be- 
wildered nobleman.  "  Surely  you  never  imagined, 
sir,  that  I  was  offering  to  you  the  hand  of  the 
Lady  Madelaine  V^ 

^^  I  know  not  how  otherwise  to  interpret  your 
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lordship's  words  f  ^  said  my  father,  with  offended 
dignity  ;  "  I  cannot  suppose  that  such  an  interview 
was  intended  as  a  jest.^ 

'^  Have  I  not  two  daughters,  sir !  Does  not  a 
father  naturally  seek  to  establish  the  elder!  Is 
the  Lady  Flora  a  cipher  ?  I  offered  to  you,  sir, 
the  hand  of  the  Lady  Flora.**^ 

'^  In  that  case,  my  lord,'^  said  the  guest  rising 
(rom  his  seat,  ^^  our  conference  is  ended.  I  have 
the  greatest  possible  respect  for  Lady  Flora  Glen- 
iillan  ;  but  I  must  be  excused  if  I  decline  to  be* 
come  the  husband  of  any  woman  for  whom  I  could 
never  entertain  a  warmer  feeling.  I  deeply  regret 
the  misunderstanding  which  has  led  to  so  unplea- 
sant a  scene  ;  but  feel  satisfied  that  both  the  lady 
and  yourself  will  exonerate  me  from  blame,  when 
you  have  calmly  and  in  detail  passed  my  conduct 


in  review/' 


"  I  have  uttered  no  word  of  blame,  sir,"**  said 
the  Earl  sullenly,  as  he  also  rose :  ^^  I  confess  my- 
self deceived  by  appearances,  by  probabilities — 
perhaps  somewhat  by  the  bent  of  my  own  wishes."" 

My  fether  bowed  coldly.  "  Has  your  lordship 
any  commands  for  England  ?'"* 

"  Nay,  nay,  Mr.  Tilden,  do  not  be  so  preci- 
pitate f  "*  said  his  host,  in  a  more  conciUatory  tone. 
^'  Because  I  have  confessed  that  I  desired  you  as  a 
son-in-law,  and  that  you  have  declined  the  alliance 
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which  I  proposed,  we  need  not,  in  consequence, 
become  strangers — I  will  not  say  enemies ;  for  I 
know  my  own  nature,  and  have  too  good  an  opi- 
nion of  yours,  to  believe  such  an  extreme  probable."'* 

'*  You  do  no  more  than  justice  to  both  of  us, 
my  lord ;"  replied  my  father ;  "  but,  my  eyes  being 
now  opened  to  the  hopelessness  of  an  attachment 
which  I  have  not  scrupled  to  confess,  I  will  be 
frank  enough  to  avow,  moreover,  that  I  dare  not 
remain  within  the  influence  of  the  Lady  Made- 
laine's  beauty,  for  the  sake  of  my  own  peace.  I 
may  yet  be  enabled  to  overcome  the  passion  which 
I  have  conceived  for  her.  I  will,  at  all  events, 
struggle  to  do  so  :  but  the  longer  I  expose  myself 
to  the  charms  of  an  intercourse,  which  brings 
me  into  constant  contact  with  her  lovely  person 
and  accomplished  mind,  the  less  hope  can  I  ra- 
tionally entertain  *of  regaining  the  peace  that  I 
have  lost.  I  have,  as  I  believe  I  may  have  men- 
tioned to  your  lordship,  occasionally  contemplated 
a  voyage  to  the  East.  I  will  now  execute  that  in- 
tention. I  shall  leave  none  behind  to  regret  me, 
be  my  fate  what  it  may.^ 

There  was  a  sadness,  almost  a  bitterness,  in  the 
tone  with  which  the  last  words  were  uttered,  which 
served  as  a  fair  apology  for  the  emotion  with  which 
the  Earl  grasped  the  arm  of  his  companion,  as  he 
exclaimed  hurriedly —  » 
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'^  For  my  own  sake,  for  the  sake  of  hospitality, 
my  good  sir,  I  cannot  suffer  yon  to  leave  Glen- 
fiUan  in  such  a  mood  of  mind.  Surely  you  have 
roved  about  enough,  and  owe  something  to  your 
country  and  your  friends/"* 

"  My  friends  are  few  f '  was  the  reply,  "  and  to 
my  country  I  can  be  of  no  service  whatever.  I 
have  now  only  to  learn  to  live  for  myself,  and  the 
lesson  is  scarcely  worth  the  pains  that  it  will 
cost.**' 

^^  Nay,  nay — the  world  has  too  many  claims 
upon  you,  to  suffer  that  you  should  &1I  into  mis- 
anthropy ;""  persisted  Lord  Glenfillan.  "  Your  very 
wealth  multiplies  your  duties,  while  it  assures  you 
alike  power  and  enjoyment." 

"  Do  not  mock  me,  my  lord,****  said  my  &ther, 
with  increased  bitterness ;  '^  an  hour  has  not  yet 
elapsed  since  your  own  words  taught  me  the 
amount  of  each,  which  riches  could  command. 
After  what  has  passed  between  us,  I  feel  that  I 
must  necessarily  be  de  trap  under  your  roof,  both 
to  the  Ladies  Glenfillan  and  to  myself." 

"  Do  not  wrong  ^A^m— do  not  wrong  us  afi,  my 
dear  Tilden.  Be  ruled  fur  once.  Again  I  beg  of 
you  not  to  leave  us  in  such  a  mood  of  mind.  In- 
deed we  cannot  spare  you  at  this  moment.  You 
have  made  several  engagements  with  the  ladies, 
for  which  they  depend  on  -you.     Promise  me  that 
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you  will  not  leave  us  with  a  suddenness  which  may 
excite  surprise,  and  perhaps  remark.  I  ask  this 
as  a  favour.'*'' 

"  Your  lordship^s  request  is  undoubtedly  too 
flattering  to  be  opposed ;"  said  my  &ther.  "  I  will 
not  leave  the  Castle,  at  least,  for  a  day  or  two, 
since  such  is  really  your  wish  ;  but  suffer  me  now 
to  retire  to  my  room,  for  I  feel  that  I  am  some- 
what agitated,  and  shall  be  better  alone/'' 

"  Ten  thousand  a  year  !^  muttered  the  Earl,  as 
he  again  sank  into  his  chair,  when  my  father  had 
left  the  room :  ^'  ten  thousand  a  year,  to  be  dis« 
posed  of  at  will,  on  her  demise !  and — I  wonder  what 
was  to  follow  !  Could  I  have  suppressed  my  an- 
noyance, I  might  have  heard  all.  Fool  that  I  am  ! 
I  ought  to  have  foreseen  that  a  fellow  as  proud  as 
Lucifer,  and  as  rich  as  Croesus,  would  never  marry 
Flora. — I  wonder  if  Madelaine  might  be  induced 
to  bend  her  proud  spirit  to  the  match.  Certain  it 
is,  that  she  will  never  again  have  such  an  oppor- 
tunity. However,  aujour  lajoum^e^  I  must  detain 
him  here,  and  trust  to  time  and  fortune  for  the 
rest.'" 

And  having  finished  his  soliloquy,  the  Earl 
rang  his  bell,  and  desired  a  servant  to  summon  the 
Jjady  Madelaine. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

In  about  ten  minutes  the  Lady  Madelaine  ap- 
peared, followed  by  her  Marlborough  spaniel,  who, 
with  all  the  confidence  of  a  spoiled  &Yourite,  in- 
truded himself  into  the  conference. 

There  was  an  expression  of  tremour  and  anxiety 
about  the  young  beauty,  very  unusual;  and, 
as  she  took  possession  of  the  chair  to  which  the 
Earl  motioned  her,  she  raised  her  eyes  to  his  face 
with  an  earnestness  which  bespoke  at  once  curi- 
osity and  alarm. 

"  You  will  never  believe,  Madelaine,*"  commenced 
Lord  GlenfiUan,  "  that  I  have  requested  your 
presence  here  on  such  a  subject  as  the  refusal  of  a 
commoner  to  form  an  alliance  with  my  family." 

The  cheeks  and  forehead  of  the  lady  grew  sud- 
denly crimson,  and  her  eyes  flashed ;  but  she  did 
not  utter  a  syllable. 

"  I  see  how  sensibly — ^how  deeply — ^you  feel  this 
affront,^  pursued  her  fether ;  "  for  which  you  must 
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have  been  as  unprepared  as  I  myself  was  ;  but  high 
birth  and  noble  blood  are  now  at  a  discount  in  this 
country — gold  is  the  great  principle  with  all  ranks. 
Yet  I  cannot  avoid  thinking  that,  after  the  ex- 
treme step  which  I  took  in  mooting  the  subject, 
when  I  was  decidedly  the  condescending  party, 
Mr.  Tilden  should  have  been  less  abrupt  in  his 
negative" 

"  Surely,  my  dear  father — surely,  my  lord,****  said 
the  Lady  Madelaine,  in  a  tone  of  offended  dignity, 
"you  did  not  offer  your  daughter'*s  hand  to  Mr. 
Tilden  !" 

"  Certainly  not — decidedly  not — "  was  the  sen- 
tentious answer.  •'  Your  delicacy  alone  makes  you 
jump  to  such  a  conclusion.  I  flatter  myself  that  I 
conducted  the  affair  in  a  manner  at  once  dignified 
and  diplomatic ;  and,  for  a  considerable  time,  I  had 
every  reason  to  conclude  that  Mr.  Tilden  was 
transported  with  gratitude  and  happiness — but — in 
short — can  you  not  imagine  how  the  equivoque 
arose  ?— can  you  not  guess  in  what  his  rejection  of 
Lady  Flora*'s  hand  originated !" 

His  fair  daughter  had  suddenly  become  singularly 
iutei*ested  in  disentangling  two  curls  of  one  of  the 
long  and  lustrous  ears  of  her  little  favourite ;  and 
she  did  not  immediately  reply. 

**  That  Mr.  Tilden  had  become  strongly  attached 
to  some  member  of  my  family  was  evident,"^  con- 
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tinned  the  Earl ;  ''  and  I  accordingly  nerer  eIIte^ 
tained  a  doubt  that  my  project  for  the  establish- 
ment of  your  sister  had  fully  succeeded.  I  amid 
not  suppose  that  he  had  become  enamoured  of  Miss 
Margery  Macspleuchan'''' — here  his  lordship  smOed 
at  the  facetiousness  of  his  own  conceit — ^^  and  I 
would  not  think  that  he  had  raised  his  eyes  and  his 
hopes  to  yourseir' — and  here  he  fixed  a  long  and 
scrutinizing  look  upon  the  young  lady — "there 
was,  consequently,  no  other  method  of  accountiog 
for  wliat  I  saw ;  and  I  acted  upon  that  very  ra- 
tional conclusion.  I  was  wrong,  however,  my 
love— wrong  in  all  my  premises,  save  the  first. 
Mr.  Tilden  has,  indeed,  become  attached — ^power- 
fiiUy  attached — to  a  member  of  my  family ;  but,  1 
fear,  hopelessly." 

'*  You  /mr,  my  lord !"  exclaimed  the  young 
lady,  suddenly  looking  up  with  a  flash  of  her 
natural  haughtiness.  At  that  moment  she  entirely 
lost  sight  of  the  interesting  and  refined  companion, 
and  saw  only  the  plebeian  in  her  noble  fathers 
jfjuest. 

'^  I  used  the  word  advisedly,  my  dear  Madelaine. 
You  well  know  how  highly  I  estimate  our  proud 
and  ancient  blood,  as  well  as  your  own  excelling 
loveliness  and  merit ;  but  I  have  already  hinted  to 
you,  that  for  a  time  our  conversation  was  carried 
on  in  mutual  misunderstanding.     I,    very    natu- 
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rally,  thought  only  of  your  sister  ;  Mr.  Tilden,  fiiU  of 
his  own  feelings,  thought  only  of  yourself;  and 
thus  we  discussed  the  affair  without  either  having 
named  the  person  of  whom  he  spoke,  until,  in 
allusion  to  the  settlement  which  he  proposed  to 
make  upon  his  wife,  Mr.  Tilden  mentioned  the 
Lady  Madelaine  GlenfiUan.  You  may  imagine 
my  astonishment  !'*'' 

"  And  is  it  really  possible,  my  lord,'^  asked  the 
lady,  with  the  pretty  scorn  of  a  spoiled  beauty, 
"  that,  having  so  long  made  the  acquaintance  of 
this  proud  commoner,  you  should  have  conceived 
it  probable  that  he  would  become  the  husband  of 
Lady  Flora  ?'' 

"  I  did,  indeed,  commit  that  extravagance  f 
said  the  Earl,  somewhat  offended  by  the  tone  in 
which  the  question  was  put ;  "  nor  do  I  consider  it 
so  extreme  as  it  may  appear  to  yourself.  Mr. 
Tilden  is  no  longer  a  boy,  therefore  the  age  of 
your  sister  was  by  no  means  a  fair  objection.  In 
other  respects,  the  one  precisely  possesses  what  the 
other  needs ;  for  Tilden  requires  only  connection 
to  command  every  good  which  this  world  can 
offer.^' 

"  You  would  not  include  the  Macspleuchan 
physiognomy  in  this  list  of  advantages,  I  trust,  my 
dear  father  f^  laughed  the  lady ;  "  I  thought  that 
you  '  had  suffered  persecution,  and  learnt  mercy  !**  ''*' 
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The  Earl  could  not  resist  the  contagion  of  her 
saucy  mirth :  he  smiled  without  any  symptom  of 
displeasure  ;  and  the  more  cordially  that  his  lovely 
daughter  appeared  by  no  means  so  much  shocked 
at  the  presumption  of  my  father  as  he  had  an- 
ticipated. 

"  Imagine  my  delight/'  he  pursued  after  a 
momentary  pause,  "  when  I  heard,  as  I  supposed, 
a  settlement  of  ten  thousand  pounds  a-year  made 
upon  Lady  Flora — ^ 

'^  I  can  well  understand  it,*"  said  the  beauty 
quietly. 

"  Ten  thousand  a-year,"'  repeated  his  lordship 
complacently,  "  upon  a  wif^  whose  entire  fortune 
consists  of  precisely  half  that  amount.  Nor,  evi- 
dently, was  this  all  which  Mr.  Tilden  was  about  to 
propose,  when,  in  my  astonishment  at  his  mention 
of  your  own  name,  1  interrupted  him.  The  offer 
was  certainly  most  princely.'"* 

He  paused,  not  altogether  certain  how  far  he 
might  proceed  with  safety  upon  this  new  tack — but 
he  paused  in  vain  ;  for  Lady  Madelaine  appeared 
resolved  not  to  come  "  to  the  rescue.""  Why  was 
she  thus  silent!  We  can  only  say,  with  the 
German  proverb.  Das  Herz  lugt  nicht. 

^*'  What  a  splendid  figure  might  be  made  by  a 
woman  of  fashion  and  beauty  upon  an  unencumbered 
ten   thousand  a-year  r  once  more   declaimed  his 
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lordship  ;    '^  I  must  again  repeat  that  the  offer  was 
princely."" 

"  And  intended  for  myself,  if  I  have  understood 
you  rightly,  my  lord,**'  said  Lady  Madelaine. 
^'  It  almost  makes  me  smile,  when  I  remember  the 
marvellous  projects  of  my  poor  aunt  in  my  favour, 
that  the  first  suitor  who  has  seriously  pretended  to 
my  hand  should  be  a  commoner,  and  one,  more- 
over, who  has  been  contaminated  by  commerce ; 
and  that  I  should  say — knowing  myself  as  I  do — 
that  I  pray  you  not  to  precipitate  this  matter.  Of 
course  Mr.  Tilden  leaves  the  Castle  at  once.**' 

"  Such  was  his  intention  f^  said  the  Earl,  who 
could  scarcely  conceal  his  astonishment  at  the 
words  and  bearing  of  his  daughter ;  '^  but,  in  com- 
pliance with  my  request,  he  has  consented  to  re- 
main for  a  couple  of  days  longer.'^ 

"  With  any  hope  of  succeeding  in  his  suit?^^ 
asked  the  lady  with  a  very  peculiar  expression. 

''  Without  the  slightest,'"  replied  the  Earl; 
'^  and  very  reluctantly  ;  but  I  asked  it  as  a  favour, 
to  prevent  the  possibility  of  remark  among  the 
household.**" 

'*  You  have  acted  wisely,  my  dear  father,  as  you 
ever  do  :^  said  Lady  Madelaine  ;  and  she  removed 
the  spaniel  from  her  lap,  and  drew  her  chair  directly 
opposite  to  that  of  the  Earl,  sweeping  away  as  she 
did  so  the  piles  of  papers  which  occupied  the  table 
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before  her  ;  and  then  she  leant  her  head  apon  her 
hand  for  a  time,  in  an  attitude  of  grave  thought : 
*'  That  I  was  not  quite  unprepared  for  this  erent," 
she  said  at  length  after  a  considerable  pause,  upon 
which  his  bewildered  lordship  did  not  attempt  to 
break,  "  I  will  at  once  concede.  I  could  not  mis- 
take the  manner  of  Mr.  Tilden,  guarded  as  it  h&s 
been ;  nor  was  I  blind  to  the  fact  that  I  am  not 
altogether  calculated  to  play  respectably  the  role  of 
a  nonentity  with  which  your  lordship  had  favoured 
me  in  this  domestic  drama.  Lady  Flora  has  been 
de  tiers^  and  not  myself.  So  much  for  the  state  of 
things  at  home  ;  and  now,  I  will  give  you  a  slight 
sketch  of  the  reasons  which  have  induced  me  to 
tolerate  the  proposal  of  Mr.  Tilden.'^ 

As  she  ceased  speaking,  she  glanced  towards  the 
Earl,  who  replied  only  by  a  silent  inclination  of  the 
head. — *'  I  know  that  I  am  handsome — all  the  world 
have  so  decided,  and  all  the  world  must  be  right.  I 
know  that  my  family,  on  both  sides,  is  unexception- 
able, and  in  antiquity  would  do  no  dishonourij  to  a 
German  court;  and  I  am  assuredly  not  of  a 
temperament  to  consider  such  advantages  as  a 
matter  of  indifference.  But  these  are  not  the  only 
truths  which  the  world  has  taught  me.  I  am 
young  in  years,  but  old  in  experience.  The  tui- 
tion of  Lady  Sinclair  was  able,  and  I  have  leanit 
somewhat  of  myself.     I  have  been  flattered,  fett*!^ 
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and  followed ;  but  the  mention  of  my  prospects  has 
always  hitherto  suf&ced  to  cool  the  passion  created 
by  my  person.  I  am  haughty  and  ambitious. 
Glenfillan  is  to  me  exile  from  all  the  haunts  and 
habits  of  my  early  and  brilliant  girlhood.  You 
have  considerately  warned  me  that  I  must  not  hope 
to  revisit  London  for  several  years  ;  and  I,  in  my 
turn,  have  asked  myself  what,  under  existing  cir- 
cumstances, I  can  hope  from  another  season,  when 
I  am  crippled  in  my  resources,  and  have  lost  my 
affectionate  and  skilful  chaperone.  And  now  I 
have  perhaps,  my  lord,  said  enough  to  justify  my 
present  apparently  capricious  conduct  with  regard 
to  Mr.  Tilden." 

'^  I  have  listened  with  as  much  admiration  as 
surprise  f"  exclaimed  the  Earl.  *'  1  had  fallen  into 
a  somewhat  similar  train  of  reasoning  while  await- 
ing you.  But  remember,  my  dear  child,  that  you 
are  still  very  young,  and  that  you  are  very  beauti- 
Ail.  I  will  be  as  frank  as  yourself,  and  at  once  admit 
that  this  marriage  appears  to  me  to  be  singularly 
desirable.  Reflect,  nevertheless.  You  have  great 
advantages  on  your  side — ^youth,  beauty,  and  patri- 
cian birth.  You  are  doing  great  honour  to  Mr. 
Tilden,  even  by  this  deliberate  consideration  of  his 
proposal.**^ 

"  I  am  not  insensible  to  the  fact,  my  lord  ;  nor, 
I  have  reason  to  believe,  will  he  be  so.  I  do  not 
profess  to  love  Mr.  Tilden.     The  thing  is  impossi- 
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ble  under  the  circumstances  ;  but  I  respect  his  in- 
tellect, and  admire  his  person.  He  is,  in  short, 
perfectly  presentable ;  and,  when  you  have  ascer- 
tained that  his  fortune  is  as  it  has  been  represented 
to  you  by  others,  I  will  engage  to  permit  his  ad- 
dresses ; — and  the  rather,"  added  her  ladyship, 
with  a  little  of  the  sententiousness  of  her  &ther, 
'^  that,  as  you  did  me  the  honour  to  confide  to  me, 
you  are  at  present  under  some  pecuniary  engage- 
ment to  the  tjentleman.**^ 

As  she  ceased  speaking,  she  rose,  and  baring 
bent  her  head  gracefully  to  the  Earl,  glided  out  of 
the  room. 

And  thus  it  came  to  pass,  gentle  reader,  that  at 
the  end  of  three  months  my  father  became  the 
delighted  husband  of  the  lovely,  the  young,  the 
highborn  Lady  Madelaine  ;  the  brilliancy  of  whose 
presentation  at  court  during  the  ensuing  season  was 
the  theme  of  universal  comment  and  envy. 

Lady  Madelaine  Tilden'*s  jewels.  Lady  Made- 
laine Tilden'^s  equipages,  and  town  house,  her 
beauty,  her  rank,  and  her  perfect  high-breeding, 
were  the  "lion*"  of  the  day.;  and  when,  at  the  close 
of  the  spring,  she  retired  with  her  husband  to  a 
magnificent  estate  in  the  west  of  England,  situ- 
ated within  six  miles  of  the  county  town,  and 
in  the  very  centre  of  a  fastidious  and  aristocratic 
neighbourhood ;  (a  purchase  made  by  iny  fiitlier 
from  a  bankrupt  duke,)  she   carried   away   with 
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her  the  hearts  of  all  the  men,  and  the  hatred  of 
half  the  women.     She  felt  that  she  had  not  lived 
m  vain ! 

And  what  of  Lady  Flora  ? 

Little,  and  yet  much.  Her  sister's  parting  pre- 
sent was  the  bequest  of  Lady  Sinclair  to  herself. 
Lady  Flora  was  a  sort  of  heiress  at  Glenfillan,  and 
a  match  for  a  laird  !  She  wept  over  her  disap- 
pointment, but  she  did  not  break  her  heart ;  she 
only  sat  still  closer  to  her  worstedwork,  and  exe- 
cuted with  great  rapidity  and  precision  a  series  of 
blue  parrots,  gei*anium-coloured  ladies,  and  kni(];hts 
in  armour,  with  pea-green  gauntlets,  and  swords 
somewhat  taller  than  themselves. 

Miss  Margery  was  furious.  Even  the  annuity 
did  not  console  her  ;  and  she  became  so  garrulous 
and  vehement  in  her  displeasure,  that  the  Earl 
found  it  necessary  to  despatch  from  his  study  to  her 
apartment  a  very  concise  and  lordly  letter,  sealed 
with  his  seal  of  oflSce ;  when  the  missive  so  ably 
performed  its  duty  that  the  thunders  of  Miss 
Margery  V  wrath  suddenly  died  away  in  low  growls 
of  ill- suppressed  indignation. 

And  what  of  my  Lord  Glenfillan  himself? 

Like  his  daughter,  he  felt  all  the  mortification  of 
Mr.  Tilden'*s  plebeianility ;  but  like  her,  he  had  also 
very  readily  tnit  le  chat  enpoche^  and  satisfied  himself 
that  she  was  not  altogether  to  be  pitied.     His  own 
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little  money  matters  were  arranged  with  his  son- 
in-law  by  a  cordial  shake  of  the  hand  ;  and  when, 
as  he  lounged  in  his  dressing-gown  and  slippers  is 
his  study  with  the  "  Morning  Post^  in  his  hand, 
he  read,  with  sparkling  eyes  and  gratified  pride, 
of  all  his  fair  and  wealthy  daughter's  triumphs, 
he  was  much  in  the  same  mood  of  mind  as  he  who 
san^r  on  a  somewhat  similar  occasion  : 

"  'Tis  a  very  fine  thing  to  be  father-in-law 
To  a  very  magnificent  three-tailed  bashaw.** 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

The  newly-married  couple  had,  as  I  have  akeady 
stated,  at  the  close  of  the  London  season,  repaired 
to  the  west  of  England,  to  take  possession  of  their 
new  estate ;  whither  they  were  to  be  followed  in 
August  by  a  numerous  party  of  sporting  men  and 
pretty  women.  It  had  been  my  father^s  first 
earnest  request  to  his  beautiful  young  bride  that  they 
fihould  proceed  there  alone.  It  was  his  only  ra- 
tional prospect  of  a  quiet  month  with  the  fair 
creature  whom  he  now  called  his  wife ;  and  she 
conceded  the  point,  although  with  considerable  re- 
luctance. She  remembered  Glenfillan,  and  con- 
sidered that  she  had  already  sacrificed  sufficiently 
to  duty  in  that  way.  Moreover,  Sir  James  Dom- 
ton  was  the  best  riding  companion  in  the  world, 
and  Mr.  De  Clifford  was  to  teach  her  billiards,  and 
she  wanted  the  second  of  Lord  Otterford  in  her  new 
duets ;  and  it  was  very  vexatious  to  suffer  dictation 
on  the  subject  of  filling  her  own  house ;    but,  as 
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she  was  not  yet  the  wife  of  a  year,  she  determined 
to  yield ;  and  having  come  to  this  virtuous  resolu- 
tion, she  was  too  highbred,  and  too  conscious  of 
what  was  due  to  her  own  dignity,  to  do  so  sullenly, 
and  like  a  pouting  school- miss.  She  only  asked 
herself,  with  something  like  a  shudder,  how  long 
the  month  was  likely  to  endure,  which  she  was 
destined  to  pass  in  solitude  with  Mr.  Tilden  ! 

As  for  my  father,  he  was  still  deeply  and 
passionately  in  love  with  his  young  bride.  He 
would  not  believe  that  either  pride  or  indifference 
was  the  root  of  the  unswerving  coldness,  the  calm, 
fashionable  placidity,  with  which  she  met  all  the 
ardour  of  his  generous  and  self-abnegating  affection. 
No,  no.  Since  their  marriage,  they  had  been  in 
one  constant  whirl  of  dissipation  and  firivolity.  Her 
heart  had  not  had  time  to  speak — poor,  self-deluding 
reasoner !  as  tliough  the  heart  were  not  independent 
of  all  such  secondary  influences.  They  were  not 
yet  thoroughly  acquainted.  He  had  not  hitherto 
been  essential  to  her  happiness.  When  they  were 
left  for  awhile  alone,  among  the  lawns  and  glades 
of  Booksley,  nature  would  speak  out  in  tender- 
ness, and  they  should  become  everything  to  each 
other. 

A  wit,  celebrated  during  the  Regency,  amused 
himself  by  advising  the  newly-married  to  beware  of 
exhausting  all   their    stock  of   heart-enthusiasm 
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during  the  solitude  of  the  honeymoon,  and  to  avoid 
the  peril  of  the 

'*  Long  probationary  week 
Of  close  retirement,  as  profound 
As  if  they  both  were  underground  ;" 

warning  them  of  the  consequences  likely  to  accrue 
from  entire  and  uninterrupted  mutual  dependence. 

^  Be  counselled. — Stir  not,  near  or  far, 
But  stay,  I  charge  you,  where  you  are. 
The  dream  of  passion,  soon  or  late, 
Is  broken— don*t  anticipate. 
Haste  not  to  lose  your  hopes  in  fears, 
Stark  mad  for  moments,  dull  for  years ; 
Devour  not,  for  your  comfort's  sake. 
At  once,  like  children,  all  your  cake ; 
Truth  (on  your  memory  well  engrave  it) 
Whispers,  you  cannot  eat  and  have  it. 
Gold  is  too  precious — lay  it  not 
So  thickly  on  a  single  spot ; 
But  beat  the  bullion — husbands,  wives — 
And  spread  it  over  all  your  lives.** 

My  mother's  worldly  sense  had  been  prophetic 
of  this  counsel.  Married  quietly  and  unostenta- 
tiously at  Glenfillan — for,  as  both  she  and  the  Earl 
agreed,  the  less  parade  made  on  the  occasion  of  be- 
coming the  wife  of  a  commoner,  the  better — it  was 
not  for  them  to  seem  to  invite  congratulations — ^the 
journey  to  town  had  occupied  a  sufficient  space  of 
time  to  enable  Lady  Madclaine  to  announce  herself 
at  once  to  the  gay  world,  and  to  rally  around  her  all 
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the  liundred  and  oue  frieods  wliom  she  had  left,  grief- 
stricken,  when  she  was  last  compelled  to  iU>andoB 
"  London  and  its  dear  delights.'^ '  The  anticipation 
of  coming  pleasures — ^the  foretaste  of  anticipated 
triumphs — the  newly-insured  possession  of  affluence 
and  independence — all  conduced  to  make  the  mood 
of  the  lovely  bride  sunny  and  sweet  as  the  most 
exacting  bridegroom  could  desire ;  while  the  pleasant 
languor  arising  from  a  long  journey  so  luxuriously 
and  deliberately  performed  as  to  make  fatigue  im- 
possible, rendered  the  anxious  and  tender  attentions 
of  the  newly-made  husband  alike  well-timed  and 
welcome ;  and  they  were  consequently  so  graeeAiUy 
and  graciously  received  that  my  father  was  enrap- 
tured with  the  brightness  of  his  destiny. 

From  the  hour  in  which  they  reached  town,  all 
was  changed.  The  splendidly-mounted  mansion, 
which  had  been  carefully  prepared  for  the  occupa- 
tion of  its  young  mistress,  startled  her  into  an 
exclamation  of  delighted  acknowledgment.  Her 
boudoir,  lined  with  plate-glass,  and  draperied  with 
pale,  blue  silk;  her  toilette,  covered  with  costly 
toys ;  her  morning-room  where  pictures  by  the  old 
masters  were  panelled  into  walls  hung  with  crim- 
son velvet,  and  exquisite  statuettes^  mounted  on 
pedestals  of  ormolu^  filled  up  the  niches ;  the 
spacious  reception-rooms  over  whose  arrangement 
the  hand  of  wealth  and  elegance  had  successfully 
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esided :  all  these  flattered  the  pride  and  satisfied 
e  ambition  of  the  EarPs  daughter.  The  better 
clings  of  her  natnre  were  awakened  by  the  efibrt, 
erywhere  visible,  which  had  been  made  to  gratify 
r  peculiar  tastes  and  wishes  ;  and  the  first  evening 
%t  home'*''  was  spent  t^te-dr-tete  by  my  father  and 
3  patrician  bride  in  harmony  and  happiness. 
There  was  so  much  to  examine — so  much  to 
mire^and  when,  on  touching  the  spring  of  a 
sket  which  stood  upon  her  toilette,  as  the  lid  flew 
»,  my  mother  discovered  a  set  of  diamonds  which 
monarch  might  have  envied,  she  forgot  her  morgue 
r  a  moment,  and  gave  loose  to  all  the  sincere 
light  inspired  by  the  princely  present. 
My  father  was,  as  a  matter  of  course,  overpaid 
:  all ;  and  he  believed,  unhappily  for  him,  that 
is  was  but  the  commencement  of  a  long  life  of 
re  and  confidence.  No  friendly  voice  had  whis- 
red  in  his  ear  that  the  beautiful  Lady  Madelaine 
.enfillan  had  considered  it  necessary  to  apologize 
her  own  pride  for  her  condescension  in  becoming 
9  wife ;  and  that  his  magnificence  gratified  her  the 
yre  because  it  tended  to  show  her  that,  at  what- 
er  sacrifice  of  dignity,  she  had  done  right.  He 
lieved  that  they  had  met  upon  equal  terms.  The 
url  was  a  needy  man,  to  whom  the  retention  of 
8  slender  portion  destined  to  his  daughter  was  an 
ject  of  great  and  serious  importance — ^he  had 
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asked  only  the  hand  and  heart,  and  not  the  portion, 
of  that  daughter.  The  first  had  been  ceded  to  him 
readily  and  gracefully  ;  he  had  yet  to  learn  in  hov 
far  he  had  secured  the  other. 

Lady  Madelaine  Tild^n  had  taken  her  measures 
skilfully,  and  like  a  good  tactitian.  The  first 
evening  of  her  arrival  in  Grosvenor  Square  was  the 
last  which  she  was  compelled  to  spend  alone  with 
her  husband,  and  perhaps  it  was  better  so;  for 
these  compulsatory  matrimonial  duets  are  more  fire- 
quently  cases  of  moral  dos-ct-dos  than  tete-ii'teU; 
and  it  is  difficult  to  decide,  when  this  occurs,  which 
individual  of  the  conjugal  duo  is  the  best  entitled 
to  commiseration. 

A  woman,  however  pretty  and  graceful  she  may 
be  at  other  times,  when  once  she  has  resolved  on 
investing  her  spirit  in  its  wrapping-gown  and  papil- 
lotes;  and  a  man,  however  intellectual  and  fiisci- 
nating  in  society,  who  determines  on  permitting  his 
higher  faculties  to  appear  at  home  in  the  easy 
negligence  of  a  robe  de  chambre  and  slippers,  are 
each  apt  to  appear  considerably  less  attractive  to 
the  one  looker-on,  for  whose  peculiar  benefit  the 
scene  has  been  got  up,  than  may  be  altogether 
desirable.  Certain  it  is  that  the  system  of  '^  h%pgi«g 
up  the  fiddle  at  home*"  is  a  somewat  dangerous  one 
for  the  performer,  who  is  accustomed  to  *^  discourse 
eloquent  music^^  elsewhere. 
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Here,  then,  was  another  peril  from  which  Lady 
Madelaine  wisely  resolved  to  deliver  herself  at  once. 
It  was  out  of  the  question  that  she,  young,  hand- 
some, highly-born,  and  fashionable,  should  hide  her 
advantages  from  a  world  which  she  was  so  well 
calculated  both  to  enjoy  and  to  adorn,  in  order  to 
shut  herself  up  with  Mr.  Tilden,  even  in  a  room 
lined  with  plate-glass  and  draperied  with  pale  blue 
silk  ;  and,  acting  upon  this  principle,  she  had  been 
careftd  to  apprize  her  friends  of  the  probable  period 
of  her  arrival  in  town. 

The  season  was  just  commencing.  The  race  of 
idleness  and  folly  had  scarcely  begun.  The  arrival 
of  the  beautiful  bride  of  the  wealthy  Mr.  Tilden 
(the  fame  of  whose  large  fortune  had  reached 
London,  through  the  medium  of  the  Earl,  some 
weeks  before),  was  an  agreeable  event ;  and  not  the 
least  pleasurable  emotion  which  she  had  expe- 
rienced on  taking  possession  of  her  new  home 
flushed  the  cheek  of  my  mother,  as  she  saw  the 
table  in  her  morning-room  covered  with  minute 
notes,  and  upheaped  with  visiting  tickets. 

She  had  no  sooner  examined  them  on  the  morrow 
than  she  found  herself  in  the  very  vortex  of  dissipa- 
tion. Admiration  in  some,  and  curiosity  in  others, 
had  combined  to  send  ''all  the  world^^  to  Lady 
Madelaine^s  door,  and  each  had  some  engagement  in 
which  she  was  included.     Her  eye  brightened,  and 
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her  lip  smiled,  as  she  threw  aside  each  note  after  a 
hasty  perusal,  until  she  opened  one  upon  which  she 
dwelt  long  and  earnestly,  with  a  heightened  colour 
and  a  beating  pulse,  and  which  she  consigned  to 
her  reticule  as  soon  as  she  had,  for  tlie  second  time, 
reached  its  conclusion. 
Here  it  is : — 

''  Eureka !  you  are  really,  then,  once  more  on 
your  way  to  town,  ma  toute  belle !  I  am  enchanted, 
and  so  is  Sir  Herbert.  Of  Otterford  I  say  nothing, 
save  that  I  have  not  been  able  to  trust  him  out  of 
my  sight,  since  the  news  arrived.  Al  buan  intendi- 
dore^  poche  parole  bastano !  Can  you  condescend  to 
the  Opera  before  Easter  ?  I  shall  reserve  a  seat  in 
my  box  for  Saturday,  as  perhaps  you  may  not  yet 
be  montee  there  ;  at  all  events,  let  me  have  you  the 
first  night !  Pray  make  my  baisemains  to  tl  marito^ 
and  say  how  much  I  regret  that  I  cannot  make 
room  for  him ;  but  I  have  been  persecuted  since 
this  French  dunaetise  made  her  appearance,  about 
whom  all  the  men  in  the  world,  sa'ce  one.  have  sone 
mad ;  and  I  have  not  moral  courage  enough  to  say 
'  no,**  so  long  as  I  have  a  chair  left.  She  goes  to 
Milan  next  week,  so  don't  fail  me  for  your  own 
sake.     How  did  you  leave  Lord  GlenfiUan  ? 

"  Toute-d-^ous  I 

*'  Sydney  Devereux."" 
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And  this  was  Saturday.  This  was  her  first  day 
under  her  hnsband'^s  roof.  For  a  moment  she  hesi- 
tated. Mr.  Tilden  might  think  it  ungracious  were 
she  to  leave  him  the  first  evening  in  a  house  as 
strange  to  himself  as  to  her.  He  might  not  approve 
of  her  appearing  for  the  first  time  in  public  under 
any  protection  but  his  own.  But  then  the  French 
dancer,  whom  she  might  never  see  at  all,  if  she 
missed  her  to-night !  It  was  very  provoking  that 
there  should  be  no  room  in  the  box  for  Mr.  Tilden. 
To  whom  could  Lady  Devereux  have  promised  all 
her  ivories  i  It  was  a  strange  question  for  my 
mother  to  ask  herself,  as  she  had  been  so  long 
absent  from  town  ;  but,  nevertheless,  she  did  begin 
guessing  who  were  to  be  the  occupants  of  the  box. 
No  more  women,  she  knew.  Lady  Devereux  was 
fiir  too  &stidious  to  hold  a  parliament  of  petticoats 
at  the  King'^s  Theatre.  Sir  Herbert  detested  all 
places  save  the  pit.  (There  was  no  omnibus  in 
my  mother^s  time.)  And  the  result  of  her  self- 
questioning  upon  the  subject  was — Lord  Otterford. 

Lady  Madelaine  threw  herself  back  among  the 
satin  cushions  of  her  berphre,  and  fell  into  a  fit  of 
deep  musing.  Lord  Otterford  had  worshipped  her 
for  a  whole  year.  Her  aunt  had  looked  forward 
with  confidence  to  their  marriage.  They  had  sung, 
danced,  and  rode  together.  Otterford  was  very 
handsome,  with  large,  almond-shaped  black  eyes,  a 
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well  formed  and  prominent  nose,  fine  teeth,  and  a 
graceful  figure.  Had  there  been  any  mind  under 
the  mask,  he  would  have  been  eminently  handsome. 
As  it  was,  Otterford  was  only  a  musician  and  a 
roue.  He  had  pursued  the  Lady  Madelaine  until 
he  discovered  that  she  was  nearly  penniless  ;  when, 
having  bestowed  upon  her,  in  a  fit  of  sentimental 
regret,  the  title  of  la  belle  mal  dot^e^  he  quietly 
withdrew  his  pretensions  to  her  hand,  and  left  it  to 
be  sought  by  others  with  fewer  wants  and  more 
resources  than  himself. 

Lady  Madelaine  felt  his  secession  severely.  It 
was  not  that  she  loved  him,  for  she  had  at  once 
discovered  his  mental  deficiencies,  while  his  moral 
lapses  had  been  more  than  once  hinted  at  in  her 
presence  ;  but  he  was  well-looking,  &shionabIe, 
and  heir  to  an  earldom  ;  and  she  had,  moreover, 
become  accustomed  to  his  assiduities,  and  conscious 
of  his  admiration.  Among  the  defections  of  this 
nature,  which  we  have  elsewhere  hinted  to  have  been 
comprised  in  the  early  experiences  of  the  flattered 
beauty,  she  had  been  less  insensible  to  that  of  Lord 
Otterford  than  to  those  of  many  more  wealthy,  and, 
in  the  acceptation  of  the  world,  more  eligible  ad- 
mirers. 

The  lip  of  Lady  Madelaine  curled,  as,  in  think- 
ing of  the  past,  she  remembered  how  her  flatterers 
had  likened  her  to  a  new  and  brilliant  sun  in  the 
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hemisphere  of  fashion ;  and  how  truly  they  had 
borne  out  their  own  hyperbole,  by  melting  away 
like  snow-wreaths  under  her  influence,  when  they 
diBcoYered  that  she  had  little  beyond  her  beauty 
and  her  high  birth,  with  which  to  compensate  their 
homage  ;  and  as  the  memory  came  back  upon  her, 
she  instinctiYely  suffered  her  eye  to  wander  over 
the  magnificent  accessories  of  her  married  home. 
But  with  these  reminiscences  of  her  first  triumphs 
came  also  the  dangerous  recollection,  that  Lord 
Otterford  h&d  been  the  last  and  the  most  reluctant 
to  withdraw  his  pretensions,  and  that,  in  truth,  his 
expensive  habits  and  comparatively  slender  re- 
sources had  left  him  without  an  altematiYe ;  for 
Lady  Madelaine  had  no  conception  of  the  beautiful 
self-abnegation,  which  will  occasionally  lead  a  man 
who  truly  loves  to  divest  himself  of  his  own  tastes, 
and  to  "  cleanse  his  bosom  of  the  perilous  stuff'*'' 
which  separates  him  from  the  object  of  his  affec- 
tion. 

Her  first  impulse,  after  these  reflections,  was  to 
-show  the  note  of  Lady  Devereux  to  her  husband, 
and  to  claim,  upon  the  score  of  her  old  attachment 
to  her  friend,  his  indulgence  on  the  present  occa- 
sion ;  but,  on  recurring  to  the  note  itself,  it  struck 
her  that  it  was  not  exactly  calculated  to  afford  him 
any  particular  satisfaction ;  or  to  impress  him  with 
any  great  prejudice  in  favour  of  the  fair  writer  ; 
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and  then  her  two  besetting  sins  came  to  her  aid. 
Her  pride  told  her  that  she  owed  it  to  herself  not 
to  appear  to  shrink  from  a  meeting  with  her  former 
admirer,  who  would  be  an  eligible  acquaintanjce  for 
Mr.  Tilden,  and  who  could,  of  course,  never  again 
be  more  to  herself:  while  her  haughtiness  re- 
minded her  that  it  was  unworthy  of  Lad j  Made- 
laine  GlenfiUan  to  suffer  herself  to  be  trammelled 
in  her  social  arrangements  by  any  one,  simply 
because  that  ^^  any  one**"  had  been  honoured  by 
her  hand. 

Just  as  she  had  arrived  at  this  conclusion,  a 
curricle  drove  to  the  door,  and  a  footman  shortly 
afterwards  put  a  card  into  her  hand,  with  an  inti- 
mation that  Lord  Otterford  was  at  the  door,  bat 
would  not  intrude  upon  her  at  so  unseemly  ap 
hour  ;  having  merely  called  at  the  desire  of  his 
cousin.  Lady  Devereux,  to  request  a  verbal  reply 
to  the  note  which  had  been  left  some  days  previ- 
ously, in  order  to  save  her  ladyship  the  trouble  of 
a  written  answer  so  immediately  upon  her  arrival. 
My  mother  hesitated  for  an  instant — ^the  position 
was  sufficiently  perplexing — but,  in  the  next,  an 
affirmative  reply  was  given,  and  the  well-appointed 
curricle  drove  off. 

The  rubicon  was  passed.  At  whatever  cost  of 
annoyance  to  her  husband,  the  engagement  most 
be  kept ;  and  the  haughty  lady  practised  her  first 
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much  insouciance  as  she  could  command  ;  dwelling 
principally  upon  the  French  dancer,  and  the  regret 
of  Lady  Devereux  that,  on  this  occasion^  she  was 
unable  to  offer  Mr.  Tilden  a  seat  in  her  box  ;  and 
winding  up  her  communication  by  entreating,  with 
the  sweetest  smile  in  the  world,  that  he  would  not 
trouble  himself  to  dress,  as  she  had  not  a  moment 
to  spare,  and  would  therefore,  for  her  own  sake, 
overlook  the  solecism. 

The  astonishment  with  which  my  father  listened 
requires  no  comment.  He  was  stung  to  the  very 
soul ;  and  had  Lady  Madelaine  raised  her  eyes  to  his 
countenance  as  he  left  the  room,  she  would  have 
been  at  no  loss  to  understand  the  effect  which  her 
words  had  produced ;  but  she  was  already  too 
good  a  tactitian  to  expose  herself  to  unnecessary 
annoyance,  and  she  consequently  kept  them  riveted 
upon  her  bracelet. 

My  father  was  no  longer  a  young  man,  and  he 
loved  for  the  first  time.  It  is,  therefore,  scarcely 
to  be  wondered  at,  that  before  he  descended  from 
his  dressing  closet,  after  a  hasty  and  imperfect 
toilette,  to  conduct  his  bride  to  the  dining-room,  he 
liad  found  what  he  endeavoured  to  believe  were 
very  sufficient  excuses  for  her  thoughtlessness. 
She  was  so  young,  and  so  admired — ^here  he  in- 
voluntarily winced  a  little,  but  soon  recovered  liim- 
«elf.     She  had  been  so  isolated  at  Glenfillan  ;  and 
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now  she  was  again  among  the  friends  of  her  early 
youth,  and  the  scenes  of  her  first  girlish  happi- 
ness :  such  a  circumstance  would  not,  in  all  proba- 
bility, occur  again.  She  had  been  taken  by  sur- 
prise, and  could  not  properly  be  blamed  for  want- 
ing the  consideration  which  a  married  woman,  con- 
siderably her  senior,  had  not  deemed  it  necessary 
to  display  towards  himself.  Still,  it  teas  provoking ; 
and  when  he  had  fancied,  too,  that  the  becoming 
iknd  careful  toilette  had  been  made  for  him  ! 

There  was,  however,  no  possibility  of  showing 
even  the  shadow  of  harshness  to  so  beautiful  a 
being  —  the  bride  of  two  weeks  only  —  and  so 
—  most  gracious  reader !  my  father  re-entered 
the  drawing-room,  in  which  he  was  to  spend  his 
solitary  evening,  with  a  smile  upon  his  lips,  and 
thus  taught  his  fair  wife  a  lesson  on  her  own  power, 
which  she  never  afterwards  unlearned  ;  and,  at  the 
close  of  a  constrained  and  hurried  dinner,  handed 
her  carefully  to  her  carriage,  to  feel,  as  she  drove 
towards  the  Haymarket,  that,  after  all,  Mr.  Tilden 
was  really  less  unreasonable  than  many  men  whom 
she  had  known ;  and  to  wonder  whether  Loird 
Otterford  would  be  glad  to  meet  her  again. 

She  was  not  long  left  in  suspense ;  for,  as  her 
carriage  stopped  at  the  Opera  House,  the  subject 
of  her  thoughts  stood  at  the  portal,  ready  to  assist 
her   to  alight,  and  to  conduct  her  to  Lady  Deve- 
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reux'^s  box.  She  at  once  saw,  however,  that  he 
was  no  longer  the  laughing,  joyous  rattle,  from 
whom  she  had  parted  a  few  months  before.  There 
was  a  tremour  in  his  voice  as  he  addressed  her ;  an 
unsteadiness  in  the  arm  which  he  intended  for  her 
support ;  an  evident  effort  in  the  cold  and  brief 
congratulations  which  he  terminated  with  a  smo* 
thered  sigh,  as  though  their  utterance  had  oost  him 
a  pang ;  and  his  manner  was  altogether  so  con- 
tagious, that  Lady  Madelaine  felt  confused  and 
uncomfortable  in  her  turn ;  and  was  glad  to  find 
herself  in  the  box  of  her  friend,  as  though  the 
presence  of  a  third  person  were  necessary  to  restore 
her  self-possession  and  composure. 

As  the  carriage  drove  off,  my  &ther  lighted  a 
cigar,  and  strolled  into  the  square ;  and,  when  he 
was  weary  of  this  amusement,  he  returned  to  his 
splendid  home.  The  two  footmen  who  had  attended 
^'  my  lady*"**  were  already  in  the  hall,  and  he  knew 
that  she  had  arrived  safely  at  her  destination. 
When  he  reached  the  drawing-room,  he  took  up  a 
book,  but  he  could  not  read.  Disguise  it  as  lie 
would  from  himself,  he  was  wounded  to  the  heart. 
He  knew  nothing  of  Lord  Otterford — ^how  should 
he!  but  he  could  not  avoid  feeling  that  he  had  he&k 
treated,  if  not  exactly  with  contempt  by  his  wife^ 
at  least  with  a  want  of  courtesy  imminently  gallii^ 
to  a  proud  spirit  like  his.     In  short,  his  reveria 
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was  any  thing  bat  pleasant ;  and  he  was  glad 
when,  at  midnight,  he  heard  the  carriage  once 
more  drive  from  the  door  to  fetch  home  his  tmant 
wife. 

On  this  occasion  he,  for  the  first  time,  paid  the 
penalty  of  his  wealth ;  for  his  establishment  was 
formed  on  so  extensive  a  scale,  that  it  was  impos- 
sible for  him  to  relieve  the  tedium  of  his  solitude 
by  making  one  afiectionate  arrangement  to  welcome 
her  return.  There  was  nothing  which  he  could  do 
that  would  not  be  tenfold  better  done  by  her  maid 
or  her  footman  ;  so  he  amused  himself  by  walking 
up  and  down  the  spacious  apartment,  and  accom- 
modating his  paces  to  the  patteirn  of  the  carpet, 
in  order  that,  at  least,  he  might  not  appear  weary 
when  she  came  in. 

But  amusements,  even  as  intellectual  as  that 
which  he  had  selected,  will  not  interest  for  ever ; 
and  my  &ther  had  omitted  to  remember,  that  the 
departure  of  a  carriage  did  not  necessarily  involve 
the  return  of  its  mistress  ;  and  so  it  proved  in  this 
case  ;  for  Lady  Devereux  had  a  petit  souper  after 
the  Opera,  and  she  declared,  and  Lord  Otterford 
looked^  the  impossibility  of  consuming  chickens  and 
champagne  without  their  long-lost  friend ;  while 
Lady  Madelaine  was  so  delighted  with  the  admira- 
tion which  she  had  elicited  "  from  all  parts  of  the 
house,  ^^  and  was  so  bewildered  by  the  strange  and 
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unaccountable  melancholy  of  the  once  gay  and 
brilliant  man  who  had  stood  throughout  the  even- 
iug  behind  her  chair,  taking  no  share  in  the  liydy 
conversation  of  his  cousin,  but  assiduous  in  his 
silent  attentions  to  herself,  that  she  could  not 
forbear  a  feeling  of  curiosity  as  to  its  cause  ;  so  she 
resolved  to  join  the  supper,  and  to  take  an  oppor- 
tunity of  questioning  Lady  Devereux  upon  the 
subject. 

There  is  assuredly  a  spell  in  those  Opera  suppers ; 
and  this  particular  one  was  enchanting !  As 
she  left  the  house,  Lady  Devereux  was  besieged 
by  entreaties  for  permission  to  accompany  her 
home,  but,  having  formed  her  party,  she  was 
obdurate.  "  Not  to-night,  my  lord — not  to-night, 
my  dear  sir. — Impossible,  Sir  James ;  I  never 
exceed  a  dozen'*'* — formed  the  running  accompani- 
ment to  her  retreat ;  and,  when  Lady  Madelaine 
drove  off  in  her  friend'^s  chariot,  her  own  was 
ordered  to  follow  her  to  Portland  Place. 

Half-past  two  o^clock  on  Sunday  morning  had 
chimed,  when  once  more  the  knocker  of  the  hall 
door  sent  its  staccato  thunder  through  the  house ; 
but,  loud  and  prolonged  as  it  was,  it  fiuled  to 
awaken  my  father,  who,  worn  out  with  watching, 
had,  an  hour  previously,  flung  himself  upon  a  80&, 
and  fallen  into  a  deep  sleep. 

Lady  Madelaine,  pale  and  exhausted,  hurried  to 
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her  dresfiing-rooru,  and,  having  urged  her  Abigail 
to  expedition,  soon  was,  or  seemed  to  be,  buried  in 
as  profound  a  slumber  as  that  which  had  overtaken 
her  husband. — 

And  so  ended  their  second  night  in  town. 


110  THE  CONFESSIONS  OP 


CHAPTER  VII. 

The  last  ball  had  been  given ;  the  last  dinner 
eaten  ;  the  last  lounger  had  departed,  or,  faute  de 
mieux,  had  declared  himself  gone,  and  become 
temporarily  invisible ;  the  belle  of  five  seasons  had 
reluctantly  admitted  to  herself,  and  been  reminded 
by  her  chaperone,  that  another  chance  was  lost, 
and  had  despairingly  betaken  herself  to  a  cheap 
watering-place,  to  recruit  alike  her  health  and  her 
finances,  and  to  sigh  over  the  past ;  the  last  bene- 
fit was  over ;  the  drive  was  dusty  and  deserted ; 
a  few  who  had  announced  that  they  were  "  off  to 
the  continent"  had  been  compelled  to  content 
themselves  with  crossing  the  water  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  Borough ;  pedestrians  could  ven- 
ture upon  passing  from  the  pavement  of  one  great 
thoroughfare  to  another,  without  risking  their 
necks  ;  tradesmen  began  to  reckon  up  their  profits, 
and  fathers  of  families  to  reflect  upon  their  bills  ; 
in  short,  «  London  itself  was  out  of  town,"  and 
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still  ray  mother  lingered.  Booksley,  and  a  matri- 
monial tete-d'tete  of  a  month'^s  duration,  were  more 
than  she  had  courage  to  contemplate,  after  the 
brilliant  and  triumphant  <Mbut  which  she  had  made. 
There  was,  however,  no  alternative.  The  season 
was  at  an  end.  Lady  Madelaine  Tilden  had  been 
the  fashion.  Royalty  had  eulogized  her  beauty 
and  her  grace ;  diners-out  had  decided  on  the 
excellence  of  her  cA^;  sour  dowagers  had  sneered 
at  her  mesalliance ;  and  budding  beauties  had  in- 
trigued and  entreated  for  invitations  to  her  ball ; 
where 

** '  Wreathed  smiles '  went  round,  and  speeches 

line,  forced,  and  plentifld — as  peaches ; 

And  costly  wines  on  every  side 

Poured  their  bright  current  far  and  wide." 

And  what  rale^  it  may  be  asked,  did  my  father 
enact  in  this  brilliant  drama.  I  am  proud  to 
answer,  that  it  was  one  so  dignified  and  irreproach- 
able, that  Lady  Madelaine  herself,  had  she  had 
time  to  remark  it,  must  have  felt  how  greatly  her 
own  consequence  was  enhanced  by  the  noble  bear- 
ing of  her  husband.  They  were  occasionally  seen 
together  in  public  ;  especially  at  the  Opera,  where 
she  had  secured  a  box  next  to  that  of  Lady  Deve- 
reux ;  and,  on  these  occasions,  the  manly  beauty 
and  graceful  bearing  of  Mr.  Tilden  never  &iled  to 
elicit  both  comment  and  curiosity.     Who  was  he  ? 
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•  ^^ 

Where  did  his  money  come  from  ?  These  were 
the  two  principal  queries ;  and,  although  they  were 
frequently  answered,  it  was  always  by  inference  or 
surmise;  for  the  '*set''  into  which  his  marriage 
had  introduced  him,  were  as  little  likely  to  know 
anything  of  the  late  firm  of  Osbaldiston  and  Co.,  as 
of  the  leading  tea-mart  at  Pekin.  That  he  was  a  man 
of  refined  tastes  and  fastidious  habits  was  visible  at 
once — there  was  nothing  of  the  parvenu  about 
him.  Half  a  dozen  titled  acquaintance  volunteered 
to  propose  him  at  their  respective  clubs ;  a  few 
accommodating  friends  were  anxious  to  transfer  to 
him  some  of  the  best  horses  in  England  ;  but  they 
quickly  discovered  that  Mr.  Tilden  knew  as  much 
of  horse-flesh  as  themselves,  although  he  might 
not  condescend  to  make  his  talent  quite  so  profit- 
able ;  and,  in  short,  it  was  soon  evident  to  every 
body  who  was  any  body,  and  these  composed  Lady 
Madelaine's  visiting  list,  that  Mr.  Tilden,  be  he 
whom  he  might,  was  not  a  man  who  could  either 
be  "  shelved''  or  "  done."' 

And  now,  a  circumstance  has  just  struck  me, 
which  from  my  own  knowledge  of  the  veracity  of 
my  narrative,  never  before  presented  itself  to  my 
mind ;  but  which  may  very  fairly  have  induced 
some  doubt  in  those  of  such  of  my  readers  as  may 
feel  disposed  to  be  difficult  and  hypercritical. 

I  have  made  repeated  allusions  to  the  refined 
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mind  and  elegant  tastes  of  my  father,  and  there 
may  be  individuals,  who,  themselves  highly-born 
and  elaborately  educated,  may  revert  to  the  early 
training  and  occupation  of  the  young  merchant 
with  a  feeling  of  &stidlou£>ness  and  contempt ;  and 
please  themselves  by  believing  in  the  impossibility 
of  so  utter  a  change  as  that  which  I  have  repre- 
sented, and  in  comparatively  so  short  a  space  of 
time.*  They  have  only,  however,  to  remember  that 
human  ttill  is  a  most  powerful  engine ;  and  that 
where  it  was  worked  by  ambition,  pride,  and  self- 
respect,  it  was  urged  on  by  three  of  the  great  impulses 
of  our  nature.  Nor  was  the  social  convei*sion  of 
my  father  a  sudden  miracle,  wrought  by  the  mere 
possession  of  wealth  ;  it  was  the  slowly  and  steadily 
attained  result  of  time,  and  distance,  and  applica- 
tion. I  have  myself  not  spared  the  satisfied  igno- 
rance of  the  travelled  novice,  who,  anxious  to  assume 
the  attributes  of  a  connoisseur,  dabbled  in  doubtfiil 
originals,  and  consigned  to  the  address  of  his  agent 
in  England  a  case  or  two  of  worthless  pictures : 
but  those  follies  were  the  early  mistakes  of  his  in- 
experience, by  which  he  had  far  too  much  good 
sense  and  discrimination  to  be  long  misled.  A 
total  estrangement  from  the  scenes,  the  associates, 
and  the  pursuits  of  his  early  manhood,  threw  the 
active  mind  of  my  father  upon  the  individuals  and 
habits  of  those  by  whom  he  was  surrounded ;  and 
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the  same  steady  and  strong  will  which  had  initiated 
him  into  the  complicated  mysteries  of  commerce, 
soon  provided  him  with  an  (y>en  sesame  to  the  more 
easily-attained  conventionalisms  of  general  society. 
Wherever  he  paused  during  his  travels,  he  applied 
himself  strenuously  to  the  examination  and  com- 
prehension of  all  that  fell  under  his  notice  ;  while  he 
was  careful  to  select  his  casual  society  among  that 
description  of  persons  with  whom  he  was  desirona 
thenceforth  to  associate  on  equal  terms.  His 
evident  wealth  and  total  want  of  pretension  ren- 
dered this  by  no  means  so  difficult  a  matter  as  at 
first  sight  it  may  appear.  Long  voyages  at  sea,  in 
the  infancy  of  steam,  and  the  generalizing  accom- 
modations of  foreign  posting-houses,  were  able  aids 
to  his  design.  But  who  that  has  travelled,  even  of 
late  years,  has  not  experienced  the  truth  which  I 
am  here  endeavouring  to  enforce  ?  Suffice  it  that 
my  father  did  succeed  to  the  full  extent  of  his 
wishes  ;  and  that  at  the  period  of  his  marriage  with 
Lady  Madelaine  Glenfillan  he  was  at  once  a  finished 
gentleman  and  a  complete  man  of  the  world ;  and 
perhaps  he  had  the  more  readily  adopted  the  tastes 
and  usages  of  the  noble  and  the  wealthy,  because 

in  the  outset  of  his  career  of  ambition  he  had  nothina 

» 

to  undo. 

It  is  only  those  who  have  trammelled  themselves 
with  low-bred  associates,  and  de£:raded  their  own 
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minds  by  low-bred  habits,  who  cannot  rise  with 
their  fortunes  ;  and  this  is  a  fact  which  tlie  narrow- 
minded  insolence  of  the  "  exclusive ''  would  do  well 
to  learn,  instead  of  afiectintr  to  believe  that  his 
"  order ""  came  into  the  world  after  "  every  god  had 
set  his  seal '"  upon  it,  while  all  other  classes  of 
society  were  branded  with  the  mark  of  Cain. 

To  this,  my  reader^s  first  possible  objection,  not 
only  to  the  positive  veracity  but  even  to  the  ver- 
similitude  of  my  &mily  sketch,  he  may  also  advance 
the  improbability  of  the  decision  and  the  world- 
wisdom  of  which  I  have  shown  my  mother  to  be 
possessed  at  so  early  an  age  as  nineteen  ;  but,  should 
he  indeed  do  so,  he  can  know  little  of  woman''s 
nature.  With  women,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  affirm 
that  intellect,  strong  will,  and  eiitraordinary  powers 
of  perspicacity  and  fitness^  are  of  no  particular  age. 
Watch  an  intelligent  girl  as  she  passes  from  child- 
hood into  youth,  and  my  argument  will  be  at  once 
borne  out.  I  am  hazarding  no  rash  opinion.  The 
assertion  is  foimded  upon  extensive  experience. 
Generally  speaking,  the  youth  at  sixteen  is  still  a 
boy,  absorbed  by  his  lexicon,  his  boat,  and  his  pony; 
but  the  girl  who  at  sixteen  is  not  a  woman  alike 
in  intellect  and  in  heart  bids  fair  to  die  a  child  or 
a  simpleton  at  the  close  of  a  long  Ufe.  All  chil- 
dren, particularly  those  who  are  banished  to  the 
nursery,   and  consigned  to  the  companionship  of 
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hirelings,  necessarily  hear  many  things  which  they 
are  not  supposed  to  remark,  far  less  to  understand ; 
but  the  young  are  peculiarly  susceptible  to  all  thai 
is  passing  about  them,  and  nothing  fidls  to  the 
ground  unheeded  which  is  brought  under  their  ob- 
servation. 

In  comparative  infancy  boys  experience  this  ex- 
ternal influence  far  less  than  their  sisters.  Their 
habits,  at  once  boisterous  and  active,  afford  to  them 
fewer  opportunities  of  hearing  discussions,  and  ar- 
guments, and  inferences,  relating  to  social  ties  and 
social  usages.  Tlie  sedentary  amusements  of  girls 
lend  themselves,  on  the  contrary,  not  only  to  mo- 
mentary attention,  but  to  after-speculation.  Je- 
mima, as  she  trims  her  frock,  is  frequently  employed 
in  wondering  what  mamma  meant  last  night  by 
telling  Mrs.  Smith  that  Miss  Jones  had  jilted  Mr. 
Bro^n,  because  she  discovered  that  Mr.  Robinson 
was  a  richer  man  ;  and  when  the  frock  is  completed 
a  day  or  two  afterwards,  she  is  very  probably  still 
occupied  in  wondering  whether,  when  she  is  a 
little  older,  she  shall  ever  jilt  any  one,  and  if  it  is  a 
pleasant  amusement,  and  what  it  really  means. 
Fanny,  as  she  dresses  her  doll,  bids  her  be  good 
and  quiet,  and  then  she  shall  have  a  rich  husband, 
and  ride  in  a  carriage,  and  do  just  as  she  likes ;  for 
mamma  told  papa  yesterday,  when  he  was  angiy 
with  her,  that  she  would  do  as  she  liked — ^while 
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dowry,  she  learnt  that  even  she — the  highly-born 
and  the  beautiful— could  be  put  into  a  humiliating 
competition  with — money !  Then,  again,  her  woman- 
wit  lent  its  aid  ;  and,  where  a  weaker  mind  would 
have  become  bitter,  she  onlv  became  wise.  Her 
afler-£ite  confirmed  this  wisdom.  In  the  seclusion 
of  her  father's  castle,  and  rendered  painfully  aiiiire 
of  that  father's  trammelled  position,  she  had  time 
io  revert  to  the  past.  She  began  to  concede  that 
the  fortune-hunting  adorers,  by  whom  she  had  been 
first  worshipped  and  then  deserted,  might  advance 
a  valid  excuse  for  their  apostacy — she  began  to 
discover  that  there  was  wisdom  as  well  as  wit  in 
the  old  song,  which  declares  that 

"  Not  even  love  can  live  on  flowers ;" 

and — she  married  my  fether. 

Lady  Madelaine  Tiiden  had  not  studied  for  the 
nine  long  years  of  awakening  womanhood  under 
such  able  tutors  as  the  world  and  Lady  Sinclair ; 
she  had  not  suffered  mortification  and  disappoint- 
ment ;  she  had  not  felt  her  pride  prostrated,  her 
self-love  wounded,  and  her  heart  made  the  toy  of 
idle  and  interested  foplings;  she  had  not  been 
suddenly  withdrawn  fipom  the  giddy  vortex  of 
fashion  and  celebrity,  and  buried  alive  in  the 
highlands,  to  muse  over  the  motives,  the  im- 
pulses, the  feelings,  and  the  weaknesses  of  those 
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amoDg  whom  she  had  previously  lived,  to  re-appear 
in  the  same  bright  and  busy  world  a  woman  in 
stature,  but  a  child  at  heart. 

Remembering  my  mother  vividly,  as  I  still  do, 
I  feel  satisfied  that,  with  the  same  experience  (had 
that  been  possible),  she  would  have  played  at  fifteen 
the  same  cold,  and  haughty,  and  decisive  part. 
Age  has  no  influence  upon  principles,  and  feel- 
ings, and  prejudices,  like  those  of  Lady  Madelaine 
Tilden. 

The  season  was  at  an  end.  The  woods  and 
glades  of  Rooksley  were  in  all  their  beauty.  The 
domain  was  extensive,  and  in  admirable  taste.  If 
a  fault  could  be  found,  it  existed  in  the  absence  of 
all  ancient  timber— the  leafy  honours  of  Rooksley 
Ghace  had  been  stricken  down  by  the  hammer  of 
the  auctioneer.  It  is  true,  that  great  skill  had 
been  evinced  in  repairing  this  evil,  in  so  far  as  it 
was  susceptible  of  reparation  ;  but  the  antique 
grandeur  of  the  mansion  seemed  to  fi'own  forth,  in 
haughty  scorn  of  the  new  generation  of  forest  timber 
that  was  growing  up  about  it. 

Lady  Devereux,  on  her  first  visit  to  the  Ghace, 
laughingly  told  her  cousin  that  the  new  acquisi- 
tion of  Mr.  Tilden  reminded  her  of  himself:  it 
was  very  stately  and  very  magnificent,  but  it 
ieanted  time ! 

"  At  last,  my  sweet  Madelaine,"  said  l^er  hus- 
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band,  as  for  the  second  time  they  sat  tfte^-teU  hj 
lamplight  under  their  own  roof,  "  at  last  you  are 
all  my  own,  and  I  have  time  to  ask  you  a  thousand 
questions,  which  you,  more  strangely  stiU,  have 
time  to  answer.  And,  first,  how  do  you  like 
Rooksley  ?'' 

*'  It  is  impossible  not  to  like  a  place  upon  which 
the  Duke  of  Dorchester  prided  himself  so  much  f 
replied  my  mother,  who  had  never  been  surprised 
out  of  her  nil  admirari  since  her  arrival  in  Gros- 
venor  Square  ;  "  but  it  sadly  wants  timber.'' 

"  Our  woods  are  very  promising,  ai^d  we  must 
have  patience,'*''  said  my  &ther,  in  whose  voice 
there  was  a  slight  tone  of  disappointment. 

'^  And  you  must  excuse  me  if  I  add,  Mr.  Tilden, 
that  the  house  as  sadly  requires — inmates.  We 
are  positively  lost  here  alone.'' 

''  But  just  now,  my  dear  Madelaine,  repose  and 
quiet  are  so  essential  to  you.  Your  roses  have 
waned  fearfully  during  the  past  season.  I  shall 
not  be  happy  until  I  see  them  bloom  again." 

"  Have  we  any  neighbourhood  f  asked  the 
young  wife  in  her  turn. 

"  I  have  not  yet  made  the  inquiry.  I  only  fear 
that  we  shall  ascertain  the  fact  too  soon.  In  00 
fine  a  sporting  country,  there  can  be  little  doubt 
that  we  shall  find  many  resident  families,  who  will 
not  fail  to  seize  so  admirable  an  opportunity  of 
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making  the  acquaintance  of  the  &ir  and  &shionable 
Lady  Madelaine  Tilden/^ 

"  Provided  that  they  prove  visitable,  it  will  be 
a  blessing ;''''  said  my  mother,  as  she  suppressed  a 
yawn ;  "  Glenfillan  has  perfectly  disgusted  me 
with  empty,  echoing,  overgrown  family  houses," 

My  father  walked  to  the  open  window,  and, 
drawing  back  the  curtain,  looked  out  upon  the 
beautiAil  expanse  of  wood  and  water,  which  lay 
steeped  in  moonlight,  beyond  the  lawn.  The  deer 
were  lying  in  groups  upon  the  soft  greensward  of 
the  home-park,  and  their  long  shadows  formed 
fantastic  outlines  upon  the  grass.  The  nightingales 
were  answering  each  other  from  the  leaf-laden 
boughs.  At  intervals  a  hare  started  from  the  un- 
derwood, and  scudded  across  the  open  glades, 
brushing  away  the  heavy  drops  of  dew  which 
fringed  the  blades  of  the  long  grass ;  and  the  pecu- 
liar cry  of  the  pheasants  broke  the  silence  for  an 
instant,  as  it  rose  from  the  more  distant  preserves. 

It  was  a  scene  of  rich  and  tranquil  English 
landscape  beauty ;  and  as  my  father  mentally  ran 
over  the  various  and  vaunted  spots  which  he  had 
visited  during  his  wanderings,  he  could  recall 
nothing  by  which  it  seemed  to  him  to  be  rivalled 
in  pure  and  placid  loveliness. 

Afler  having  contemplated  the  enchanting  view 
for  a  time  in  silence,  he  could  not  refrain  from  ex^ 
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patiatiDg  upon  its  extreme  beauty  to  Ladj  Made- 
lain  e,  who  rose  languidly  from  her  chair,  as  if 
rather  with  a  courteous  desire  to  give  him  plea- 
sure, than  from  an  idea  of  receiving  any  herself. 
My  mother  was  no  whit  a  sentimentalist:  she 
had  never  been  taught  to  consider  the  country 
otherwise  than  as  the  most  correct  refuge  after  the 
season,  and  that  portion  of  the  British  empire  in 
which  the  flowers  were  grown  that  composed  her 
bouquets.  But  even  she  was  not  altogether  proof 
against  the  spell  of  the  quiet  holiness  of  nature : 
and,  for  a  time,  she  gazed  long  and  silently  on  the 
clear  glory  of  that  summer  night ;  watched  the 
reflection  of  the  bright  stars,  as.  they  appeared  to 
dance  upon  the  undulating  ripple  of  the  lake  ;  and 
then  sent  her  long  and  searching  glances  deep  into 
the  blue  and  cloudless  sky,  over  which  they  wera 
strowu  like  diamond  studs  upon  a  regal  numtle ; 
while  the  moon,  that  lay  lovingly  upon  the  open 
glades,  and  on  the  glittering  waters,  only  touched 
the  summits  of  the  tall  trees,  and  crowned  them 
with  silver,  leaving  broad  masses  of  shadow  about 
and  beneath  them,  which  lent  a  mysterious  indis- 
tinctness to  th^  distance. 

Hers  was  not,  however,  a  nature  to  remain  long 
thus  absorbed.  The  very  beauty  of  the  scene  soon 
suggested  other  and  more  worldly  ideas.  She 
began  to  think  how  admirably  the  park  lent  itself  to 
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the  idea  of  a  brilliant  fete  champStre,  Fireworks 
would  have  a  delightful  effect,  if  let  off  from  the 
island  on  the  lake.  Nothing  could  be  prettier ! 
And  two  or  three  boats,  gaily  decked  with  streamers 
and  coloured  lights,  would  be  &iry-like  and  magi- 
cal, as  they  appeared  and  disappeared  among  the 
overhanging  willows.  Then  she  peopled  the  lawn 
with  dancing  booths,  marquees,  and  parti -coloured 
groups  ;  and  then  she  heaved  a  sigh,  as  she  remem- 
bered that  they  were  utter  strangers  in  the  county, 
and  that,  to  do  all  this,  the  few  friends  whom 
they  expected  would  not  suffice ;  while  even,  for 
the  advent  of  those  few,  she  had  yet  a  weary 
month  to  wait. 

"  Is  it  not  calm  and  lovely  f  asked  my  father 
at  length,  as  with  affectionate  anxiety  he  threw  a 
shawl  over  her  shoulders,  and  passed  his  arm 
about  her  waist.  "  The  long,  deep  sigh,  to  which 
you  just  now  gave  utterance,  awoke  me,  my  sweet 
wife,  from  the  most  delicious  train  of  thought  in 
which  I  had  ever  indulged.  Dare  I  tell  you  what 
was  its  subject  T 

"  As  it  would  seem  that  we  were  similarly  on- 
gaged,  we  have  alike  done  treason  to  the  beauty 
upon  which  we  looked  ;^^  was  the  reply ;  "  for  in  me, 
also,  it  induced  a  chateau  en  Eapagne^  that  was  not 
without  its  charms/^ 

"  Will  you  not  confide  it  to  me  T 

o2 
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^'  I  see  no  reason  why  I  should  refiise.  I  was 
picturing  to  myself  how  beautiful  a  fete  we  Dfiight 
give  here,  and  how  well  every  thing  would  tellj  for 
no  natural  accessory  is  wanted ;  when  I  suddenly 
remembered  that  we  knew  no  one,  and  that,  con- 
sequently, I  could  do  nothing,  save  console  myself 
with  the  Italian  proverb,  Soffri  il  male^  e  aspeUa 
il  bene!*'' 

''  And  I,"^  said  the  husband,  as  he  looked  down 
fondly,  and  yet  somewhat  mournfully,  upon  the 
beautiful  face,  on  which  the  moonlight  shed  its 
clear,  calm  radiance ;  "  I  was  thinking  with  how 
proud  a  heart  I  might  one  day  see  you  lead  forth 
our  child  to  gambol  on  that  velvet  lawn,  and  to 
sport  beside  those  glittering  waters.  I  was  think- 
ing — " 

'-'•  I  beseech  you, do  not  read  me  a  homily  \^  said 
my  mother,  withdrawing  herself  from  his  clasp 
with  a  slight  shudder,  and  returning  to  her  seat : 
^'  that  is  a  subject  which  I  by  no  means  wish  to 
dwell  on.  I  assure  you,  Mr.  Tilden,  that  to  a 
young  and  fitshion^ble  woman  such  a  prospect  is 
by  no  means  a  pleasant  one.'^ 
*'  But  to  a  wife,  Madelaine— ^^ 
"  Ha,  that  is  the  text  of  another  homily.  Fif- 
teen years  hence  I  shall  myself,  perhaps,  babble  of 
maternal  duties ;  at  present  I  do  not  aifect  to  un- 
derstand them,  and  am  only  thankful  that,  at  all 
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events,  such  things  have  been  created  as  nursery- 
maids  and  governesses.^ 

"  One  day  I  trust  that  you  will  feel  differently,"^ 
said  my  &ther,  forcing  a  smile. 

"  Perhaps  *^  was  the  cold  reply  ;  "  but  at  pre- 
sent I  will  only  ask  you  to  ring  for  the  chess- 
board.'' 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

The  dreaded  month  went  by  more  rapidly  than 
the  Lady  Madclaine  had  anticipated.  It  was  im- 
possible to  be  thrown  entirely  upon  my  father's 
society  without  appreciating  his  many  admirable 
qualities ;  and,  had  not  the  twelve  pFevioas  weeks 
of  dissipation,  coquetry,  and  folly,  thoroughly 
unhinged  the  mind,  and  perverted  the  feelings  of 
the  young  wife,  she  might  possibly  have  learnt  to 
love  her  husband  as  he  deserved.  But,  alas  !  those 
twelve  short  weeks  had  been  sufficient  to  destroy 
this  hope  for  ever. 

Let  it  not  bo  thought  that  my  mother  wilfully, 
and  with  her  eyes  open,  plunged  herself  into  posi- 
tions of  difficulty,  and  resolved  to  indulge  her  own 
predilections  caute  qui  coute.  Far  from  it.  Had 
she  ima<rined  that  Lord  Otterford  was  a  deliberate 
and  cold-blooded  profligate,  who  was  amusing  him- 
self at  the  expense  of  her  vanity  and  inexperience, 
she  would  have  shrunk  from  him  with  horror. 
It  was  that  very  vanity  and  inexperience  which 
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blinded  her.  Had  she  gone  a  step  further,  and 
suspected  that  he  had  yet  darker  and  more  guilty 
designs,  she  would,  in  all  probability,  have  souf];ht 
for  protection  and  refuge  in  the  affection  of  the  man 
to  whom  she  had  given  her  hand ;  but  no  such  idea 
ever  crossed  the  pure  mind  of  Lady  Madelaine. 
She  was  vain,  imprudent,  and  exacting.  She. 
required  homage,  but  she  never  dreamt  of  paying 
it  by  a  return.  The  haughtiness  of  her  natural 
disposition  made  her  jealous  of  all  interference 
on  the  part  of  her  husband;  and  the  line  of 
conduct  which  she  had  adopted  immediately  afler 
her  marriage  had  so  thoroughly  emancipated  her 
from  his  control,  that  she  soon  ceased  to  under- 
stand that  he  had  any  right  to  exert  it.  It  was 
true — as  her  friend  Lady  Devereux  had  senten- 
tiously  observed,  in  one  of  those  hours  of  female 
confidence  which  are  productive,  at  times,  of  a 
vast  amount  of  evil — that  Mr.  Tilden  had  rescued 
her  from  the  monotonous  exile  of  Glenfillan,  and 
surrounded  her  with  magnificence  5  but  what  had 
she  not  done  for  him?  Look  at  her  rank — her 
connection — her  beauty  !  Was  he  not  almost  old 
enough  to  be  her  father  ?  And — her  dear  Madelaine 
must  forgive  her  for  speaking  frankly — ^was  he  not, 
before  their  marriage,  a  nobody  ? 

All  this  was  undeniable — and  upon  these  pre- 
mises my  mother  acted.     There  can  be  no  doubt 
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that  there  must  have  been  moments  in  which  the 
question  woM  arise  in  her  own  heart,  in  how  &r 
her  renewal  of  intimacy  with  Lord  Otterford  was 
either  desirable  or  correct ;  but,  if  it  were  so,  the 
extreme  pride,  which  was  her  besetting  sin,  most 
equally  in  those  moments  have  proved  her  worst 
enemy,  by  blinding  her  to  the  danger  she  had  so 
thoughtlessly  evoked. 

Be  all  this,  however,  as  it  may,  the  naonth  of 
matrimonial  domestication  wore  away  swiftly  ;  the 
neicrhbourhood  proving  not  only  visitable  but  so- 
ciable. My  father'^s  surmise  was  a  correct  one. 
The  fame  of  the  dashing  Lady  Madelaine  Tilden 
had  preceded  her,  and  all  the  county  were  anxious 
to  be  numbered  among  her  acquaintance.  The  men 
were  prepared  to  lose  their  hearts,  and  the  womoi 
to  profit  by  so  admirable  an  opportunity  of  imitating' 
the  dress  and  style  of  a  celebrated  beauty.  It  is 
true,  that  the  extremely  cold  and  sometimes  arro- 
gant bearing  of  my  mother,  led  a  few  of  the  most 
important  families  to  doubt  whether,  aft^r  all,  the 
long-talked-of  Tildens  would  prove  any  very  great 
acquisition  ;  and  to  contrast  the  haughty  and  indo- 
lent courtesies  of  their  new  neighbour  with  the  easy 
and  winning  manners  of  the  Ladies  Trevor ;  but, 
as  the  frank  politeness  of  my  father  offered  an 
agreeable  relief  from  the  supercilious  insouciance 
of  his  wife,  and  invariably  healed  the  wounds  which 
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her  indiiference  had  inflicted  on  the  self-love  of 
their  visitors,  no  decided  affiront  was  given  to  the 
female  portion  of  the  guests ;  while  the  extreiue 
beauty  and  inherent  love  of  admiration  which  maile 
my  mother  so  attractive  to  the  other  sex,  suf- 
ficiently propitiated  their  husbands  and  brothers, 
to  induce  them  to  believe  and  to  declare  that 
Lady  Madelaine  Tilden  was  an  angel ! 

As  a  matter  of  course,  invitations  poured  in  at 
Booksley ;  and  among  the  rest,  came  one  from  the 
Vemons,  whose  estate  joined  that  of  my  father. 
Mrs.  Vernon  was  a  widow,  whose  husband  had 
represented  the  county  in  parliament;  and  who, 
although  he  had  been  dead  for  several  years,  hivd 
never  quite  recovered  her  loss.  She  was  a  gentle, 
amiable  woman,  still  possessing  the  remains  of  great 
beauty,  but  thoroughly  indiflerent  to  everything, 
save  the  happiness  of  her  son  and  daughter,  at  whose 
entreaty  she  had  emerged  from  retirement,  to  make 
the  acquaintance  of  the  new  owners  of  Booksley. 

Frederic  Vernon  was  a  fine  young  man  of  six- 
and-twenty,  with  a  fiill  appreciation  of  his  per- 
sonal and  worldly  advantages ;  which  latter 
attribute  I  mention  rather  to  give  a  proof  of  his 
consistency,  than  firom  conceiving  it  to  be  an  extra- 
ordinary feature  of  his  history  which  required  to 
be  put  on  record.  He  had  recently  returned  from 
a  tour  of  Europe,  and  was  strongly  tinged  with 
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foreign  habits  and  ideas.  To  him  the  sojourn  of 
Vernon  Priory,  beautiM  as  it  was,  would  have 
been  insupportable,  had  not  the  extreme  affection 
which  he  bore  to  his  mother  and  sister  made  every 
spot  which  they  inhabited  not  only  bearable,  bat 
pleasant  to  him.  Frederic  Vernon  was  not  con- 
stituted for  retirement.  His  talents  were  dazzling:, 
but  by  no  means  solid  ;  his  acquirements  were  barely 
respectable;  but  he  had  the  tact  to  appear  br 
wiser  than  he  was — a  secret  more  {generally  diffused 
in  society  than  it  is  supposed  to  be,  and  particularly 
easy  to  practice  by  a  handsome  young  man  of  good 
property,  whom  no  one  is  vastly  disposed  to  criti- 
cize with  severity.  His  success  abroad  bad  been 
considerable ;  and  it  was  even  rumoured  that  he 
had  been  requested  to  quit  the  territories  of  a  petty 
Italian  Duca  within  twenty-four  hours,  although  it 
had  never  occurred  to  Mr.  Vernon  to  hare  any 
political  opinion  out  of  his  own  country ;  but  he 
had  danced,  and  sighed,  and  looked  love-lorn,  in  a 
quarter  where  such  proceedings  were  not  admis- 
sible ;  and  he  accordingly  obeyed  without  demur 
the  obliging  suggestion  of  the  official  who  waited 
upon  him  at  his  hotel;  and  passed  out  of  the 
Uuchy  on  the  following  morning,  carrying  away 
with  him  a  heavy  heart  and  an  exceedingly  mag- 
nificent brilliant  ring. 

No  one  could  exactly  decide  how  this  travelling 
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adventure  became  whispered  in  England,  as  his 
valet  was,  of  course,  as  secret  as  the  grave ;  and 
the  affair  was  altoficether  too  delicate  to  have  borne 
mention  from  himself;  but,  nevertheless,  it  teas 
whispered  ;  and  it  is,  therefore,  not  surprising  that 
Mr.  Frederic  Vernon  was  considered,  and  con- 
sidered himself  to  be,  the  hero  of  the  county.  He 
had  fits  of  abstraction — in  society ;  occasionally 
started  painfully  as  his  eye  fell  upon  the  ring; 
sung  one  particular  and  pathetic  Italian  ballad  with 
peculiar  pathos  and  expression  to  his  guitar ;  and 
was,  in  short,  a  drawing-room  Corydon. 

Emily  Vernon  was  a  charming  girl  of  eighteen. 
Tall,  and  fair,  and  gentle ;  tenderly  attached  to  her 
widowed  mother,  and  devotedly  fond  of  her  hand- 
some and  sentimental  brother  ;  without  one  thought 
of  self,  or  one  craving  for  admiration. 

Mr.  Tilden  had  been  from  home  when  the  Vemons 
called,  and  my  mother  had  returned  the  visit  with- 
out him,  by  leaving  cards  at  their  lodge-gate  during 
her  drive ;  nor  had  she  considered  it  necessary  to  men- 
tion the  circumstance,  until  the  arrival  of  the  dinner- 
card  ;  when  she  carelessly  inquired  of  my  father  if 
he  considered  it  expedient  to  accept  the  invitation. 

"  Since  you  request  my  opinion,  I  should  say 
decidedly  yes  ;^  was  the  reply.  "  On  passing  their 
place,  a  day  or  two  since,  I  inquired  to  whom  it 
belonged,   and  was  informed   that  the  late  pro- 
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prietor  represented  the  county  during  sevenl 
sessions,  and  that  the  ladies  of  the  family  were 
almost  domesticated  at  Booksley,  with  the  daugh- 
ters of  the  Duke  r 

"  And  F^licie  tells  mie/''  followed  up  my  mother, 
"  that  Mrs  Vernon'^s  son,  who  is  now  at  the 
Priory,  is  a  sort  of  k^o  de  romauy  who  eloped  with 
an  Italian  Principessa,  fought  a  duel  with  the 
Prince,  and  was  expelled  the  country  by  the 
Pope  himself — a  personage^  in  short,  who  is  con- 
traband over  half  Europe/' 

'-'•  Ha,  indeed  !  Is  it  so !  Am  I  fated  to  find 
my  old  travelling  comrade,  Frederic  Vernon,  in 
my  nearest  neighbour?''  said  my  &ther  with  a 
smile.  ''  The  name  was  not  sufficiently  uncommon 
to  strike  me ;  but  the  affair  with  the  Italian 
Duchessa  settles  the  point." 

''  And  was  he  really  involved  in  a  duel,  and 
afterwards  expelled  the  country?'  asked  my 
mother,  roused  for  a  moment  into  a  feeling  of 
interest. 

'^  So  it  was  said  ;  and  it  is  certain  that  his  dis- 
parition  from  the  Duchy  was  so  sudden  that  he  did 
not  favour  his  friends  by  any  leave-taking.  There 
was  decidedly  some  mystery  attached  to  him  ;  bat 
as  we  never  afterwards  chanced  to  meet,  I  am  unable 
to  afford  any  precise  information  on  the  subject.'' 

"  We  will  dine  with  the  Vemons,  at  all  events," 
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said  the  bride ;  "  I  will  cancel  my  acceptance  to 
Lady  O'Halloran  ;  the  Hall  is  at  least  four  miles 
from  hence ;  and  the  Vemons  live  nearly  at  the 
Park  Grate ;  the  fatigue  will  be  much  lessened  by 
the  change.*" 

And  having  so  decided,  my  mother  once  more 
bent  her  &ir  head  over  her  desk ;  gave  the  note 
which  she  had  already  written  to  Lady  O'^Halloran 
to  her  spaniel  for  a  plaything ;  wrote  an  acceptance 
to  Mrs.  Vernon  with  her  best  crowquill ;  and  then 
threw  herself  back  among  her  cushions,  to  wonder 
what  effect  her  own  beauty  would  produce  upon  a 
man  who  had  been  expelled  from  an  Italian  Duchy, 
to  save  the  honour  of  its  female  sovereign. 

For  the  first  time  since  her  arrival  in  the  coun- 
try, Lady  Madelaine  took  considerable  interest  in 
the  operations  of  Felicie,  on  the  evening  of  Mrs. 
Vernon'^s  dinner.  She  resolutely  resisted  all  the 
endeavours  of  her  attendant  to  induce  her  to  make 
her  chbut  in  the  county  en  grande  dame ;  refused 
to  wear  any  ornament ;  and,  notwithstanding  the 
voluble  horror  and  visible  mortification  of  the 
saubrettey  declared  her  intention  of  eschewing  all 
cmffare  save  her  own  magnificent  hair.  F^cie 
urged,  entreated,  and  eventually  wept  over  the  ex- 
traordinary resolution  of  her  mistress  ;  and  closed 
drawers  and  caskets  with  a  series  of  gestures  of 
offended   dignity  which  were  quite  indescribable ; 
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although  she  afterwards  conceded  to  Mrs.  Lockall, 
the  housekeeper,  that  it  was  a  comfort  to  know,  in 
spite  of  the  caprice  which  induced  Milady  to  go  out 
for  the  first  time  in  a  costume  better  suited  to  a 
petite  fille^  than  to  the  wife  of  a  millionaire^  that 
she  had  seldom  seen  her  look  so  well ;  and  there- 
fore, it  was  easy  to  imagine  how  she  teould  have 
looked  had  she  been  mise  comme-il/aut ! 

It  was,  however,  as  I  need  scarcely  explain,  no 
part  of  Lady  Madelaine's  system  to  owe  admiration 
to  a  ribbon  or  a  set  of  baubles.  If  she  could  not 
command  it  by  the  graces  of  her  person,  she  scorned 
to  win  it  by  the  magnificence  of  her  attire ;  or 
to  share  it  with  diamonds  and  gauzes.  That  she 
had  judged  wisely,  in  the  present  instance,  she  at 
once  perceived  by  the  expression  of  her  husbandV 
countenance,  as  she  joined  him  in  the  library, 
previous  to  their  departure  for  Vernon  Priory. 
She  had  indeed,  as  F^licie  wisely  remarked,  seldom 
looked  so  beautiful.  There  was  an  utter  absence  of 
pretension  in  her  whole  appearance;  a  dignified 
simplicity  in  her  dress  and  bearing,  which  delighted 
my  father.  She  had  evidently  no  intention  of 
overawing  her  new  acquaintance  by  the  power  of 
her  wealth — that  most  imdertoned  of  all  ambition 
— ^and  her  extreme  loveliness  was  so  conspicuous  in 
the  utter  absence  of  extraneous  ornament,  that,  as 
he  raised  her  hand  to  his  lips,  he  could  not  resist 
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the  utterance  of  a  compliment  more  lover-like  than 
matrimonial. 

Five  minutes'*  drive  from  their  own  Park  Gate 
brought  them  to  that  of  Mrs.  Vernon  ;  and  even 
in  the  twilight  my  father  could  not  forbear  remark- 
ing the  magnificence  of  the  old  avenue  through 
which  thev  approached  the  house,  which  was  sur- 
rounded on  all  sides  by  elms  and  beeches  of  stately 
growth.  The  building  itself  appeared  to  be  coeval 
with  the  timber.  A  great  portion  of  the  exterior 
was  overgrown  with  ivy,  amid  which  the  lofty 
lancet-headed  windows,  streaming  with  light,  pro- 
duced at  that  hour  a  magical  effect ;  while  the  deep 
perspective  of  the  principal  entrance,  whose  reced- 
ing arches  were  terminated  by  massive  doors  of 
iron-studded  oak,  gave  an  antique  stateliness  to  the 
edifice,  and  heightened  its  monastic  character. 

Considerably  less  extensive  than  Rooksley, 
Vernon  Priory  was  infinitely  more  attractive  to  a 
strancrer.  No  woodman'^s  axe  had  ever  sounded  in 
that  quiet  spot.  It  was  easy  to  see  that  sire  and 
sou  had  alike  respected  the  place  of  their  birth,  and 
the  home  of  their  ancestors.  When  a  giant  tree 
lay  prone  within  the  limits  of  the  moss-grown 
fences,  it  was  because  time  had  eaten  away  its  stout 
heart,  and  relaxed  its  weakened  roots  ;  and  while 
the  scattered  rooks  cawed  their  hoarse  requiem  over 
the  prostrate  ruin,  it  conveyed  no  reproach  to  the 
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lords  of  the  soil.  No  croupier^s  rake  had  ever 
swept  away  the  leafy  honours  of  the  Vernon  woods ; 
no  dice-box  had  ever  rattled  its  triumph  over  their 
sturdy  trunks.  Like  the  treasure  of  the  pre- 
adamite  Sultans,  to  which  travellers  tell  us  that 
every  monarch  is  compelled  to  add  his  share, 
while  none  are  permitted  to  withdraw  any  portion 
of  that  already  hoarded,  so  did  every  succeeding 
Vernon  plant  his  saplings  in  the  soil  of  his  ances- 
tors ;  while  each  would  have  considered  it  as  sacri- 
lege to  destroy  the  work,  or  counteract  the  inten- 
tion of  his  predecessor. 

When  my  father  and  Lady  Madelaine  entered 
Mrs.  Vemon'*s  drawing-room,  the  party,  which  was 
by  no  means  a  large  one,  had  already  assembled ; 
the  hostess  received  her  stranger  guests  with  a 
quiet  elegance  of  demeanour  which  accorded  well 
with  her  stately  although  &ded  beauty,  and  her 
deep  mourning  dress ;  and  after  having  presented 
her  son  and  daughter,  proceeded  to  introduce  my 
mother  to  the  lady  who  occupied  a  portion  of  the 
sofa  to  which  she  led  her,  while  my  father  renewed 
his  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Vernon. 

This  lady,  who  chanced  to  be  Lady  O^Hallonin, 
found  an  immediate  topic  of  conversation,  in  her 
regret  that  Mrs.  Vernon  should  have  proved  more 
fortunate  than  herself,  in  being  the  first  to  receive 
their  new  neighbour ;   and  then  she  proceeded  to 
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congratulate  herself  on  having,  at  least,  so  agree- 
able an  opportunity  of  making  her  acquaintance. 
Lady  Madelaine  bowed,  and  smiled,  although  she 
felt  greatly  disposed  to  yawn ;  but  she  found  the 
Tolubility  of  her  new  friend  less  importunate  when 
she  discovered  that  there  was  no  necessity  for  her 
to  offer  any  reply ;  so  she  continued  to  bow  and 
smile  at  intervals  during  the  five  minutes  which 
preceded  dinner ;  and  she  had  scarcely  left  her  seat, 
and  taken  the  arm  of  Mr.  Vernon  on  its  announce- 
ment, ere  Lady  O'Halloran  assured  Dr.  James  the 
rector,  under  whose  escort  she  was  preparing  to 
follow,  that  Lady  Madelaine  Tilden  had  been 
cruelly  misrepresented  by  her  correspondent  Mrs. 
Gordon,  for  that  she  had  seldom  met  with  a  more 
simply-mannered  or  sensible  person.  The  worthy 
gentlewoman  was  not  aware,  or  had  forgotten  that 
"  the  beard  does  not  make  the  philosopher  f"  and 
that  it  was  very  possible  for  a  fashionable  beauty  to 
be  all  that  she  had  heard,  when  she  felt  it  expedient 
to  assert  herself ;  and  yet  patiently  to  suffer  the 
garrulous  civility  of  an  elderly  gentlewoman  where 
she  was  anxious  to  disarm  local  criticism. 

Lady  O^Halloran  was,  accordingly,  by  no  means 
the  only  person  whose  golden  opinion  my  mother 
won  that  evening.  Mrs.  Vernon  was  delighted  at 
the  prospect  of  obtaining  such  a  friend  for  her 
gentle  Emily ;  who,  on  her  part,  was  enchanted 
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with  the  quiet  grace  and  highbreeding  of  the  new 
mistress  of  Rooksley.  But  of  all  those  whom  she 
thralled,  not  one  was  so  thoroughly  the  slave  of  her 
fascinations  as  Mr.  Frederic  Vernon.  He  assured 
Mrs.  Alexander,  wlio  sat  on  his  left  hand,  that 
Lady  Madelaine  Tilden  reminded  him  almost  pain- 
fully of  a  woman  of  high  rank  whom  he  had  known 
abroad  ;  and  then  ho  sighed,  and  glanced  down  upon 
his  brilliant  ring,  and  fell  into  a  fit  of  abstraction ; 
during  which  his  dark  blue  eyes  were  riveted  on 
the  table-cloth,  and  he  looked  like  one  who  lived 
rather  upon  the  memory  of  the  past,  than  the 
realities  of  the  present. 

When  tlie  ladies  retired  to  the  drawinff-room, 
my  mother  turned  the  light  of  her  most  sunny 
smiles  upon  Emily  Vernon.  She  was  precisely  the 
person  calculated  to  please  a  handsome  young 
married  woman  of  high  fashion.  Strikingly  pretty, 
and  highly  accomplished,  she  was  nevertheless  so 
gentle  and  so  new  to  the  world,  that  her  attractions 
were  veiled  by  her  extreme  timidity — she  had  not 
within  her  the  elements  of  a  rival !  Nothinsr  could 
have  been  so  fortunate;  and,  acting  upon  this 
conviction.  Lady  Madelaine,  instead  of  closing  her 
eyes,  and  throwing  herself  upon  a  sofa  to  await  the 
re-appearance  of  the  gentlemen,  at  once  entered 
into  conversation  with  her  young  hostess  ;  and  ere 
twenty  minutes  had  elapsed,  she  was  seated  at  Miss 
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Vemon^s  harp,  explaining  to  her  a  difficnlt  passage 
in  a  popular  piece  of  music ;  after  which,  as  en- 
thusiastically as  though  she  had  only  that  one  de- 
lighted auditor,  she  swept  the  chords  with  a  master 
hand,  and  electrified  the  assembled  party  by  her 
brilliant  execution ;  and  then,  suddenly  suffering 
the  strings  to  vibrate  into  silence,  once  more  esta- 
blished herself  beside  the  astonished  and  delighted 
girl,  and  resumed  the  conversation  which  the  music 
had  interrupted. 

"  You  know  Rooksley  well,  I  understand,^**  she 
said  in  a  subdued  voice. 

"  Oh,  very  well — too  well — It  was  almost  as 
much  my  home  as  this,  before  the  Duke'^s^^ — She 
paused,  not  knowing  how  best  to  shape  her  meaning. 

"  I  understand  f  said  Lady  Madelaine,  as  she 
laid  her  own  beautiful  hand  upon  that  of  her  com- 
panion ;  "  but,  Miss  Vernon,  you  must  cease  to  say 
*  too  well,'  or  I  shall  despair  of  making  it  a<]jain 
agreeable  to  you.  Remember  that  you  are  my 
nearest  neighbour,  and  that  I  shall  depend  greatly 
upon  your  kindness.  Doubtlessly  you  had  your 
own  apartment  at  Rooksley  ;  you  must  come  back, 
and  take  possession  once  more." 

Tears  swelled  in  the  mild  eyes  of  her  listener. 

Mr.  Tilden  and  1  are  at  present  tristes  comme  des 
bonnets  de  nuit^  "pursued  my  mother;  "but  we 
promise  to  behave  better  ere  long.     I  am  supposed 
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to  be  worn  out  by  the  London  season,  and  am  conse- 
quently sentenced  to  a  month^s  quiet.  I  shall  not 
regret  it  so  much  if  you  consent  occasionally  to 
share  my  solitude.  We  expect  a  shooting  party 
in  august,  and  Mr.  Tilden  is  already  fall  of 
anxiety  about  his  preserves, — in  fact,  he  is  endet- 
vouring  to  become  a  respectable  country  gentle- 
man ;  which  is,  I  imagine,  quite  correct  under  the 
circumstances." 

"  His  Grace  of  Dorchester  was  immensely  popu- 
lar ]''  said  the  eldest,  over-dressed.  Miss  Alexander, 
who  sat  near  them. 

My  mother  turned  upon  her  a  freezing  look  of 
non-recognition,  and  then  calmly  withdrew  her 
eyes. 

"  You  are  not,  I  believe.  Lady  Madelaine  Til- 
den, acquainted  with  Miss  Alexander  f^  said  Emily 
Vernon,  whose  cheek  was  crimson  with  confusion. 
*'  Will  you  permit  me  to  present  her  f 

The  ladies  bowed ;  and  at  the  conclusion  of  the 
ceremony,  my  mother  threw  herself  back  upon  the 
sofa,  and  made  no  reply  to  the  remark  of  Miss 
Alexander,  that  her  mother  had  done  herself  the 
honour  of  calling  at  Booksley.  It  was  no  part  of 
her  system  to  be  condescending  and  approachable 
to  all  the  county. 

The  gentlemen  and  the  coflFee  appeared  together; 
and  Mrs.  Vernon  hastened  to  make  known  to  her 
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new  neighbours,  Dr.  James,  the  worthy  rector  of 
the  parish,  and  chaplain  to  His  Grace  the  Duke  of 
Dorchester.  Nothing  could  be  more  amiable  than 
the  reception  which  he  met  with  from  my  mother ; 
and  Miss  Alexander  was  once  more  compelled  to 
feel  how  charming  Lady  Madelaine  Tilden  could 
make  herself  when  she  pleased,  and  how  exceed- 
ingly ill-bred  she  was  when  she  thought  proper  to 
be  so.  Indeed,  as  Dr.  James  afterwards  remarked, 
the  Lady  Madelaine  Tilden  not  only  met  him  in 
the  most  charming  spirit  in  the  world,  but  even 
summoned  her  husband,  who  was  at  the  moment 
in  deep  conversation  with  young  Vernon,  in  order 
that  he  might  reiterate  her  own  friendly  assurances 
of  an  universal  welcome  at  Rooksley. 

And  Dr.  James  was  quite  correct  in  this  state- 
ment. When  he  was  led  up  to  my  mother.  Miss 
Vernon  was  summoned  to  her  harp ;  and,  when 
Miss  Vernon  obeyed  the  summons,  the  Beverend 
Doctor  remained  standing  before  his  fair  and 
smiling  interlocutor,  until  a  gesture  brought  her 
husband  to  her  side,  leaving  Mr.  Vernon  plante 
in  the  centre  of  the  room ;  who,  as  a  matter  of 
course,  no  sooner  saw  the  Doctor  engrossed  by 
Mr.  Tilden,  than  he  hastened  to  establish  himself 
in  the  seat  which  had  been  vacated  by  his  sister. 

It  was  a  feeling  compounded  of  coquetry  and 
curiosity,  which  led  my  mother  to  exert  her  utmost 
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£iscinations  afi:ainst  Mr.  Vernon.  She  was  not 
new  enough  to  flattery  and  aduhition  to  value  them 
for  their  own  sake  ;  but  her  vanity  was  piqued  iir 
this  instance,  and  she  was  at  present  thrown  upon 
every  passing  folly  for  amusement.  She  did  not 
even  remark  (as  she  did  subsequently)  that  Frederic 
Vernon  was  amazingly  handsome,  and  that  he  had 
the  sweetest  voice  and  the  whitest  hand  in  the 
world  ;  she  only  thought  of  the  D^uchsssa,  and  wfts 
anxious  to  see  if,  indeed,  as  F^licie  had  informed 
her,  "  il  nazoit  plus  de  gout  pour  le  sexe^ 

Need  1  say  that  she  had  arrived  at  a  totally 
diflereut  decision  before  her  carriage  was  announced ; 
or  that,  as  he  handed  her  up  the  steps,  and  saw 
Mr.  Tiklen  take  his  place  beside  her,  Mr.  VemoB 
believed  himself  to  be  once  more  desperately  in 
love  ? 

My  mother  left  one  heavy  heart  behind  her  when 
she  quitted  Vernon  Priory ;  and  that  heart  beat 
in  the  bosom  of  Miss  Carohne  Alexander.  She 
had  long  loved  the  truant  knight,  who  had  evi- 
'  dently  become  the  slave  of  the  beautiful  and 
fashionable  stranger ;  while  Mr.  Vernon,  on  his 
side,  had  ever,  previously  to  this  evening,  appeared 
more  happy  in  her  society  than  in  that  of  any 
other  marriageable  young  lady  in  the  county ;  and, 
with  that  unfortunate  facility  common  to  good- 
looking  and  well-dowried  girls,  who  are  frequently 
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thrown  into  the  society  of  handsome  and  idle  men 
of  sentimental  tendencies,  she  had  very  readily 
allowed  herself  to  believe  that  the  inclination 
was  mutual ;  an  opinion  strongly  supported  by  her 
mother,  a  dashing  widow,  who  was  quite  willing  to 
see  her  daughters  established ;  and  by  her  elder 
sister,  who  being  a  year  or  two  Mr.  Vemon'^s 
senior,  had  no  designs  upon  him  on  her  own 
account. 

It  will  be  easily  understood,  therefore,  that  the 
undisguised  admiration  of  Mr.  Vernon  for  my 
mother  sent  a  pang  to  the  heart  of  CaroUne 
Alexander ;  and  when,  on  his  return  to  the 
drawing-room,  he  proceeded  at  once  to  the  instru- 
ment where  his  sister  had  again  taken  up  her 
station,  instead  of  sharinor  the  lounge  upon  which 
she  was  herself  seated  alone,  she  had  great  difficulty 
in  suppressing  the  tears  which  rose  to  her  eyes. 
She  had  dreaded,  during  his  absence  from  the 
room,  that  on  his  re-appearance  she  should 
be  condemned  to  listen  to  his  admiration  of  the 
new  star  which  had  risen  in  their  hemisphere ;  but 
she  did  expect  that  she  should  have  been  the  auditor 
whom  ho  would  select ;  and  she  accordingly  com- 
forted herself  with  the  recollection  that  Lady 
Madelaine  Tilden  was  a  married  woman ;  very 
heroically  compelled  herself  to  join  in  the  comments 
which   were   made   upon  her    grace   and  beauty 
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directly  she  had  taken  leave ;  and  had  also  quite 
determined  on  agreeing  with  her  recreant  lover  (for 
such  she  believed  him  to  be)  in  every  particular, 
however  provoking  his  hyperbole  might  prove. 

The  unexpected  movement  which  he  had  made, 
however,    on   entering  the  room,    and   his   utter 
silence  on  the  subject  of  the  departed  guest,  counter- 
acted all  her  projects  ;  and  as  she  watched  him, 
half  buried  in  a  large  chair,  with  his  eyes  fixed 
upon  the  carpet,  and  the  thick  masses  of  his  auburn 
hair  falling  partially  over  his  face,  she  for  the  first 
time  felt  a  bitter  pang  of  jealousy  and  doubt.     The 
memory  of  the  Diichessa  did  not  affect  her — ^but  the 
apparition  of  my  mother  rendered  her  wretched ; 
and  the  rather  as  she  was  compelled  to  acknow- 
ledge to  herself  that  it  was  an   effect  produced 
without  effort.     Nothing  could  be  more  unpretend- 
ing than  Lady  Madelaine'^s  manner  ;  nothing  more 
simple  than    her   costume.      What  would   it  be 
should  Frederic  be  fated  to  see  her  in  all  the  mag- 
nificence of  dress  and  fashion,   as   she  had  been 
described  in  Mrs.  Gordon's  letter  to  LadyO'^Hallo- 
ran  !    Poor  Caroline  looked  down  upon  her  own  ela- 
borate toilette,  and  could  have  wept.    It  was  a  relief 
to  her  overcharged  heart  when  her  mother^s  carriage 
was  announced,  and  they,  in  their  turn,  departed 
from   the  Priory,   which   had  so  long   been    the 
centre  of  all  her  hopes  and  of  all  her  ambition. 
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Nothing  could  be  more  simple  than  that  the 
Vemons,  who,  in  addition  to  their  near  neighbour- 
hood, claimed,  through  the  gentlemen,  a  previous 
acquaintance,  should  become  speedily  intimate  at 
Booksley.  The  fair  Emily  proved  an  admirable 
eicerone  to  my  mother  through  the  mysteries  and 
beauties  of  her  own  domain ;  while  she  soon  dis- 
covered that  Mr.  Vernon  rode  as  well  as  Sir  James 
Domton,  and  was  even  more  careful.  Under 
these  circumstances,  the  time  ceased  to  hang  so 
heavy ;  indeed,  when  in  addition  to  her  new 
inmates,  for  such  they  nearly  were.  Lady  Made- 
laine  found  herself  absorbed  in  a  never-ending 
round  of  dinner-engagements,  she  had  no  longer  a 
moment  unemployed. 

My  father,  through  the  medium  of  Mr.  Vernon, 
soon  made  acquaintance  with  all  the  gentry  on  his 
own  side  of  the  county ;  and  was  prevailed  upon  to 
make  some  extensive  purchases  in  land,  which 
brought  him  into  close  contact  with  the  farming 
interest.  His  old  habits  of  business  enabled  him 
to  do  this  at  less  loss  than  generally  attends 
upon  such  speculations ;  and  he  derived  perpetual 
amusement  from  his  schemes  of  improvement  and 
amelioration.  At  the  suggestion  of  Emily  Vernon, 
my  mother  adopted  the  schools  which  had  been 
established  by  the  Ladies  Trevor,  under  the  sanc- 
tion of  the  Duke ;  and  spared  no  expense  in  ren- 
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dering  them  "  model-schools.*"  The  children  wore 
the  prettiest  of  all  pretty  uniforms ;  they  had  a 
dinner  in  the  servants"  hall  at  Booksley  every 
Sunday;  the  teachers  were  amply  supplied  with 
books  of  every  description;  and,  in  short,  the 
gentle  Emily  was  rejoiced  to  see  all  the  schemet 
carried  out  which  had  been  the  day-dream  of  her 
former  friends.  But  the  Ladies  Trevor,  neverthe- 
less,  had  done  for  these  local  schools  what  my  mother 
wa.s  by  no  means  inclined  to  imitate :  they  had 
watched  over  the  individual  welfare  and  progress  of 
their  little  scholars ;  and,  through  the  medium  of 
their  artless  communications,  they  had  ascertained 
the  necessities  and  struggles  of  many  a  deservioji; 
family,  and  had  thus  been  enabled  to  relieve  their 
wants  with  judgment  as  well  as  kindness. 

Into  the  detail  of  the  establishment  my  mother 
was,  on  the  contrary,  quite  incompetent  to  enter. 
Her  ideas  of  poverty  did  not  extend  beyond  the 
deprivation  of  particular  luxuries,  or,  at  woiat, 
comforts  ;  but  she  liked  to  see  the  children  looking 
pretty  and  well-dressed  in  church  on  the  Sunday ; 
and  it  was  pleasant  to  feel  that  it  was  her  own  woik. 
She  really  felt  glad,  too,  when  Miss  Vernon  sug- 
gested that  the  school-house,  which  stood  on  the 
verge  of  the  Rooksley  estate,  was  in  a  dilapidated 
condition  ;  and  that  on  driving  out  with  her  friend 
to  look  at  it,  she  discovered  that  it  was  an  unsightly 
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barn-like  building,  which  had  been  erected  with  a 
view  to  do  the  greatest  possible  good  at  the  smallest 
possible  amount  of  outlay.  This  was  a  charming 
circumstance;  and  before  they  left  the  village,  a 
cottage  which  chanced  to  be  untenanted  was  at 
once  secured  by  Lady  Madelaine  for  the  use  of  the 
children  until  their  own  school-house  could  be  re- 
built ;  and,  immediately  on  their  return  home,  my 
&ther  was  commissioned  to  write  to  town  for 
architectural  drawings,  from  which  a  design  might 
be  selected  to  replace  the  present  building. 

No  proposition  could  more  thoroughly  have 
delighted  Mr.  Tilden.  He  was  rejoiced  to  see  so 
wholesome  a  taste  superseding  the  frivolous  pur- 
suits by  which  his  beautifiil  wife  had  hitherto  been 
totally  engrossed ;  and,  as  he  lost  not  a  moment 
in  complying  with  her  desire,  the  plans  soon 
arrived,  and  were  at  once  submitted  to  the  &ir 
speculators. 

After  great  deliberation,  the  choice  of  Miss 
Vernon  was  absolutely  negatived.  It  was  too 
small,  too  plain,  and  too  insignificant.  Lady 
Madelaine  was  anxious  for  an  erection  which  should 
be  at  once  imposing  and  picturesque ;  and,  when 
my  &ther  smiled  at  her  earnestness,  she  looked 
serious,  and  talked  of  improving  the  estate.  Mr. 
Vernon  agreed  with  her  in  every  particular ;  and 
they  accordingly  proceeded  together,  and  selected 
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a  spot  at  the  entrance  of  the  village,  where  a  hand- 
some gothic  edifice  waa  soon  in  progress,  wherein 
all  the  poor  children  in  the  county  might  have 
been  commodioosly  lodged  and  taught.  Such 
being  the  case,  the  centre  was  appropriated  to  the 
schools,  and  the  wings  were  fitted  up  as  alms- 
houees;  an  arrangement  which  at  once  rendered 
Lady  Madelaine  popular  throughout  the  parisL 
The  respectable  inhabitants  got  up  an  address  of 
thanks,  which  was  presented  by  Dr.  James ;  and 
the  sensation  was  so  new  and  so  delightftil,  that  for 
a  time  my  mother  was  engrossed  by  this  novel 
occupation;  but,  unfortunately,  just  as  the  walls 
began  to  show  themselves  above  the  ground, 
Rooksley  suddenly  became  full  of  guests,  and  the 
tlioughts  of  la  dame  Chatelaine  suffered  a  serious 
revulsion. 

The  first  arrivals  were  Sir  Herbert  and  Lady 
Devereux,  who  had.  as  her  ladyship  expressed  it, 
been  stupifying  at  their  place  in  Kent,  until  the 
happy  moment  when  they  should  fly  to  Sooksley. 
She  cast  a  surprised  and  rather  chilling  glance 
upon  Miss  Vernon,  whom  she  found  calmly  em- 
ployed at  her  embroidery-frame  in  my  mother^s 
morning-room ;  and,  the  necessary  introduction 
over,  threw  herself  upon  a  so&  near  her  hostess, 
and  forthwith  plunged  into  a  stream  of  fiwhionable 
jargon  totally  unintelligible  to  the  simple-minded 
Emily. 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  149 

*'  And  now,  eara  r  she  continued,  after  a  mo- 
mentary pause,  ^*  how  hare  you  mana^d  to  exist, 
so  long  alone  in  the  country !  You  really  deserve 
to  be  canonized !  So  idolized  as  you  are  in  the 
world,  your  virtue  must  have  been  Spartan  to  bear 
you  up.  I  am  well  aware  that  cosa  nuawi  sempre 
piace^  but  this  of  yours  was  really  an  extreme  case. 
What  have  you  done!  Where  have  you  been? 
I  am  not  cruel  enough  to  taunt  you  by  asking — 
whom  have  you  seen  ?  I  suppose  you  have  a  parson 
in  the  parish.  I  believe  there  always  is  one  wher- 
ever there  is  a  church,  and  I  saw  yours  on  my  way 
here— ^  aprh  P^ 

"  Aprhy''  was  the  reply ;  " there  is  our  neigh- 
bour —  our  near  neighbour,  Mrs.  Vernon  —  the 
mother  of  my  young  friend  here  \^  (Lady  Devereux 
drew  her  eyebrows  together,  and  again  glanced  at 
Emily)  "  her  daughter  and  her  son,  who  is  now 
walking  with  Mr.  Tilden : — then  there  are  half  a 
score  of  county  families  within  twenty  miles,  with 
all  of  whom  we  have  made  a  sort  of  acquaintance."". 

"  Ah,  yes — I  perceive.  Will  you  allow  me  to 
ring  for  my  maid,  and  change  my  dress  f^ 

"  I  will  accompany  you,"**  said  my  mother,  rising 
as  she  spoke.  ^'  I  am  quite  sure  that  Miss  Vernon 
will  excuse  me."*' 

"  Otterford  will  be  here  to  dinner,'"  observed 
Lady  Devereux,  as  she  lounged  out  of  the  room. 
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'^  ^ir  Herbert  wished  him  to  accompany  us ;  but 
he  was  not  proof  against  a  journey  with  Damon  and 
Phillis ;  that  is,  after  their  loves  had  been  ren- 
dered dull  and  le^timate  by  matrimony.**^  And 
she  disappeared,  followed  by  my  mother. 

^*  And  is  this  the  chosen  friend  of  Lady  Made- 
laine  TildenT  murmured  Emily  Vernon  to  her- 
self, as  her  eye  followed  their  retiring  figures; 
''  Alas  !  alas  !  how  unfavourable  is  the  impressioD 
which  she  has  made  on  me,  beautiful  as  she  is  !^ 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

The  distaste  which  Miss  Vernon  instinctively 
felt  towards  Lady  Devereux  was  returned  with 
interest  by  Lord  Otterford  towards  her  brother. 
When  they  met,  there  was  a  mutual  feeling  of 
distrust  and  suspicion.  The  handsome  person, 
insinuating  manners,  and  romantic  reputation  of 
Mr.  Vernon,  had  rendered  him  highly  acceptable 
to  my  mother ;  while  to  my  &ther,  comparatively 
in  a  land  of  strangers,  he  had  stood  in  the  position 
of  an  old  friend— -a  link  between  the  past  and  the 
present.  I  have  already  hinted  that  he  was  a  vain 
man ;  and  I  am  bound  in  justice  to  add  that  he 
had  become  passionately  attached  to  my  mother, 
although  she  had  never  for  a  moment  suspected 
that  such  was  the  case.  His  quiet  but  zealous 
attentions  had  flattered  her  vanity;  his  evident 
admiration  had  gratified  her  self-love;  he  had 
amused  her  idleness,  and  piqued  her  curiosity — but 
that  was  all. 
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Nor  had  Frederic  Vernon  any  ulterior  designs 
in  his  adoration  of  the  beautiful  wife  of  his  fiiend. 
He  loved  her  ardently,  but  he  never  looked  beyond 
tlie  moment.  He  was  jealous  of  every  hour  that 
was  spent  out  of  her  presence;  happy  under  the 
influence  of  her  smiles  $  proud  of  the  confidence 
with  which  she  honoured  him;  and  anxious  to 
render  himself  necessary  to  her  by  every  means  in 
his  power.  Had  he  been  suddenly  deprived  of  her 
friendship,  he  would  have  felt  it  bitterly.  It  would 
have  been  to  him  a  far  more  severe  trial  than  his 
romantic  separation  from  the  Duchessa ;  but  he 
never  suffered  himself  to  speculate  upon  such  a 
contingency,  and  so  lived  on,  au  j<mr  la  j(mmS€^ 
occupied  only  in  devising  new  methods  of  giving 
pleasure  to  the  bright  object  of  his  homa^. 

But,  as  Lord  Otterford  could  only  form  his 
judgment  of  others  from  his  experience  of  himseU^ 
and  of  his  own  motives  and  impulaes,  so  he  could 
not  for  a  moment  imagine  such  a  state  of  things  as 
this.  He  saw  before  him  a  man  eminently  hand- 
some, evidently  well  bred,  and  palpably  established 
as  Vami  de  la  maison.  He  watched  him  closely  for 
five  minutes,  and  thenceforward  honoured  him  with 
his  hatred.  Lord  Otterford  patronized  no  half 
measures. 

Was  it  not  enough  that  throughout  his  sojourn 
at  Rooksley,  he  should  have  Mr.  Tilden  for  ever 
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in  his  path !  Before  the  party  separated  for  the 
night,  he  had  vowed  vengeance  against  this  new 
intruder.  But  how  to  accomplish  it  t  ^'  An  idle 
brain  is  the  devil^s  workshop/'*  says  a  quaint  old 
proverb ;  and  man  seldom  prepares  the  anvil,  that 
his  Satanic  Majesty  fails  to  provide  the  hammer  ! 

From  the  period  of  Lady  Devereux^s  advent  at 
Booksley,  each  day  witnessed  some  new  arrival, 
until  the  expected  party  was  complete.  The  gentle 
Emily  was  nearly  domesticated  with  her  new  friends, 
and  became  completely  so,  when  important  business 
suddenly  and  unexpectedly  ci^ed  Mrs.  Vernon  to 
town.  After  having  duly  escorted  his  mother  on 
her  journey,  and  seen  her  safely  established  in  the 
house  of  her  sister,  Frederic  returned  in  all  haste  to 
the  Priory ;  for  his  local  knowledge  and  his  ready 
kindness  had  rendered  him  so  indispensable  to  my 
&ther,  that  they  saw  each  other  daily,  almost 
hourly.  His  moments  of  active  usefidness  were 
given  to  Mr.  Tilden ;  while  those  of  relaxation  and 
feeling  were  all  devoted  to  his  wife. 

Booksley  became  the  scene  of  perpetual  dissipa- 
tion and  amusement.  The  game  had  been  well 
preserved,  and  the  prowess  of  the  sportsmen  was 
sufficiently  murderous  to  merit  mention  in  tlie 
county  paper.  Nor  was  the  slaughter  within  doors 
inferior  to  that  without.  Bright  eyes  did  as  certain 
execution  as  patent  fowling-pieces;   and  the  wet 
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days  and  the  long  evenings  were  perhaps  more  foil 
of  peril  to  the  said  sportsmen  than  was  their  own 
aim  to  the  partridges  and  pheasants.  More  than 
one  of  them,  indeed,  ere  long  abandoned  the  sport 
altogether,  beneath  the  influenoe  of  some  more 
potent  attraction.  Among  the  first — the  ladiei 
called  them  '^  rationals,'*'*  and  the  gentlemen  "  de- 
serters''— was  Lord  Otterford,  at  whose  special  in- 
stigation the  party  had  originally  been  made.  The 
sportsman,  par  ewceUenoey  whose  admirable  tmmt 
and  skilful  shot  might  have  suggested  the  descr^ 
tion  of  a  witty  poet  of  more  recent  times  :— 


" Ne'er  was  such  a  brown  and  green 

In  gaiters  or  in  jacket  seen. 

Indeed  no  partridge  could  do  less 

Than  tremble  at  the  shootuig-dren, 

In  which,  through  all  the  livelong  day. 

Fresh  and  untired,  he  blazed  away, 

Scrambling  through  bush  and  briar  to  trace 

Haply,  but  Aa(f  another  brace; 

Till,  near  the  house,  one  might  remark 

From  both  his  barrels,  just  at  dark* 

Two  short,  smart  pops — ^ill-omened  sound. 

Echoed  o*er  many  a  turnip-ground, 

Where  coveys  fed,  in  fear  and  sorrow. 

Prophetic  of  their  &te  to-morrow.** 

His  secession  was,  under  the  circumstaneeB) 
matter  of  amazement  to  all  parties.  Sir  Herbot 
Devereux,  who  lived  only  daring  the  hnntiiig  and 
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shooting  seasons,  and  contrived  unaccountably  to 
exist,  he  never  thoroughly  understood  Aotr,  for  the 
rest  of  the  year,  was  unsparing  in  his  sarcasms  and 
oomments;  all  which  produced  upon  his  friend 
much  the  same  impression  as  pumice  flung  against 
a  rock.  Lord  Otterford  was  decidedly  a  man  of 
character. 

Surrounded  by  a  phalanx  of  her  own  friends,  and 
thus  secure  from  all  undue  neighbourly  &miliarity, 
my  mother  issued  continual  invitations  to  the  &- 
milies  who  had  left  their  names  at  Booksley ;  while 
she  held  herself  excused  from  all  return  visits  by 
the  guests  whom  she  was  compelled  to  entertain  at 
home ;  and  among  those  who  never  &iled  to  obey  her 
summons  were  Mrs.  Alexander  and  her  daughters. 
The  lady  herself  had  a  passion  for  making  new 
acquaintance.  She  was  never  happy  save  in  a 
crowd.  The  elder  Miss  Alexander,  tall,  dressy, 
showy,  and  perfectly  self-possessed,  felt  that,  at 
eight  and  twenty,  there  was  no  time  for  her  to 
throw  away  in  solitude,  if  she  ever  contemplated  an 
establishment;  while  poor  Caroline  was  eager  to 
find  herself  in  a  house  in  which  she  was  but  too  well 
aware  that  Frederic  Vernon  spent  two-thirds  of  his 

time. 

To  Lady  CHalloran,  the  great  attraction  of 
Booksley  was  the  table.  She  was  at  once  gourmette 
and  gourmande.     During  her  lord's  life  they  had 
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kopt  open  house  in  the  county  Eildare;  a  fiiet 
wtiich  had  compelled  her,  as  a  widow,  to  close  her 
doors.  The  family  estate  was,  at  this  period,  '^at 
nurse*^  for  her  son ;  and,  as  she  herself  declared, 
"  the  lawyers  proved  very  sorry  dry-nurses  indeed."" 
Lady  O'^Halloran  was  universally  popular ;  she  was 
earnest  in  everything,  and  thoroughly  good-natured ; 
frank  to  a  fault,  accommodating,  ^/^lofe  d  viere^  and 
of  a  temper  proof  against  all  trial.  To  my  mother, 
she  was,  however,  notwithstanding  all  these  social 
qualifications,  displeasing  in  an  imminent  degree. 
To  her,  the  earnest  frankness  and  joyous  good 
humour  of  the  Irish  widow  conveyed  nothing  but 
vulgarity  and  coarseness ;  but  as  she  had  no  plausible 
pretext  for  declining  her  society,  and  as  she  was 
certain  to  find  her  in  every  visitable  house  in  the 
neighbourhood,  she  contented  herself  by  expressing 
her  disgust  to  her  own  immediate  friends,  and 
suffered  her  laughing  ladyship  to  be  included  in 
every  invitation  which  collected  at  Booksley  her 
particular  intimates. 

Since  I  have  grown  old,  and  have  been  compelled 
to  make  home-avocations,  I  have  found  a  great 
resource  in  novel-reading.  I  have  a  few  sententious 
associates,  who  tell  me  that  such  a  pursuit  is  too 
trifling  for  my  years ;  but  I  let  them  say  on,  and 
read  not  a  volume  the  less.  My  retrospective  vanity 
is  flattered  by  the  graceful  fictions,  which  so  ofien 
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make  power,  wealth,  and  even  virtue  itself,  bow 
down  before  the  omnipotence  of  beauty.  I  love  to 
identify  myself  with  the  bright-eyed  heroine ;  to 
live  over  again,  in  her  company,  past  experiences  of 
triumph ;  and,  although  all  this  may,  in  point  of 
fact,  be  trifling,  it  is  only  the  more  consistent,  and 
worthily  winds  up  the  life  of  a  pretty  woman.  Of 
art,  doubtlessly  I  have  had  my  share  in  my  time : 
the  only  science  which  I  ever  understood  was  the 
science  of  pleasing ;  how  then  was  I  to  gainsay  in 
my  old  age  the  pursuits  of  my  whole  life  i 

My  motive  for  this  apparent  digression  is  to  re- 
mark that  if,  in  the  said  works  of  fiction,  it  be 
admissible  for  the  author,  who  has  all  the  unities 
at  his  control,  and  who  may  take  what  liberties  he 
pleases,  both  with  times,  places,  and  persons,  to  put 
ten  or  twenty  years  into  a  parenthesis,  I  may  well 
be  excused  for  arrogating  to  myself  a  similar  liberty 
in  writing  my  own  veritable  memoirs.  All  that  I 
have  yet  placed  upon  record  was,  of  course,  in  my 
case  merely  traditionary ;  but  I  felt  it  to  be  neces- 
sary that  my  readers  should  know  my  father  and 
mother  ^'in  their  habits  as  they  lived,  with  the 
habits  theyM  acquired,"^  before  I  introduced  that 
more  important  personage— myself ;  and,  as  I  was 
bom  within  eighteen  months  after  the  marriage  of 
my  parents,  all  reasonable  readers  must  at  once 
concede  that  I  have  availed  myself  of  my  privilege 
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with  singular  discretion.    I  shall  therefore  make  no 
apology,  mj  conscience  being  at  peace. 

It  may  be  as  well,  however,  to  premiae  that,  in 
the  interval,  the  school-house  was  completed,  and 
that  its  expanded  wings  afforded  shelter  to  twoity 
aged  paupers.  The  ceremony  of  the  ^'opening*" 
was  a  festival  for  the  neighbourhood ;  there  were 
drums  and  fiddles,  and  beer  and  beel^  for  the  poorer 
classes;  and  a  procession,  in  which  the  children 
appeared  in  new  uniforms,  the  old  men  in  bine 
coats  and  gray  worsted  stockings,  and  the  oM 
women  in  brown  gowns  and  scarlet  cloaks.  These 
having  been  duly  installed  in  their  pinnacled  and 
picturesque  domicile,  the  ^^  gentry**^  were,  in  their 
turn,  entertained  at  Booksley,  where  a  splendid  ball 
succeeded  a  sumptuous  dinner,  and  where  many 
speeches  were  made  on  the  disappearance  of  the 
ladies,  tending  to  impress  upon  my  father  the  ex- 
tent of  his  worth,  and  the  many  virtues  of  his  wife; 
for  which  he,  deeply  impressed  by  the  uneajfecM  (!) 
honour  done  to  Lady  Madelaine  and  himself,  re- 
turned thanks  in  a  speech  eulogistic  of  the  friend 
who  had  made  himself  this  ^'  bright  honoor^s  month* 
piece,""  and  begged  to  propose  the  health  of  some 
one  else  then  present,  who  did  the  same  in  his  turn, 
until  at  length  the  whole  company  presented  the 
spectacle  of  "  a  suit  of  dittos  f "  after  which,  then 
remaining  nothing  of  importance  to  detain  them 
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longer,  they  joined  the  gaests,  who  were  ahready 
rapidly  filling  the  ball-room. 

This  was  the  great  starting-point  of  my  &ther^s 
popularity  in  the  county. 

It  is  true  that  the  Duke  of  Dorchester  had  not 
only  given  the  land  upon  which  the  original  school- 
house  stood,  but  built  the  house  itself;  while  his 
amiable  daughters  had  clothed  the  children,  and,  as 
I  have  already  shown,  moreover  made  them  the 
medium  of  &r  more  extensive  charities ;  but  the 
Duke  had  a  very  expensive  &mily,  and  had  been 
involved  by  his  sons  to  an  extent  which  compelled 
him  to  sell  off  a  portion  of  his  estates,  and  to  retire 
into  Italy  with  his  daughters  for  a  few  years,  in 
order  to  ^ve  him  time  to  retrieve  himself. 

Now,  it  was  perhaps  somewhat  unreasonable  in 
his  grace  of  Dorchester,  when  he  disposed  of 
Booksley,  to  consider  that  he  had  done  quite  suffi- 
cient for  the  parish,  in  giving  them  the  said  land 
and  house  in  perpetuity.  He  should  have  remem- 
bered that  the  parochial  authorities  had  a  claim 
upon  him.  He  had  built  the  school-house  for  his 
own  gratification,  and  it  had  been  a  great  amuse- 
ment to  the  ladies  of  his  &mily ;  and  such  was  the 
opinion  of  the  vestry,  when  an  intimation  was 
made  to  them  at  one  of  their  meetings,  that  some 
repairs  were  needed  to  the  building.  They  very 
naturally  decided  that,  had  not  the  Duke  of  Dor- 
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Chester  thought  proper,  at  his  own  instigation,  and 
on  his  own  authority,  to  build  the  said  school-hoose, 
the  parish  would  not  have  been  burthened  with  ita 
repairs ;  the  children  learnt  very  well  previooslj  in 
Margery  Drake's  cottage;  and  it  was  perfectly 
clear  that  if  noblemen  and  gentlemen  had  a  Beuiey 
for  building  schools,  it  was  their  duty  to  endow 
them,  and  to  prevent  their  becoming  a  burthen  to 
the  parish. 

In  short,  the  neat,  plain,  appropriate  little  tene- 
ment, which  had  been  the  admiration  of  the 
churchwardens  and  other  local  authorities,  when  it 
replaced   the    brick-paved   kitchen   in  which  the 

young  ideas  in had  previously  been  taught 

to  shoot,  and  for  which  profuse  thanks  had  been 
lavished  upon  his  grace  on  its  erection,  was  no 
sooner  discovered  to  need  some  trifling  reparation, 
than  it  was  decided  to  be  ^'a  burthen  on  the 
parish ;""  and  as,  under  such  circumstances,  the 
conscientious  members  of  the  "  select  vestry**  would 
have  considered  it  a  dereUction  of  principle  to  apply 
the  parochial  funds,  where  it  was  so  clear  and  self- 
evident  that  the  Duke  of  Dorchester  was  the 
responsible  person,  it  was  unanimously  agreed  that 
an  official  letter  should  be  written  to  his  grace*  re- 
presenting the  state  of  the  building  ;  and  suggest- 
ing, at  the  same  time,  that  as  the  number  of  scholars 
had  greatly  increased  of  late,  some  additional  forms 
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and  desks  would  be  very  acceptable.  This  luminous 
idea  was  at  once  acted  upon ;  but  the  letter  super- 
scribed "  Immediate,'"  in  order  that  their  noble 
correspondent  might  not  keep  them  in  unnecessary 
suspense  by  attending  to  any  irrelevant  personal 
aflS&irs  before  he  replied  to  it,  never  received  any 
answer,  having  been  forwarded  to  Florence  from 
the  Duke^s  town-house,  and  lost  on  the  way. 

My  mother,  at  the  suggestion  of  Emily  Vernon, 
took  the  affair  into  her  own  hands  at  the  most  for- 
tunate moment  in  the  world.  The  slight  dilapida- 
tions, which,  had  they  been  immediately  attended 
to,  might  have  been  effectually  checked,  had  in- 
creased greatly  during  the  progress  of  a  long  and  wet 
winter.  The  relatives  of  the  children,  anxious  to 
preserve  them  as  long  as  possible  from  the  weather, 
had  patched  and  pieced  the  roof  during  a  stray 
leisure  hour,  but  the  great  evil  remained  unre- 
medied ;  and,  as  I  have  already  stated,  my  mother, 
in  the  first  burst  of  her  philanthropy,  found  herself 
compelled  to  hire  a  cottage  even  for  the  temporary 
accommodation  of  her  little  proiSgSes^  before  the 
great  work  of  building  the  new  edifice  commenced. 

Nothing  could  have  been  better  timed.  The 
intention  alone  afforded  conversation  to  the  whole 
neighbourhood ;  and,  when  half  a  score  of  car- 
penters and  masons,  who  had  been  for  some  weeks 
out  of  employ,  found  themselves  once  more  ia  full 
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work,  and  that  the  result  of  their  labours  began  to 
show  itself  above  ground,  the  county-paper  spreid 
the    news    far    and   wide.      Paragraphs,   headed 

"  PRINCELY    LIBERALITY  !"     "  GENEROUS   MUKIFl- 

CEXCE !''  and  ''  noble  example  to  landed 
PROPRIETORS,'*^  appeared  in  weekly  sneceasion. 
The  festival  of  the  ^'  opening"*  settled  the  busineai. 
Not  a  man  got  drunk  upon  my  &ther'*s  stroiij^  ale 
that  day,  who  ever  remembered  such  a  gentleman, 
or  who  had  ever  seen  such  a  lady.  And  when,  in  the 
midst  of  all  this  excitement,  it  was  ascertained  that 
my  father  had  purchased  some  extensive  fiirms  in 
tlie  neighbourhood,  every  individual  present  wai 
ready,  glass  in  hand,  to  work  upon  them  for  no- 
thing ;  an  arrangement  which  would,  no  doubt,  ha've 
proved  extremely  economical,  had  it  ever  been 
acted  upon. 

Most  political  reader !  do  you  not  discover  the 
embryo  M.  P.,  under  all  this  popularity,  and  all 
this  acquisition  of  land!  Of  course,  yon  do. 
Will  it  be  objected  that  my  father  was  new  in  the 
county,  and  that  there  were  old  ties  and  old  sym* 
pathies  still  existing,  and  still  dear  to  true  hearts 
and  fast  memories  I  Pooh,  pooh  !  the  Marquis  of 
Portintown,  the  Duke'^s  elder  son,  had,  it  is  true, 
represented  the  county  during  three  sessions  ;  bat 
his  noble  father  was  no  longer  a  resident ;  and  it 
had  been  evident,  even  at  the  last  election,  that  the 
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marquis  did  not  ^'  bleed'^  so  freely  as  formerly ; 
and,  as  to  the  letter  which  he  wrote  on  the  disso- 
lotion  of  parliament,  stating  his  perfect  reliance  on 
the  steadfastness,  good-&ith,  and  old  attachment 
of  the  "  worthy  and  independent  electors  of  — — ,^ 
it  was,  of  course,  ^^  nothing  but  proper,  and  what 
they  had  a  right  to  expect,  seeing  what  they  had 
done  for  him  f  but,  unfortunately,  straightforward, 
manly  letters,  even  written  by  the  sons  of  dukes, 
will  not  suffice  to  pay  bills,  or  to  supply  '^  unlimited 
refreshments^  at  the  Angel  or  the  George— and  my 
father  was  known  to  be  very  rich. 

The  Marquis  of  Portintown  was  a  superb 
young  man,  whose  aristocracy  was  written  on  his 
brow ;  and  he  was,  moreover,  affiible,  and  polite, 
and  considerate.  The  women  were,  one  and  all, 
in  his  favour ;  but  my  &ther  had  a  handsome  wife ; 
and,  although  the  ladies  might  have  the  voices, 
their  husbands  had  the  votes. 

And  thus  it  occurred  that  my  birth  took  place 
on  the  close  of  a  contested  election,  during  which 
money,  and  heavy  dinners,  and  still  heavier 
speeches  had  been  at  a  discount,  although  ^^  bribery 
and  corruption'*^  had  been  scrupulously  eschewed. 
A  few  small  landholders  got  their  farms  that  year 
for  a  pepper-corn  rent.  The  times  were  hard,  and 
my  fitther'^s  agent  was  a  man  of  intense  feeling. 
There  was  an  immense  display  of  new  gowns  and 
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showy  ribbons  at  church  for  the  next  month.  My 
mother  was  a  philanthropist,  and  liked  to  see  happy 
faces  about  her.  The  circumstanoee  of  certain 
families  changed  in  a  sudden  and  extraordinaiy 
manner ;  but  who  requires  to  be  reminded  of  the 
unaccountable  mutations  of  fortune !  The  school- 
children, wearing  the  Tilden  colours,  paraded  the 
streets  with  banners,  and  created  a  general  feeling 
of  generous  enthusiasm  ;  for,  when  they  appeared, 
they  not  only  reminded  the  local  authorities  of  what 
the  new  candidate  had  done,  but  of  what  the  fiither 
of  the  old  one  had  left  undone,  which  was  better 
still. 

In  short,  my  iather'^s  gold,  his  agent'^s  tact,  and 
my  mother^s  beauty,  carried  the  day.  All  the  old 
ducal  virtue,  and  liberality,  and  munificence  were 
forgotten  ;  but  still,  it  must  be  said,  in  my  &ther*s 
praise,  that  so  thoroughly  satisfied  was  the  marquis 
with  the  fi:^nk  and  manly  bearing  of  his  adversaiy 
in  the  struggle,  that  he  consented,  at  the  close  of 
the  election,  to  become  a  guest  at  Booksley  for  » 
couple  of  days,  while  he  arranged  certain  matten 
of  local  business  ;  and  where  the  fiunily  tradition 
declares  that  the  bright  eyes  of  my  mother  so 
thralled  him,  that  he  extended  his  visit  to  a  week, 
and  ultimately  took  his  departure  on  the  best 
possible  terms  with  his  successor  in  senatorial 
honours. 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN. 


165 


My  birth  followed  closely  upon  his  retreat.  Ex- 
treme fatigue  and  excitement  had  overtasked  the 
strength  of  my  mother;  and  the  establishment 
was  still  sens  dessus  dessaus^  when  I  appeared  to 
claim  some  share  of  the  public  attention. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

My  first  tangible  memory  attaches  itself  to  a 
frock  of  white  musliu,  looped  on  the  shoulders 
with  strings  of  jet.  I  was  supposed  to  be  in  mourn- 
ing for  my  maternal  grand&ther,  the  Bight 
Honourable  Alexander  Duncan,  Earl  of  Glenfillan. 
My  name  was  Eveleen ;  and  I  was  the  pet  and 
plaything  of  a  party  of  ladies,  who  passed  me  from 
one  lap  to  another,  and  from  one  pair  of  white 
arms  to  a  second  quite  as  handsome,  under  the 
light  of  a  superb  chandelier.  I  believe  that  this 
was  my  d^but  in  poUshed  society,  and  that  I  wa0 
indebted  for  my  early  honours  to  Lord  Otterford ; 
who,  having  met  me  by  accident  in  one  of  the 
galleries,  when  returning  from  a  walk  in  the  paik 
with  my  nurse,  was  so  enchanted  with  my  likeneai 
to  my  mother,  that  he  petitioned  for  my  imme- 
diate presentation  in  the  drawing-room. 

I  have  said  that  this  was  my  first  tangibk 
memory;  but  I  had  many  others,  misty,  indis- 
tinct, dreamlike,  yet  nevertheless  far  more  delight- 
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fill.  Memories  of  tender  endearments  lavished  on 
me  by  day  and  night ;  amid  my  nursery  sports, 
and  over  my  little  bed.  The  endearments  of  a  fond 
&ther,  bestowed,  in  all  their  tender  profusion, 
upon  his  first-bom.  And  yet,  surely  I  must  have 
been  a  breathing  disappointment  to  that  fond 
&ther,  who  had  doubtlessly  sighed  for  a  son  and 
heir,  an  inheritor  of  his  name ;  which,  however  in- 
significant it  might  have  appeared  to  my  mother, 
her  friend  Lady  Devereux,  and  id  genus  omne^  was 
without  doubt  a  matter  of  interest  to  himself.  If 
such  indeed  I  were,  however,  it  was  a  fact  which  I 
never  learned.  The  apparition  of  my  father  was 
to  me  the  signal  for  a  scream  of  joy  ;  his  presence 
always  brought  delight ;  but  it  was  not  until  I 
grew  to  girlhood,  and  was  compelled  to  feel  its  loss, 
that  I  learnt  to  appreciate  his  value,  both  as  a 
father  and  a  man. 

The  noise,  the  glare,  and  the  novelty  of  the 
drawing-room  delighted  me.  It  is  probable  that, 
half  unconsciously,  I  looked  around  for  my  good 
genius  in  this  scene  of  enchantment ;  but,  be  that 
as  it  may,  it  is  certain  that  my  father  was  not 
there ;  while  it  so  chanced  that,  satisfied  with  feeling 
that  my  nurse  was  near  me,  I  exhibited  no  fear,  I 
uttered  no  cry ;  and  thus  I  was  transferred  from 
each  to  each,  receiving  from  every  one  in  turn  a 
word  of  delighted  commendation. 
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Abandoned,  as  a  matter  of  course  under  such 
circumstances,  to  the  care  of  hirelings  during  thre^ 
fourths  of  the  day,  I  imbibed  instinctively  and 
unconsciously  the  germ  of  the  many  defects  which 
my  after-life  so  sadly  developed.  Nor  did  th0 
violent  transition  from  the  high*breeding  and 
luxury  of  my  mother'*s  circle  to  the  sordid  and  in- 
terested tactics  of  the  nursery  tend  to  improve  my 
natural  disposition.  I  came,  with  my  mother^s 
kiss  still  warm  upon  my  cheek,  into  my  own  apart- 
ments, to  hear  the  dress,  the  temper,  and,  above 
all,  the  liberality  of  her  guests  freely  canvassed.  I 
was  so  very  a  child,  that  all  was  discussed  unhesi- 
tatingly before  me ;  and  although  I  understood 
much  of  what  I  heard,  it  vras  probably  fortunate 
for  me  that  my  perception  was  not  more  extensive; 
for  the  morals  of  my  mother^s  intimates  met,  at 
times,  with  quite  as  little  quarter  as  their  manners. 

The  first  lesson  which  I  learnt,  and  it  was  by 
no  means  inculcated  with  gentleness,  was  the  ne- 
cessity of  utter  silence  upon  all  that  occurred  in 
the  nursery :  I  was  neither  to  repeat  what  I  heard 
there,  nor  to  mention  who  were  its  visitors.  No 
wonder  that,  when  I  began  to  be  conscious  that  I 
understood  a  great  deal  which  I  was  not  suppoeed 
to  hear,  &r  less  to  comprehend,  I  should  instinc- 
tively keep  this  secret  as  well  as  the  other.  I  siff 
much,  in  caricature,  in  my  own  apartments,  which 
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I  witnessed  in  high  comedy  in  the  saloon  of  my 
mother.  If  Lord  Otterford  or  Frederic  Vernon 
kissed  the  hand  of  Lady  Madelaine,  so  did  my 
fitther^s  '^  gentleman^^  kiss  the  cheek  of  Mrs.  Harris. 
There  were  the  same  coquetries,  the  same  grimaces, 
the  same  interchange  of  unmeaning  follies ;  the 
only  difference  existed  in  the  fact,  that,  in  one 
instance,  the  canvass  was  touched  by  the  pencil  of 
a  master,  and  in  the  other  daubed  by  the  brush  of 
a  sign-painter. 

At  six  years  old  I  was  provided  with  a  French 
governess.  She  was  a  sister  of  F^licie,  who  had, 
like  herself,  been  destined  to  the  honours  of  the 
dressing-room,  but  who  had  not  evinced  sufficient 
talent  to  be  entrusted  with  the  toilet  of  a  woman  of 
rank,  and  who  naturally  could  not  condescend  to 
serve  a  bourgeoise. 

When  my  mother  decided  upon  this  appendage 
to  my  individual  establishment,  she  named  it,  as  a 
matter  of  course,  to  her  attendant,  who  imme- 
diately, like  an  affectionate  sister,  recommended 
Mademoiselle  Josephine,  who,  as  she  assured  her 
lady,  ^'  avoit  des  talents  extraordinaires  pour  Fedu- 
eatian  r  Such  an  assurance  from  such  a  quarter 
settled  the  affair  at  once ;  my  mother  merely  sti* 
polating  that  she  must  ^'  look  at^  mademoiselle 
before  she  was  definitively  engaged ;  and  as  F^licie 
felt  that  nothing  could  be  more  reasonable,  her 

i2 
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extraordinarily  talented  sister,  who  was  too  dull  to 
dress  hair  and  "  get  up**"*  point-lace,  was  imme- 
diately summoned ;  and  being  very  pretty,  very 
irraceful,  and  remarkably  well-dressed,  was  secured 
at  once  by  Lady  Madelaine  at  a  high  salary,  to 
form  my  manners  and  direct  my  mind. 

Her  installation  in  her  new  dignities  fallowed 
within  a  mouth ;  the  day-nursery  was  duly  pro- 
moted into  a  school- room;  and  Mrs.  Harris,  not 
with  the  best  grace  in  the  world,  subsided  into 
vice-president. 

Soon  after  the  arrival  of  Mademoiselle  Jose- 
]>hine  wo  removed  to  Grosvenor  Square.  Parlta- 
ment  had  assembled,  and  my  father  was  at  his 
post.  It  took  two  or  three  weeks  to  settle  my 
mother  comfortably  for  the  season.  Her  arrange- 
ments were  minute  and  complicated.  During  this 
j>eriod  I  saw  but  little  of  her.  The  rooms  appro- 
priated to  myself  and  my  preceptress  were  situated 
at  the  back  of  the  house ;  and  save  that  my  fiither 
irenerally  came  into  my  sleeping  chamber  on  tip- 
too,  on  his  return  from  St.  Stephen^,  to  kiss  me 
ais  I  slept,  and  that  I  was  informed  of  the  circum- 
stance on  the  morrow  by  my  maid,  1  might  well 
have  believed  mvself  to  bo  forgotten. 

Nevertheless,  Mademoiselle  did  not  participate  in 
my  ennuL  The  transition  from  a  home  of  penury, 
where  she  had  been  daily  reproached  with  a  want  of 
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common  capacity,  which  threatened  to  make  her  a 
burthen  upon  her  family,  to  a  situation  of  authority 
and  trust  in  the  mansion  of  Lady  Madelaine  Tilden, 
was  of  itself  happiness ;  but  when  to  this  circum- 
stance was  superadded  the  control  of  a  carriage 
which  was  called  mine,  and  a  liveried  lackey,  nick- 
named in  like  manner,  she  was  intoxicated  with 
her  good  fortune. 

How  I  hated  the  everlasting  Park,  where  we 
drove  slowly  to  and  fro,  amid  dust,  and  noise,  and 
clatter  !  It  used  to  make  my  head  swim,  and  my 
eyes  ache.  It  had,  however,  a  far  different  effect 
upon  my  companion.  She  was  too  pretty  to  pass 
unobserved.  Her  identity  was  soon  ascertained ; 
and  Miss  Tilden**s  governess  was,  ere  long,  as  well 
known  to  the  horsemen  as  the  Serpentine  itself. 
But  if  the  drives  were  thus  distasteful  to  me,  the 
walks  were  a  hundredfold  worse.  I  remembered 
the  woods  and  glades  of  Rooksley,  its  glancing 
lights*  and  shifting  shadows,  and  contrasted  them 
in  sadness  with  the  dreary  and  monotonous  garden 
of  the  Square,  and  the  unfamiliar  and  people- 
thronged  avenues  of  Kensington  Gardens.  In 
time,  however,  I  became  reconciled  to  both,  and 
thus  the  last  touch  of  nature  was  removed  from  my 
heart. 

My  mother**s  personal  arrangements  once  made, 
she  turned  her  attention  to  myself,  and  masters  of 
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every  description  were  forthwith  provided  for  me. 
The  exertions  of  Mademoiselle  had  already  com- 
menced. It  was  decided  that,  short  as  had  been 
the  period  of  her  dictatorship,  I  was  undeniably 
improved — in  appearance.  I  made  a  more  graceful 
curtsey,  had  got  rid  of  my  shyness,  and  did  not,  by 
any  unlandladylike  demonstrations  of  energy,  dis- 
turb the  propriety  of  my  dress. 

Nothing  could  be  better !  Compliments  were 
showered  upon  Mademoiselle,  and  pnuses  upoD 
myself;  after  which  we  each  made  a  lower  and 
more  elegant  curtsey  than  before,  and  withdrew  to 
our  lUtima  thule. 

Under  the  care  of  this  invaluable  preceptress,  1 
learnt  to  apply  the  apophthegm  which  has  since  been 
(falsely)  attributed  to  her  distinguished  countryman 
Prince  Talleyrand,  that  "  words  were  given  to  us  to 
disguise  our  thoughts."" — By  the  way,  how  fr^ 
quently  it  occurs  that  the  world  fastens  upon  an 
acknowledged  wit,  a  shrewd  saying  to  which  he  has 
never  given  utterance !  It  would  appear  that  indi- 
viduals who  occasionally  stumble  upon  a  good  thing, 
of  which  they  themselves  do  not  perhaps  appreciate 
the  full  merit,  anxious  that  it  should  not  be  lost, 
terminate  it  with  ''  as  so  and  so  said  i"  and  in  this 
manner,  in  order  to  save  their  saying,  sacrifice 
themselves.  Even  so,  I  should  imagine,  was  the 
really  profound  and  diplomatic  *'saw^    which  I 
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have  just  quoted  £Eistened  upon  the  modem  Ma- 
chiavel,  who,  nevertheless^  disclaimed  its  parentage. 

I  Ieamt,.also,  to  agree — at  least  in  words— -with 
every  one  upon  every  subject,  and  never  to  betray 
my  own  sentiments  and  opinions;  to  look  upon 
every  thing  through  the  medium  of  expediency ; 
and  to  appreciate  rank  and  riches  beyond  all  other 
human  attributes. 

In  this  manner,  and  under  this  guidance^  I  al* 
temated  between  Grosvenor  Square  and  Booksley, 
until  I  had  reached  eleven  years  of  age.  I  had 
been  told  incidentally  that  I  had  a  sister,  who  was 
bom  twelve  months  after  myself,  but  I  had  never 
seen  her.  The  reason  for  this  extraordinary  fact, 
as  I  afterwards  ascertained,  existed  in  the  circum- 
stance that  her  birth  nearly  cost  the  life  of  my 
mother,  who  continued  for  many  months  afterwards 
a  confirmed  invalid  ;  while,  pour  comble  de  malheur^ 
the  in&nt  proved  so  sickly  and  so  irreclaimably 
plain,  that  Lady  Madelaine  could  not  endure  its 
presence ;  and  it  was  consequently,  at  the  instiga- 
tion of  my  father,  sent  down  to  Scotland  under  the 
charge  of  a  trusty  nurse,  and  placed  in  the  care  of 
Lady  Flora  Glenfillan. 

I  well  remember  that  my  first  sensation  on  hear- 
ing I  had  a  sister  was  one  of  intense  delight. 
I  longed  to  fold  her  in  my  arms,  to  clasp  her  to 
my  heart.     I  felt  the  blood  msh  into  my  &ce,  and 
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the  tears  into  my  eyes.  For  a  moment  my  whok 
beinff  overflowed  with  love.  Bu£  these  hlghlv- 
wrought  feelings  were  soon  repressed  by  .Mademoi- 
.selle  Josephine;  who,  not  being  herself  troubled 
with  any  particular  sentiment  toward!  her  own 
.sister,  save  one  of  intense  jealousy,  was  at  a  loss  to 
understand  the  meaning  of  my  emotion  ;  and  who 
most  eflectually  rebuked  it  by  reminding  me  that 
had  Milady  considered  this  invisible  sister  as  so 
great  a  blessing,  she  would  not  have  been  exiled 
from  her  paternal  home ;  that  I  should  be  more 
reasonable  if  I  gave  myself  the  trouble  to  recollect 
that  my  fortune  would  be  diminished  one  half  bv 
the  birth  of  this  sister,  whom  I  was  prepared  to 
love  so  ardently ;  and  who,  being  both  ugly  and 
sickly,  would,  of  course,  be  constantly  envious  of 
my  beauty  and  grace. 

No  ar<jument  was  ever  more  eflFective.  I  dried 
my  tears,  stilled  the  beating  of  my  heart,  and  sat 
down  to  think  !  What  subjects  of  reflection  were 
these  for  a  pure  young  mind  !  No  marvel,  tnuned 
as  I  had  been,  that  the  evil  seed  took  root  quickly ; 
and  that,  at  the  close  of  the  longest  fit  of  musing  in 
wliich  I  had  ever  indulged,  I  almost  loved  Made- 
moiselle Josephine  for  the  generous  devotion  to  my 
interests,  which  made  her  so  vehement  against  my 
unknown  sister. 

It  was  provoking  that  I,  certain  as  I  was  of  ere- 
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ating  a  sensation  by  my  beauty,  should  be  robbed 
of  half  my  wealth  by  one  so  greatly  my  inferior. 
Mademoiselle  was  right.  This  unwished- for  and 
unloved  younger  sister  was  better  away.  This  was 
my  convictlbn  at  eleven  years  of  age ;  and  as  my 
mother  had  never  in  her  life  mentioned  to  me  tiie 
existence  of  her  second  child,  I  had  no  difficulty  in 
avoiding  the  subject. 

Of  my  father  I  saw  less  than  ever.  As  a  public 
man  he  was  popular  and  powerful,  but  at  home  he 
was  a  cipher.  No  voice  had  ever  been  raised  against 
Lady  Madelaine ;  no  murmur  low  but  deep  had  ever 
turned  towards  her  the  eye  of  suspicion  or  the  finger 
of  scorn  ;  but  my  father  was  no  less  a  wretched 
man.  Fortunate  indeed  was  it  for  him  that  ambi- 
tion was  the  most  powerful  principle  of  his  nature ; 
for  it  enabled  him  to  pass  by  without  comment  or 
expostulation  those  thousand  small  and  minute  in- 
dications of  indifference  and  supercilious  coldness 
which  characterized  the  bearing  of  my  mother.  He 
felt  that  they  were  touched  so  lightly  and  so  skil- 
fully, that,  taken  individually,  they  would  be  almost 
imperceptible  to  a  common  observer,  and  that  the 
world  could  have  no  sympathy  with  such  sorrows. 
He  therefore  folded  them  closely  in  his  heart ;  and, 
satisfied  that  the  very  egotism  of  my  mother^s 
nature  was  his  best  safeguard  against  dishonour, 
endeavoured  to  forget,  in  the  vortex  of  political  ex- 

15 
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cicemeut,  tliat  he  had  ever  formed  dearer  yisiona  of 
happiness. 

Many  who  were  acquainted  with  public  men  and 
public  measures  upwards  of  half  a  oentuiy  ago,  will 
have  little  trouble  in  deciding  the  identity  of  m? 
father. 

I  have  already  said  that  I  had  attained  my 
eleventh  year.  I  had  naturally  quick  talents,  and 
great  powers  of  observation ;  it  was  consequentlj 
not  wonderful  that  my  progress  in  all  womanly  ac- 
complishments was  rapid.  My  masters  spoke  of 
me  in  flattering  terms  :  my  mother^s  guests  fondled 
and  praised  the  ^'  show-child  ^  who  relieved  their 
high-bred  weariness  with  her  harp  or  with  her 
voice ;  and  forgot  that  the  same  instinct  which 
awoke  in  me  the  power  of  combination  and  exe^ 
tion  in  the  one  instance,  was  not  likely  to  lie  do^ 
uiant  where  my  own  personal  feelings  were  still 
more  active  and  acute. 

Young  as  I  was,  I  required  no  prompter  to  point 
out  to  me  that  my  mother  lived  only  for  admiration, 
and  that  among  the  most  devoted  of  her  slaves  wen 
Lord  Otterfbrd  and  Mr.  Frederic  Vernon ;  but  I 
also  discovered  more  than  this.  I  saw  that  the 
sweet  and  dove-eyed  Emily, — she,  whose  careseei 
w'ere  to  me  the  most  welcome,  and  whose  pniiseB 
were  the  most  judicious  and  well-timed,— loved  the 
selfish  and  cold-hearted  nobleman  who  wore  my 
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mother''9  chains.  How  often  did  I  long  to  clasp 
my  arms  about  her  neck,  and  tell  her  how,  in  my 
young  spirit,  I  loathed — I  knew  not,  and  cared  not 
wherefore — ^that  polished  hypocrite !  But  I  had 
studied  in  too  fidse  a  school  to  give  way  to  so  na- 
tural and  pure  an  impulse ;  and  so  I  looked  on,  and 
marvelled,  and  reasoned  with  myself^  as  children 
will  do,  upon  the  social  phenomena  that  were  taking 
place  about  me. 

I  was  not  then  aware  of  the  vow  taken  by  Otter- 
ford  on  his  first  meeting  with  Frederic  Vernon  ;  or, 
in  the  pale  cheek  and  aching  heart  of  the  fair  and 
innocent  girl  before  me,  I  might  have  traced  the 
operations  of  his  vengeance. 

How  well  do  I  remember  a  certain  evening  in 
august !  The  first  dressing-bell  had  rung,  and  all  the 
Booksley  guests  had  obeyed  its  summons.  As  I 
was,  of  course,  excluded  by  my  tender  age  from  my 
mother'*s  table,  it  conveyed  no  warning  to  me,  and 
I  consequently  lingered  in  the  drawing-room  after 
it  was  deserted.  For  a  time  I  amused  myself  among 
the  costly  toys  which  were  scattered  in  all  directions ; 
but,  as  they  were  familiar  to  me,  I  soon  wearied 
of  an  occupation  so  devoid  of  novelty ;  and  being 
attracted  by  an  unusually  brilliant  sunset,  I  saun- 
tered into  a  smaller  apartment  formed  in  one  of  the 
turrets,  and  known  as  the  octagon-room  ;  a  place  of 
comparative  retreat  occasionally  sought  by  those  of  * 
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tlie  company  to  whom,  from  some  passing  cause, 
the  movement  and  hilarity  of  the  more  public  recep- 
tion-room were  for  a  moment  distastefiil.  The  large 
bayed  window  stood  invitingly  open,  and  I  ap- 
proached it,  and  leant  out,  watching  the  rich  and 
changeful  colours  of  the  western  sky,  unconsciou 
that  I  was  screened  from  observation  by  the  ample 
crimson  curtain  which  was  drawn  partially  across 
the  recess. 

How  long  I  had  been  thus  engaged  1  know  not, 
when    I    was   aware   of  voices   in    the    adjoining 
apartment,  and  immediately  afterwards,   of  steps 
approaching  the  spot  on  which  I  stood.     My  first 
impulse  was  to  discover  myself,  but  a  feeling  of 
false  shame — a  fear  of  appearing  to  have  overheard 
what  had  been  already  said — deterred  me ;   and  I 
drew  still  farther  back  behind   the    folds  of  the 
daniiwsk  drapery.     Perhaps,  had  another  moment 
been  lefl  to  mo  for  decision,  I  might  have  obeyed 
the  better  prompting  which  had  suggested  my  first 
thought,  but  the  hesitation  of  an  instant  had  ren- 
dered this  impossible.     My  heart  beat  painfully. 
Accustomed  as  I  had  been  to  mean  and  unworthy 
theories,  I  had  never  yet  reduced  them  to  practice; 
and  I  consequently  shrank  like  a  coward  from  the 
bare  semblance  of  a  dishonesty  which  I  had  still 
nerve  enough  to  execute. 

The  voices  became  more  distinct  —  they  were 
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ihose  of  Miss  Vernon  and  Lord  Otterford.  There 
svas  a  tender  persuasiveness  in  his  tones,  which 
itruck  me  on  the  instant.  I  had  heard  him  gay, 
ind  sententious,  and  sentimental,  and  even  elo- 
ijuent ;  but  this  was  an  inflexion  of  his  voice 
iltogether  new  to  me.  They  entered  the  room — 
liiey  paused  beside  the  window,  just  beyond  the 
surtain,  where  the  last  beam  of  the  rapidly  de- 
scending sun  sent  a  ray  of  brightness  to  the  brow 
^f  Emily,  and  made  her  luxuriant  hair  glitter  like 
threads  of  gold.  She  was  hanging  upon  the  arm 
of  her  companion,  heavily,  languidly,  like  one  who 
rather  sought  than  needed  his  support. 

I  was  still  a  mere  child,  but  I  had  already  read 
her  secret — she  loved  him  ! 

What  a  rush  of  thought  swept  across  my  brain  ! 
I  was  bewildered.  I  had  seen  him  look  into  my 
mother'*s  eyes,  as  though  he  knew  no  other  light. 
I  had  seen  him  bow  to  her  slightest  caprice,  as 
though  her  will  invested  it  with  reason  :  and  yet 
there  could  be  no  doubt  that  he  loved  my  best 
friend,  my  gentle,  indulgent  Emily.  I  was  lost  in 
difficulty.  Had  I  even  doubted  the  latter  fact, 
I  should  at  once  have  had  that  doubt  removed  when 
he  next  spoke,  and  that  I  could  distinguish  his 
words. 

"  You  are  ungenerous,  Emily  j"  he  said,  in  an 
accent  of  tender  reproach ;    ^'  you  accord  nothing 
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to  the  difficulty  of  my  position.  Why  will  yon 
thus  persist  in  misinterpreting  my  every  word  aod 
action  V 

A  deep  and  painfiil  sigh  was  the  only  answer. 

''  Look  dispassionately  at  my  very  delicate  and 
peculiar  position  in  this  &mily,  my  sweet  ^rl  f 
resumed  his  lordship.  ^'  You  are  well  aware  that 
my  cousin  Lady  Devereux  is  Lady  Madelaine's 
chosen  friend — that  I  have  known  her  for  years— 
and  that,  in  short,  like  all  spoiled  beauties,  she 
exacts  unlimited  devotion  from  her  male  acquaint- 
ance. See  your  own  brother,  for  example  !  Has 
he  eyes,  ears,  or  senses,  for  any  woman  save  oor 
fair  and  haughty  hostess !  And  yet,  do  you  believe 
.  that  if  his  heart  were  to  speak  in  opposition  to  hii 
fancy,  his  reason  would  not  soon  sever  the  idle 
links  which  bind  him  now  I  Fie  !  fie  I  You  are  a 
child,  my  dear  one,  and  must  be  schooled  into  more 
sober  judgment.'' 

"  But  Frederic,''  faltered  Miss  Vernon,  "  never 
knew,  never  loved  Lady  Madelaine  before  her 
marriage ;   and  I  have  heard 

"  What  ?"  interposed  her  companion  impetu- 
ously ;  "  that,  in  all  probability,  I  did  both.  Why, 
this  is  still  more  idle  !  I  did  know  this  vara 
beauty  in  her  first  youth — in  all  the  insolent  glory 
of  her  opening  loveliness — and  yet  yon  see  that  I 
have  survived  her  union  with  Mr.  Tilden.     Think 
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you  that  had  I  willed  she  ehoold  be  mine,  she, 
with  her  haughty  and  imperious  spirit,  would 
haye  rejected  me,  to  give  her  noble  hand  to  a 
commoner !     Surely  you  know  her  better.**^ 

"  All  this  may  be,  my  lord  f '  was  the  reply ; 
*'  and  yet  I  feel  degraded  by  the  part  which  I  am 
now  playing.  To  me  your  suit  can  but  bring 
honour,  and  surely  to  yourself  it  can  conyey  no 
disgrace.  /  also  am  a  commoner,  the  titleless 
daughter  of  a  gentleman,  but  one  of  no  mean  race, 
and  of  no  tarnished  memory.  I  haye  done  wrong, 
very  wrong,  in  so  long  permitting  you  to  talk  to 
me  on  such  a  subject,  without  the  knowledge  of 
my  mother.  While  you  are  present,  I  find  a 
thousand  excuses  for  my  weakness ;  but  when  I  am  , 
alone,  my  reflexions  are  one  long  reproach.'** 

"  These  refinements,  Emily,''  said  the  wily 
voice  of  her  lover,  "  are  unworthy  of  you — of  both 
of  us.  If  you  believe  that  there  never  existed 
a  man  insensible  to  the  spells  of  this  wedded 
Circe,  then  must  I  frankly  tell  you  that  you 
argue  from  your  perfect  ignorance  of  the  world, 
and  in  the  very  wantonness  of  your  own  over- 
susceptible  nature.  Am  I  too  bold  if  I  ask  more 
even-handed  justice  V* 

"  It  may  be  as  you  say,"  replied  Miss  Vernon ; 
"  but  as  the  Circe — since  you  see  fit  so  to  designate 
your  friend  and  mine,  is  the  wife  of  another,  why 
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should  there  exist  a  necessity  for  the  mystery 
which  you  have  flung  over  our  mutual  affection  I 
The  ambition  of  my  own  mother  would  haye  been 
satisfied  witli  less.  She  asks  for  my  husband  only 
a  gentleman,  and  a  man  of  honour ;  and  her  prin- 
ciple is  to  me  sacred.  Do  me  justice,  my  lord ;  I 
am  no  love-sick  girl.  That  I  esteem  you — ^that  I 
— in  short — I  scarcely  know  what  I  meant  to  sayj 
but  of  this  be  assured,  that  if,  since  the  moment  of 
enthusiasm  which  prompted  you  to  tell  me  that 
you  loved  mo,  you  have  seen  cause  to  regret  the 
impulse — if,  in  calmer  hours,  you  have  thought 
it  probable  that  a  union  with  myself  would  not 
realize  the  hopes  of  your  family — your  own  views 
in  life — or  the  interests  of  your  ambition — speak 
fi*ankly.  Be  assured  that,  far  from  reproaching, 
I  shall  honour  you,  and  reverence  your  truth. 
There  are  some  things,  my  lord,  which  are  often 
learned  too  late  for  all  parties  concerned.*^ 

There  was  an  instant^s  pause.  His  habitually 
Huent  lordship  was  evidently  probed  to  the  quick, 
but  he  soon  rallied. 

^^  I  see — I  see  it  all  f^  he  said  with  a  light  and 
bitter  laugh.  "  You  are  kind,  you  are  generous, 
Miss  Venion,  to  open  my  eyes  at  once.  It  saves 
suspense — it  spares  the  necessity  of  doubt.  And 
now,  perhaps,  in  this  moment  of  overweening  confi- 
dence, you  will  even  entrust  me  with  the  whole 
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secret,  and  tell  me  who  is  the  happy  man  by  whom  I 
am  so  suddenly  supplanted.  Sir  James  Dornton 
is,  as  I  am  well  aware,  an  Apollo  in  the  eyes  of 
your  sex  ;  and  Ue  Clifibrd  is  a  millionaire.  I  must 
abide  my  fate." 

"  My  lord,"  said  Emily  haughtily,  as  she  raised 
her  droopin^^  head,  and  withdrew  her  hand  from 
his  supporting  arm  ;  "  you  outrage  me,  and  I  have 
not  deserved  this  insult.  But  I  appeal  to  yourself 
— to  your  o\>Ti  ideas  of  justice  and  propriety^ 
whether  the  silence  which  you  have  imposed  upon 
me,  on  the  most  important  measure  of  my  whole 
life,  is  either  womanly  or  correct!  I  would  be 
respected  as  well  as  loved.'*' 

"  You  are  both — on  my  soul,  both  ["^  exclaimed 
Lord  Otterford,  re-possessing  himself  of  the  hand 
that  she  had  withdrawn  ;  "  but,  for  the  moment, 
all  mention  of  our  mutual  attachment  would  be 
inexpedient  in  the  highest  degree.  Can  you  not 
trust  me  ?  Have  you,  rigid  moralist  as  you  are, 
given  your  heart  to  a  man  in  whose  good  faith  you 
have  no  confidence  ?  I  will  not  —  I  dare  not 
believe  it.  I  ask  only  for  time,  and  I  ask  it  for 
my  own  sake,  fondly  hoping  that  I  can  urge  no 
stronger  plea.**' 

"  But  surely  to  my  mother  —  '^  murmured  the 
sofl  and  tremulous  voice  of  the  agitated  girl. 

"  I  have  done'*'* — said  his  lordship  coldly  in  his 
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tarn.  '^  I  have  deceived  myself,  and  have  no  desire 
to  blame  you  in  what  has  taken  place.  I  have, 
perhaps,  merited  no  better  treatment.** 

The  sound  of  low  and  suffocating  sobs  succeeded. 

"  Nay,  nay ;  do  not  distress  yourself.  Miss 
Vernon,"  pursued  Lord  Otterford ;  *'  we  ^ill 
mutually  forget  and  forgive.  Yon  will  probaUy 
hear  of  me  occasionally,  and  you  shall  have  no 
reason  to  deprecate  the  period  of  our  friendship— 
of  our  intimacy— of  our  — '" 

^^  I  cannot  bear  this,  my  lord ;  indeed  I  cannot 
bear  it  f'  wept  his  victim.  "  Why  will  you  w 
wilfully  misunderstand  me !  Do  not  confound  me 
with  the  heartless  coquettes  of  fieushionable  life. 
Remember  that  I  have  been  educated  in  retirement 
— that  I  am  unused  to  the  world^s  ways — that  I 
am  but  as  a  child  in  your  hands.** 

"  Only  swear  to  me  that  you  love  me  !** 

Again  there  was  an  instant  of  deep  silence. 

"  Do  you  really  love  me,  Emily  f* 

"  Deeply — devotedly  !** 

The  murmuring  lips  were  silenced  by  a  kiss.  1 
heard  it — I  felt  it — and  I  hated  him  thenceforward 
with  a  tenfold  hatred. 

"  And  you  will  trust  me  !** 

"  As  my  own  soul.** 

And  once  more  she  hung  upon  his  arm;  her 
hand  was  clasped  in  his ;  and  his  breath  tremUed 
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in  her  hair.  They  stood  thus  for  several  minutes, 
and  then  it  was  the  voice  of  Emily  which  broke  the 
stillness. 

"  Only  promise  me  that  you  will  be  less  engrossed 
by  Lady  Madelaine.  I  love  her.  She  is  my  friend. 
I  am  ashamed  of  my  own  weakness ;  but  when  I 
see  you  devoting  your  every  care,  your  every  thought 
to  her,  I  feel  as  though  my  heart  would  break.'*' 

I  heard  a  sudden  movement.  I  leaned  forward. 
I  saw  Miss  Vernon  clasped  to  the  heart  of  her 
lover.  Her  head  rested  on  his  shoulder ;  her  lovely 
&ce  was  hidden  in  his  breast ;  but  it  was  only  for 
a  moment.  By  a  sudden  and  determined  action 
she  liberated  herself  from  his  grasp,  and  I  saw  the 
tears  stealing  silently  down  her  cheeks. 

"  You  are  answered,  Emily  f '  said  Lord  Otter- 
ford,  as  he  stood  tenderly  beside  her.  "  Is  it  pos- 
sible that  ymi — ^you,  young,  pure,  innocent,  and 
lovely,  can  be  jealous  of  the  meretricious  attrac- 
tions of  a  practised  woman  of  the  world  ?  How 
little  do  you  know  our  sex  !  How  little  are  you 
able  to  appreciate  the  merits  of  your  own  !  Should 
you  indeed  require  the  assurance  that  I  more  value 
the  clasp  of  this  small  white  hand  than  all  the 
blandishments  that  can  be  lavished  upon  me  by  a 
Lady  Madelaine  Tilden  V 

"  Yet,  why,  why  do  I  feel  so  self-reproached  f* 

*'*'  Because,  dear  girl,  you  love  for  the  first  time, 
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and  lovo  is  born  of  fear.  See,  now,  how  very  a 
coward  it  can  make  of  me  !  I  shall  not  approach 
her  splendid  ladyship  to-night,  without  the  dread 
of  seeing  tears  in  the  deep  blue  eyes  which  may  be 
turned  upon  me/' 

"  Not  tears,  mv  lord  !^ 

''  Yes,  tears,  my  little  lady.  Traitorous  tears, 
springing  from  want  of  faith  where  fhith  is  due. 
Know  you  not  that  such  faith  will  be  your  bounden 
duty,  when '*'' 

^^  Enough,  enough  f'  said  his  companion  ;  and 
the  tones  of  her  voice  were  rich  and  mellow  with 
happiness  ;  ''  I  will  promise  to  be  less  weak.*** 

*'  I  must  have  a  pledge.^' 

"'  My  honour'"' — said  Miss  Vernon,  almost  gaily. 

Lord  Otterford  laughed.  The  laugh  grated  un- 
pleasantly upon  my  ear. 

"^  Shvloek,  who  was  learned  in  bonds  and  mort- 
gages,  refused  so  untangible  a  deposit.  I  must 
have  better  security  .**' 

"  My  bracelet" — laughed  Miss  Vernon — in  her 
tuni,  but  in  a  different  spirit,  as  she  affected  to  un- 
clasp the  jewel  from  her  arm. 

"  Your  lips !"  whispered  her  lover ;  and  once 
more  he  pressed  them  to  his  own.  His  peace  was 
made. 

Voices  were  heard  in  the  next  room.  Twilicfht 
liad  fallen  over  the  earth.    The  servants  were  busied 
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in  lighting  the  lamps :  and,  ere  long,  the  dinner- 
bell  rang  oat.  The  supposed  solitude  of  the 
lovers  was  OTer;  yet  still  they  stood  an  instant 
side  by  side,  and  hand  in  hand.  They  spoke  no 
more.     There  was  no  need  of  words. 

A  light  laogh  in  the  drawing-room  heralded  the 
re-entrance  of  Lady  Devereux,  and  her  cousin  im- 
mediately sauntered  forth  to  meet  her,  after  one 
long  last  look  into  the  eyes  of  Emily.  For  a  mo- 
ment she  believed  herself  alone.  She  stood  where 
he  had  left  her,  motionless.  Gradually,  her  head 
sank  upon  her  bosom  ;  and  a  deep  sigh,  drawn  from 
the  very  depths  of  her  spirit,  fell  sadly  on  the 
silence.  After  a  time  she  rallied,  but  it  was  evi- 
dently by  a  violent  and  painful  eftbrt:  a  slight 
shiver  passed  over  her  graceful  limbs ;  and  then 
she  hastily  approached  the  window,  and  loaned  out, 
as  if  greedy  of  the  refreshing  breeze  which  swept 
into  the  apartment. 

Need  I  say  that  I  shrank  into  the  most  remote 
corner  of  my  retreat  ?  I  felt  as  though  I  should 
expire  upon  the  spot.  My  brow  burned ;  my  heart 
beat  almost  to  bursting ;  my  clenched  hands  were 
rigid  in  their  tensioft.  I  had  heard  my  mother 
mocked  at — made  the  theme  of  scorn  and  banter — 
branded  as  a  Circe ! — and,  although  I  knew  not 
then  the  precise  meaning  of  the  appellation,  the 
tone  in  which  it  had  been  applied  had  left  me  little 
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doubt  tliat  it  was  one  wliich  reflected  slight  honoar 
upon  her  own. 

And  still  Emily  Vernon  stood  there,  and  I  had 
no  opportunity  of  escape.  I  thought  that  I  was 
suddenly  smitten  with  fever.  I  felt  the  curtain 
quiver  with  the  trembling  of  my  limbs.  Mj  tongue 
was  parched,  and  I  had  set  my  teeth  so  hard,  that 
I  heard  the  labouring  breath  as  it  escaped  from  be- 
tween them.  But  she  heard  nothing.  She  was 
alone  in  that  still  hour  of  darkness,  with  her  love, 
and  with  her  doubts.  Ay,  they  were  there  siill^ 
hushed,  but  not  annihilated ;  for  she  sighed,  and 
at  intervals  swept  from  her  cheeks  the  tears  which 
had  gathered  there,  and  shuddered,  as  if  some 
vision  darker  than  the  night  had  risen  upon  hm 
spirit.  Poor  Emily  !  Even  in  the  paroxysm  of 
my  rage,  I  pitied  her.  There  was  a  prophet-whisper 
in  her  ear  that  told  of  ills  to  come  ! 

When  she  at  length  withdrew  her  head  from  the 
window,  smoothed  her  bright  hair,  and  slowly  pre- 
pared to  leave  the  room,  the  sound  of  voices  was 
loud  in  the  next  apartment.  There  was  no  other 
esfress  from  the  retreat  that  she  had  chosen  ;  and 
accordingly,  after  shrinking  back  into  the  darkneai 
more  than  once,  she  eventually  disappeared ;  lud 
then  I  threw  myself  upon  a  bo&,  and  wept  bitterly. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

Had  I  been  differently  constituted,  or  had  I  been 
differently  educated,  I  should  probably  at  once  have 
made  my  way  to  my  mother'^s  dressing-room,  and, 
in  the  frank  and  overflowing  confidence  of  girlhood, 
have  told  her  all.  No  such  idea,  however,  crossed 
my  brain  even  for  a  moment.  I  had  never  been  a 
child.  I  liad  sprung  from  the  infant  into  the 
woman,  as  the  hothouse  flower  is  forced  into  pre- 
mature blossom  by  unnatural  warmth.  The  ex- 
amples by  which  I  was  surrounded,  the  spirit  in 
which  I  was  tutored,  the  self-appreciation  in  which 
I  was  encouraged,  all  tended  to  the  same  point. 
I  felt  as  if  upon  me,  and  me  only,  devolved  the 
duty  of  revenging  the  affront  offered  to  my  parent. 

The  vengeance  of  a  girl  of  eleven  years  of  age 
appears  absurd,  and  no  doubt  generally  is  so.  I 
know  one  tall  hoyden,  of  about  that  period  of  life, 
whose  ideas  of  mischief  to  others  were  all  concen- 
trated in  throwing  stones  at  them  \  and  laughable 
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as  this  may  seem,  it  is  doubtlessly  quite  as  rational 
as  many  other  methods  of  revenge  adopted  by  chil- 
dren of  the  same  a^^e  ;  but  such  is  not  uuivcrsallv 
the  case.  All  we  adults  and  centinarians  may  rest 
assured  that  there  are  many  instances  of  precocious 
thought  as  well  as  of  precocious  action ;  and  we 
sliould  be  wise  to  remember  that  there  is  a  small 
species  of  worm  in  existence  which  has  frequently 
destroyed  a  three-decker. 

Had  I  been  able  to  appreciate  my  fathcr^'s  real 
character,  it  is  also  probable  that  I  might  have  un- 
veiled to  him  the  true  moral  qualities  of  my  mother^s 
favourite  guest :  but  with  the  close  of  my  in&ncy 
came  also  the  cessation  of  that  demonstrative  pa- 
ternal tenderness  which  had  made  the  joy  of  my 
baby-life.  I  no  sooner  degenerated  into  the  play- 
thing of  the  drawing-room,  differing  only  in  stature 
from  those  about  me ;  engrossed  by  the  same 
vanities,  encouraging  the  same  selfishness,  and 
eager  after  the  same  adulation,  than  my  father 
seemed  altogether  to  have  forgotten  my  existence. 
He  visited  my  little  bed  no  more.  When  we  acci- 
dentally met,  he  had  always  a  kind  word  and  a 
hasty  kiss  for  me ;  but  neither  his  voice  nor  his 
caress  was  what  it  had  once  been ;  and  as  occa- 
sionally, when  more  hurried  than  common,  instead 
of  pressing  his  lips  to  mine,  he  merely  greeted  me 
with,  '^  Ha,  Eveleen,  is  that  you  r*  and  patted  me 
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on  the  head  without  stopping,  my  dignity  took 
offence,  and  I  universally  returned  the  salutation 
by,  ^^  Really,  papa,  you  are  too  bad  ;  you  derange 
my  hair  in  a  shocking  manner  !^ 

My  poor  father !  How,  as  I  look  back  upon 
these  things,  I  can  now  understand  what  closed  his 
once  loving  heart  against  his  home,  making  a 
cold  and  careless  world  the  shrine  at  which  he 
knelt,  and  that  world'^s  smile  his  idol. 

Under  all  circumstances,  it  cannot,  however, 
be  matter  of  surprise  that  I  confided  not  my 
secret  to  any  one.  In  about  half  an  hour,  during 
which  time  coffee  had  been  served  in  the  drawing- 
room,  and  my  retreat  had  continued  uninvaded,  I 
contrived  to  overcome  my  agitation  ;  and,  creeping 
once  more  to  the  fetal  window,  I  turned  my  hot 
brow  and  my  aching  eyes  towards  the  sweet  evening 
wind  that  was  lifting  the  leaves  of  the  trees  and  the 
buds  of  the  flowers,  and  weaving  a  double  web  of 
perfiime  and  melody  over  the  bosom  of  nature.  I 
had,  however,  at  the  moment,  no  such  poetical  as- 
sociation with  the  said  wind.  All  I  sousrht  was 
that  it  should  restore  the  freshness  to  my  forehead 
and  the  brightness  to  my  eyes  ;  that  it  should,  in 
short,  be  an  efficient  aid  in  my  first  grand  essay  in 
hypocrisy.  And  it  was  so ;  the  fair,  full  cheek 
and  the  sparkling  eye  of  early  youth  do  not  tell 
their  tale  of  suffering  like  the  worn  features  of  after- 
VOL.  I.  K 
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years.  The  p^een  and  vigorous  leayes  of  juDe, 
moisteued  though  they  may  be  by  the  thunder- 
shower,  are  restored  to  vigour  and  to  beaaty  by  the 
next  gush  of  sunshine ;  but  those  which  have  out- 
lived the  summer  months  are  scattered  by  the  rain- 
drops, loss  heavy,  perhaps,  but  more  frequent,  to 
wliich  they  are  exposed. 

Even  so  was  it  with  mo.  Ten  minutes  after  I 
had  mastered  my  emotion,  and  sought  in  the 
sweet  influences  of  nature  for  the  relief  I  needed, 
T  was  once  more  perfectly  presentable ;  and  did 
not  hesitate  to  join  my  mother^s  guests :  but 
I  re-entered  not  that  luxurious  drawina:-room 
as  I  had  left  it.  The  best  and  purest  moral 
remnant  of  my  girlhood  had  been  torn  away.  I 
had  learnt  that  even  my  own  proud  and  beautiful 
mother  had  descended  from  her  pedestal,  and  could 
be  spoken  of  in  other  terms  than  those  of  adora- 
tion. Emily,  too,  the  mild,  the  loving,  the  gentle 
Emily,  whom  hitherto  I  had  considered  &ultless, 
she  had  also  her  secret  sin — her  cherished  hypo- 
crisy— her  dangerous  mystery.  As  for  Otterford, 
words  have  no  power  to  tell  how  bitterly,  how 
utterly  I  loathed  him. 

As  I  passed  into  the  saloon,  I  saw  him,  as 
J  had  seen  him  a  hundred  times  before,  lolling 
over  the  back  of  the  large  lounging-chair  which 
was  sacred  to  Lady  Madelaine.      The  compaDy 
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were  scattered  in  groups  over  the  room  ;  Lady 
Devereux  and  Frederic  Vernon  occupied  the  same 
Persian  couch,  and  were  almost  lost  among  the 
yielding  cushions.  I  had  grown  an  age  in  expe- 
rience within  the  last  two  hours  ;  and  the  first  fruits 
of  my  awakened  perceptions  might  have  been  disco- 
vered in  the  fixed  and  almost  stem  attention  with 
which  I  observed  these  two  friends  of  my  mother. 
Lady  Devereux  was  languidly,  but  not  the  less  as- 
siduously, endeavouring  to  appropriate  the  thoughts 
and  glances  of  the  handsome  young  man  beside  her. 
Her  magnificent  arm,  half  veiled  by  rich  black  lace, 
lay,  in  all  its  rounded  beauty,  upon  the  pillow 
against  which  he  leant.  The  ample  folds  of  her 
black  velvet  dress  were  confined  by  a  plain  girdle, 
clasped  with  jewels,  which  drew  the  eye  to  the 
smallness  of  her  waist,  and  the  fulness  of  her  beau- 
tiftiUy- moulded  neck.  Her  little  feet  were  coquet- 
tishly  grouped  together  upon  a  cushion,  and  were 
visible  beneath  the  embroidered  stockings  even  to 
the  well-turned  ancle.  There  was  an  arch  smile 
playing  about  her  lips,  and  a  languid  softness 
glistening  in  her  eyes,  which  rendered  her  more 
beautiful  than  I  had  ever  previously  believed  her 
to  be. 

As  I  advanced  up  the  room,  I  saw  that  she  was 
speaking  playfully,  almost  tenderly,  though  I  could 
not  hear  her  words  ;  but  a  single  glance  sufficed  to 

k2 
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show  me  that  her  companion  little  heeded  their 
import.  His  look  was  riveted  upon  my  mother; 
not  fully  and  freely,  but  with  all  the  caution  of  one 
who  cares  not  that  his  secret  should  be  read  by  idle 
eyes — and  how  full  of  misery  was  that  look ! 

I  followed  its  direction.  The  triumph  of  un- 
striving  and  undoubting  vanity  sat  on  my  mother's 
brow,  and  flushed  her  cheek.  Her  eyes  were  closed, 
but  the  play  of  her  rich  lips,  and  the  frequent 
motion  of  her  small  head,  showed  that  she  did  not 
listen  unheedingly  to  the  low  murmur  that  fell  upon 
her  ear.  And  Lord  Otterford  I  He  it  was  who 
was  breathing  those  honeyed  sounds ;  but  thuugh  he 
bent  over  Lady  Madelaine,  his  gaze  was  turned 
elsewhere.  Emily  Vernon  stood  near  the  harp, 
which  she  had  been  engaged  in  tuning,  and  at  her 
side  was  Mr.  De  Clifford.  To  those  who,  unlike 
myself,  were  not  in  the  secret  of  Miss  Vemon^s 
heart,  she  must  have  appeared  all  calmness  and 
mental  repose.  The  tears  had  been  dried,  the 
j)ulse  had  ceased  its  tumultuous  throbbings,  the 
flush  had  faded  from  the  fevered  brow ;  she  was 
graceful,  easy,  and  self-possessed.  Her  taper 
iiugers  wantoned  among  the  chords  of  the  instru- 
ment ;  lier  small  foot  pressed  down  the  yielding 
pedals ;  and  ultimately,  at  the  close  of  a  brilliant 
prelude,  she  shook  back  her  long  ringlets,  and 
looked  up  with  a  smile  in  reply  to  a  remark  of 
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De  Clifford''8,  when  her  eye  chancing  to  wander 
fiirther,  I  saw  her  suddenly  faulter  and  turn  pale  ; 
the  smile  fled  from  her  lips  and  the  light  from  her 
countenance ;  while  at  the  same  moment  Lord 
Otterford  started  from  his  position  near  my  mother, 
and,  passing  rapidly  beside  her,  I  heard  the  word 
*'  Woman  I^"  breathed  bitterly  from  between  his 
clenched  teeth. 

Here,  then,  was  another  coil  of  the  reptile  ;  for, 
in  my  present  excited  and  suspicious  state  of  feeling, 
I  was  at  no  loss  to  read  in  the  alarmed  expression 
of  De  Clifford'*s  face,  as  he  marked  the  change 
which  had  so  suddenly  come  over  his  fair  com- 
panion, a  more  lively  interest  than  mere  friendship 
would  have  inspired.  He  loved  her — but  the 
serpent  had  already  made  its  way  into  his  Eden ; 
his  dream  was  nearly  over. 

Lady  O'Halloran  was  asleep.  Miss  Alexander 
w^as  endeavouring  to  draw  the  fashionable  and 
fastidious  Sir  James  Domton  into  a  flirtation  ;  and 
her  sister  sat  apart,  beyond  the  more  busy  guests, 
with  her  eyes  riveted  on  Frederic  Vernon.  Mrs. 
Alexander,  all  blonde  and  bracelets,  was  doing  her 
utmost  to  appear  interested  in  a  political  discussion 
which  was  going  on  between  my  father  and  Lord 
Combury,  a  brother  member ;  while  good  old  Dr. 
James,  more  sincere,  and  already  outwearied  by 
their  prolixity,  had  settled  himself  comfortably  in 
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an  ample  fauteuil^  and  was  half  way  to  the  land 
of  dreams. 

How  false,  how  hollow,  and  how  tedious,  every 
thin^  appeared  to  me,  child  as  I  was !  I  felt 
saddened,  disappointed,  dissatisfied.  I  had  indeed 
succeeded  in  subduing  all  trace  of  the  violent  emotion 
which  I  had  lately  undergone ;  but  I  soon  discovered 
that  I  had  by  no  means  resumed  my  ordinaiy 
manner,  from  the  expression  of  my  &ther''8  eye, 
as,  during  a  pause  in  his  conversation,  it  chanced 
to  turn  upon  me. 

"  You  are  unwell,  Eveleen  ;"*"*  he  said  tenderly, 
as  he  approached  and  took  my  hand.  ^^  Your 
cheek  is  pale,  my  poor  child ;  these  hoars  and  these 
habits  are  undermining  your  health.  Would  that 
I  could  see  it  otherwise  !^ 

I  felt  a  deep  blush  rise  to  my  brow.  **  Indeed  I 
am  well,  quite  well  ;**'  I  answered  hurriedly.  "  I  have 
been  annoyed — agitated — but  it  is  all  over  now.^ 

''  And  may  a  grave,  middle-aged,  old-fieishioned 
individual,  like  myself,^  said  Lord  Gombuiy,  in  a 
tone  of  quiet  sarcasm,  as  he  also  approached  and 
seated  himself  upon  the  sofa  beside  me,  ^*  venture 
to  inquire  what  event  can  have  occurred  of  suf- 
ficient importance  to  ^  agitate^  and  'annoy^  the 
charming  Miss  Tilden,  the  embryo  beauty,  the 
precocious  wit,  and  the  envied  heiress  r* 

It  was  the  first  time  that  I  had  ever  been  ad- 
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dressed  in  such  an  accent,  and  my  indignation 
fully  equalled  my  surprise;  nor  was  it  by  any 
means  diminished  when,  on  glancing  towards  my 
father,  as  though  I  looked  to  him  to  revenge  the 
insult,  I  saw  a  quiet  smile  dancing  in  his  eye,  and 
playing  about  the  comers  of  his  mouth.  I  was 
petrified.  I  could  not  have  spoken  had  my  earthly 
happiness  depended  on  the  exertion :  but  I  felt 
my  form  dilate,  and  a  frown  of  offended  dignity 
gather  upon  my  brow. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  this,  Eveleen  f  asked 
my  father  somewhat  severely,  after  a  moment'^s 
pause.  ^*  Did  you  not  hear  Lord  Combnry 
address  you  ?  and  have  you  forgotten— quite ! — '" 
and  he  sighed  as  he  spoke ;  ^^  that  you  are  yet  a 
child,  and  should  be  grateAil  for  the  notice  which 
is  accorded  to  you  V 

I  hesitated  for  an  instant ;  and  then,  turning 
calmly  towards  the  astonished  nobleman,  I  said 
with  all  the  composure  I  could  command ;  ^^  Since 
Lord  Combury  is  obliging  enough  to  take  so  evi- 
dent an  interest  in  my  joys  and  sorrows,  and  since 
it  is  my  father''s  wish  that  I  should  do  so,  I  feel 
bound  to  inform  him  that  I  have  been  *'  annoyed** 
to  find  falsehood  where  I  looked  for  truth,  and 
*  agitated**  to  discover  hypocrisy  where  nothing  but 
sincerity  should  have  existed.^^  And,  as  I  ceased 
speaking,  I  rose  from  the  so&,  curtseyed  ceremo-^ 
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niously   to   my  father  and    his   companion,  and 
moved  away. 

"An  extraordinary  girl  that,  Tilden,  iYaith  ;^ 
I  heard  his  lordship  exclaim  as  I  crossed  the 
floor.  My  fathers  reply  I  could  not  catch ;  and 
the  rather  that,  as  I  approached  Miss  Alexander, 
(who  was  just  in  the  act  of  commencing  a  laborious 
sonata  to  Mr.  De  Glifibrd''8  flute  accompaniment, 
evidently  much  to  her  own  annoyance,  and  equally 
to  the  relief  of  Sir  James  Domton,  whose  flirting 
vocabulary  was  fairly  at  its  close,  in  so  fiur  as  it 
regarded  herself),  I  saw  poor  Emily,  half  con- 
cealed behind  the  folds  of  an  Indian  screen,  pale, 
listless,  and  drooping.  Otterford,  meanwhile,  had 
resumed  his  station  near  my  mother,  and  they 
were  supposed  to  be  deeply  engaged  in  a  game  of 
chess. 

It  must  not  be  imagined  that,  at  so  early  an  age, 
I  was  able  to  estimate,  or  even  wise  enough  to 
glance  at,  the  probable  results  to  my  mother^s 
reputation,  of  the  heedless  and  reckless  loose  which 
she  was  thus  giving  to  her  vanity.  My  only  and 
absorbing  feeling  was  one  of  haughty  indignation 
against  the  man  who  had  dared  to  love  another, 
while  he  professed  to  be  her  slave ;  nor  can  I  deny 
that  a  considerable  portion  of  this  displeanore  was 
reflected  upon  Emily  herself.  T  knew  nothing 
then  of  the  tyranny  of  an   awakened  passion*    I 
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looked  not  beyond    the    visible    homage    which, 
from  the  moment  of  my  admission  to  my  mother'^s 
circle,  had  been  the  immediate  object  of  my  am- 
bition.    I  had  believed  it  to  be  real  and  genuine — 
a  spontaneous  offering  at  the  shrine  of  beauty — 
and  I  was  by  no  means  prepared  to  find  that  it 
was  a  mere  pleasing  delusion — a  shadow  upon  the 
wall — ^a  vapour!     I   had  heard  at  least  twenty 
times  a  day  of  my  own  loveliness ;  for,  when  it 
became  the  fashion  in  the  saloon  to  enumerate  all 
my  childish  attractions,  I  was  forthwith  the  ad- 
mired idol  of  the  servants'  hall.     Not  a  footman 
passed  me  on  my  way  from  the  nurseries  to  the 
drawing-room  who  did  not  assume  a  countenance 
of  wondering  admiration  as  he  stepped  aside ;  not 
a  female  servant,   from  the  housekeeper  to  the 
laundry-maid,  who  did  not  utter  a  whispered  com- 
ment loud  enough  to  meet  my  ear,  and  flattering 
enough  to  make  my  little  heart  beat  more  quickly ; 
while  my  inestimable  governess,  as  time  went  by, 
buckled  on  the  armour  of  her  ignorance  in  quiet, 
satisfied  that  with  my  beauty,  and  my  six  masters — 
(there  were  no  professors  then  for  young  ladies  !)— 
I  was  quite  independent  of  her  teaching ;  and  she 
was  frank  enough  to  tell  me  so. 

The  understanding  was  a  comfortable  one ;  as, 
being  under  no  obligation  to  Mademoiselle,  even 
for  doing  her  best,  which  I  must  have  been,  at 
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least  morally,  had  she  made  a  stand  against  her 
own  ignorance,  and  struggled  to  do  her  duty,  I  was 
thus  enabled  to  despise  her  at  my  ease ;  which  I 
accordingly  did,  at  an  age  when  I  should  not  yet 
have  been  permitted  to  form  an  opinion  of  those 
about  me. 

Sycophants,  paid  and  unpaid,  how  little  do  ye 
reflect  upon  the  pernicious  consequences  of  your 
time-serving  and  degrading'condescension,  especially 
upon  the  minds  of  the  young ! 

Years  have  passed — long,  and  weary,  and  event- 
ful years,  since  the  evening  which  I  am  now  en- 
deavouring to  describe  ;  since  that  first  awakening 
of  doubt,  and  suspicion,  and  hatred,  in  my  girlish 
heart ;  and  yet  is  all  as  distinct  and  firesh  about  me, 
even  as  when  the  moments  were  speeding  by.  It 
was  a  dark  lesson,  which  I  was  never  to  unlearn. 
It  taught  me  to  muse,  to  reason,  and  to  combine, 
upon  subjects  ill- fitted  to  my  age.  It  laid  a  fiiae 
foundation  for  my  after-life. 

I  roused  Miss  Vernon  from  her  reverie.  At 
first  my  conversation  was  evidently  irksome  to  her; 
but,  as  she  strove  against  her  pre-occupation,  it 
became  a  palpable  relief.  I  watched  her  narrowly. 
At  times  she  sighed,  even  when  we  were  speaking 
on  the  most  indifierent  subjects  ;  and  at  others  her 
eyes  wandered  to  the  chess-table,  and  she  answered, 
as  if  unconsciously  and  quite  irrelevantly,  to  my 


A  PRETTY  W03tAX.  203 

questions.     Had  she  loTed  any  other  than  Lord 
Otterford,  I  could  hare  wept  OTer  her ! 

I  once  read  a  qoaint  (xerman  story,  in  which 
the  secret  marriage  of  a  wealthy  voung  widow^ 
whose  fortune  was  to  be  forfeited  in  the  event  of 
her  disposing  of  her  hand  a  second  time,  was  be- 
trayed to  the  watchful  eves  of  the  heirs-at-law,  by 
the  fact  of  her  dropping  her  &n  in  society,  while 
in  conyersation  with  hd^  new  husband,  and  picking 
it  up  herself  without  his  interference.  I  was  then 
ignorant  of  the  tale ;  but  assuredly,  judji^ng  from 
such  premises,  my  mother  was  as  free  as  air.  Her 
slightest  gesture  was  sufficient.  One  would  have 
thought  that  Otterford  could  read  her  heart,  and 
that  speech  was,  in  her  case,  supererogatory. 

Six  weeks  afterwards  my  mother  returned  to 
Grosvenor  Square  for  the  season ;  and  for  the 
first  time  I  was  lefi  at  Rooksley,  under  the 
yeiy  satisfactory  and  efficient  charge  of  Made- 
moiselle Josephine.  My  pride  was  wounded :  I 
had  begun  to  believe  that  I  was  necessary  to  the 
happiness  of  Lady  Madelaine.  It  was  a  natural 
mistake.  In  her  drawing-room  in  the  country  I 
was  an  attractive  ornament.  I  created  conver- 
sation, and  I  afforded  to  the  guests  in  the  house 
numerous  and  happy  opportunities  of  flattering  my 
mother,  both  directly  and  inferentially.  I  was  a 
miniature  representative  of  the  prevailing  fashion, 
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however  outree ;  thus  proving  to  the  initiated  that 
if  the  beautiful  wife  of  Mr.  Tilden  clung  to  the 
gracefiil  and  the  becoming,  it  was  purely  from 
taste,  and  not  from  lack  of  acquaintance  with  the 
reiguino;  mode.  My  flippancy  had  been  elevated 
into  wit ;  and  as  children  are  naturally  fearless,  I 
had  more  than  once  spoken  with  a  point  well  cal- 
culated to  amuse  all  save  those  who  were  the  suf- 
ferers ;  while  my  whole  education  had  been  con- 
ducted on  a  system  of  surface  and  display,  which 
made  me  a  welcome  plaything  to  the  idle  and  the 
unthinking. 

Religion  I  had  none.  Mademoiselle  tried  the 
village  church,  and  the  preaching  of  good  Dr. 
James,  on  one  solitary  occasion,  and  then  pleaded 
her  conscience  as  an  excuse  for  absenting  herself 
thenceforward.  I  had  occasionally  accompanied 
my  mother  and  her  party ;  but  as  the  &mily-pew 
was  closely  curtained  round  with  heavy  daniaskf 
and  I  sat  on  a  cushion  beside  the  fire,  amusing 
myself  with  the  richly  illustrated  prayer-books, 
and  catching  fragments  of  their  conversation,  which 
out  of  respect  for  the  place  was  carried  on  in  soft 
whispers,  and  thereby  only  rendered  the  more  at- 
tractive, I  seldom  heard  more  than  the  responses, 
and  the  extremely  inharmonious  singing  of  the 
children  of  Lady  Madelaine''s  schools,  which,  even 
at  that  early  age,  used  to  set  my  teeth  on  edge. 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  205 

My  notions  of  religion  were  consequently  of  a 
very  vague  and  unformed  description.     When,  as 
I  sometimes  saw  my  mother  and  her  guests  pre- 
paring to  attend  the  morning  service  with  undis- 
guised and  even  acknowledged  reluctance,   I  ven- 
tured to  inquire  for  what  reason  she  submitted  to 
an  annoyance  which  it  was  in  her  power  to  avoid, 
she  answered  me  very  sententiously  that  she  went 
to  church  "  for  the  sake  of  example**' — that  "  it 
was  necessary  that  the  lower  orders   should  see 
persons  of  station  uphold  the  clergy,  or  they  might 
presume  to  absent  themselves  in  their  turn,  which 
was  a  thing  not  to  be  thought  of/'     She  did  not 
explain  for  what  reason,  nor  did  I  inquire,  for  she 
was  'evidently  weary  of  the  subject ;  while  I,  on 
my  side,  felt  no   particular  interest  in  its  conti- 
nuance.    I  was   accordingly   quite  satisfied  from 
that  time  forth,  whenever  I  swelled  the  train  of  my 
mother  on  this  septenary  duty,  that  I  was  setting 
an  example  to  "  the  lower  orders,"  and  was  conse- 
quently a  person  of  considerable  importance  both 
to  Dr.  James  and  his  parish. 

Such  was  I,  in  body  and  mind,  at  the  close  of 
my  eleventh  year.  My  entrance  into  the  twelfth 
was  unwitnessed  by  any  save  my  own  attendants ; 
for,  as  I  have  already  stated,  I  was  left  at  Booksley 
on  the  next  departure  of  the  family  for  town. 
I  pouted  for  eight-and-forty  hours  after  their 
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departure.  My  father  had  kissed  me  hurriedly, 
and  put  five  guineas  into  my  hand,  as  he  stepped 
into  his  chariot.  My  mother  had  pressed  her  lips 
to  my  brow,  and  then  turned  away  to  desire  Made- 
moiselle not  to  suffer  me  to  spoil  my  complexion 
over  the  fire.  Lad}'  De^ereux  had  saluted  me 
with  an  injunction  not  to  grow  any  taller,  lest  in  a 
year  or  two  I  should  oblige  Lady  Madelaine  to 
shut  me  up,  and  keep  me  out  of  sight ;  while  the 
gentlemen  were  all  so  much  occupied  in  final  ar- 
rangements about  their  dogs,  their  horses,  and 
their  guns,  that  they  overlooked  my  existence 
altogether. 

Emily  Vernon  was  the  only  individual  of  the 
party  who  embraced  me  with  efiusion  and  erident 
regret.  She  was  to  be  Lady  Madelaine'^s  travelling 
companion  to  town,  and  then  to  join  her  mother  in 
Curzon  Street.  What  a  long,  sad,  wistful  gaze 
she  turned  upon  all  the  familiar  objects  from  which 
she  was  about  to  separate  !  She  visited  the  octagon 
room  more  than  once :  it  had,  doubtless,  been  the 
locality  of  many  similar  scenes  to  that  which  I  had 
witnessed ;  and  in  what  had  they  terminated  so 
tar?  Even  I  could  read  the  riddle  on  her  pore 
young  brow — in  uncertainty  and  doubt,  in  anxiety 
and  heart-sickness.  Poor  Emily !  and  amid  all 
her  sorrow,  she  was  the  only  one  who  thought 
of  me. 
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My  heart  swelled  with  resentment  as  I  saw  the 
party  disappear ;  and  I  retreated  to  my  room,  fully 
resolved  to  tax  the  patience  of  Mademoiselle  Jos^ 
phine  to  the  uttermost,  by  the  manifestations  of 
my  virtuoos  indignation.  But,  alas !  I  had  no 
opportunity  of  so  doing,  for  during  two  hours  no 
Mademoiselle  made  her  appearance.  I  was  totally 
abandoned.  This  was,  indeed,  a  new  phase  of  my 
existence  !  Had  not  the  little  French  clock  upon 
my  mantelpiece  convinced  me  that  my  solitude 
had  endured  no  longer  than  the  said  hundred  and 
twenty  minutes,  I  should  have  computed  it  at  a 
day,  so  sad,  and  weary,  and  desolate  did  it  appear. 
I  rang  the  bell.  It  was  answered  by  my  own  foot- 
man ;  and  even  he,  as  he  opened  the  door,  was  evi- 
dently working  himself  into  his  coat,  as  though  he 
had  drawn  it  on  hurriedly.  I  inquired  for  Mademoi- 
selle. She  was  just  then  particularly  engaged  with 
the  housekeeper.  Did  I  want  anything  ?  I  replied 
that  I  did  not  think  proper  to  be  left  any  longer 
alone  ;  and  I  was  met  by  the  remark  that  my  harp- 
master  would  be  with  me  in  less  than  twenty  mi- 
nutes ;  at  the  close  of  which  obliging  and  plea- 
sant piece  of  information  the  man  hastily  with- 
drew, before  I  could  make  any  rejoinder. 

This  was  the  commencement  of  my  new  mode  of 
existence ;  and  such,  with  very  slight  variations, 
it   continued.     The   visits   of   my   several  tutors 


208  THE  CONFESSIONS  OP 

broke  in,  agreeably  ratber  than  the  reverse,  upon 
the  daily  monotony ;  and,  moreover,  a  sudden 
fiincy  for  carriage-exercise  seized  upon  my  precep- 
tress. It  is  true  that,  eschewing  all  the  romantic 
cross-roads  which  had  hitherto  been  &miliar  to  us, 
we  no  longer  drove  in  any  other  direction  than  to  the 
post  town,  where  Mademoiselle  lounged  from  one 
shop  to  the  other,  making  purchases  of  the  most 
heterogeneous  description,  and  collecting  all  the 
gossip  of  the  neighbourhood. 

To  me,  young  as  I  was,  these  hitherto  forbidden 
excursions  were  disagreeable  to  an  extreme  degree. 
I  had  never  forgotten  the  malicious  innuendoes  and 
withering  witticisms  which  formed  the  staple  con- 
versation of  my  nursery ;  and,  since  I  had  become 
habituated  to  the  polished  elegance  and  epigram- 
matic wit  of  my  mother's  circle,  the  female  cackle 
to  which  I  was  occasionally  condemned  in  my  own 
apartments  was  absolutely  abhorrent.  It  may 
well  bo  supposed,  therefore,  that  ,1  in  no  wise  in- 
terfered with  the  new  vocation  of  Mademoiselle 
Jos^phin| ;  and  it  was  wliile  she  was  collecting  her 
''  shreds  and  patches'"  for  the  edification  of  the 
housekeeper's  room,  that  I  first  imbibed  that  love 
of  books,  to  which  I  am  indebted  for  some  of  the 
happiest  hours  in  my  stormy  existence. 

It  will  readily  be  understood  that  I  had  not  been 
idle  during  the  fortnight  which  intervened  between 
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the  eventful  evening  last  described  and  the  depar- 
ture of  the  family  for  town.  I  bad  closely  watched 
the  chief  actors  in  the  "  Comedy  of  Errors,"  re- 
presented at  Rooksley.  The  more  narrowly  I 
observed  my  mother,  the  more  plainly  I  discovered 
that  her  vanity  was  a  shrine,  before  which  she 
required  that  a  lamp  should  be  constantly  burning  ; 
but  that  her  aflFections  were  quite  independent  of 
her  self-esteem.  Now,  as  there  existed  nothing 
upon  earth  half  so  attractive  in  my  eyes  as  my 
mother,  and,  as  children  ever  seek  to  imitate  those 
whom  they  admire,  so  my  scrutiny  only  made  me 
the  more  steadfastly  resolve  to  emulate  the  Lady 
Madelaine  in  all  thino^s.  That  I  resembled  her  in 
person  had  been  so  endlessly  repeated  in  my  pre- 
sence, that  I  was  already  aware  of  my  natural 
advantages.  Merely  to  be  the  object  of  general 
comment  and  admiration  did  not,  however,  satisfy 
me ;  I  felt  that  there  was  a  [marked  and  unplea- 
sant distinction  between  the  homage  paid  to  my 
mother,  and  the  caresses  lavished  upon  myself; 
and  for  some  time,  as  I  pondered  over  this  fact 
in  my  enforced  solitude,  I  was  unable  to  compre- 
hend it. 

For  a  while  my  vanity  had  been  gratified  by  the 
flatteries  and  blandishments  poured  out  upon  me ; 
but,  the  feeling  once  awakened,  that  I  was  not 
worshipped  like   my  mother,  thenceforward  ren- 
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dered  the  triumph  incomplete  ;  and  my  pride  was 
wounded  as  I  remembered  that,  while  I  had  merely 
been  the  pet  and  plaything  of  the  idle  and  the 
thoughtless,  Lady  Madelaine  was  an  object  of  deep 
and  exclusive  devotion  ;  making  the  happiness  of 
one  worshipper,  and  the  misery  of  another.  Why 
was  this  I 

I  was  on  the  threshold  of  my  twelfth  year.  I 
had  been  the  almost  constant  companion  of  a  young, 
giddy,  flirting,  and  ignorant  French  governess  since 
I  emerged  from  the  nursery,  the  remainder  of  my 
life  having  been  spent  in  the  society  of  my  mother 
and  her  £riends.  Is  it  then  matter  of  surprise 
that  I  soon  discovered  the  solution  of  the  eui<nna ! 
"  My  mother  is  loved !"  I  whispered  to  myself;  "and 

I they  look  upon  me  still  as  a  child,  but  this 

will  not  last  for  ever.  Emily  Vernon  is  younger 
than  Lady  Madelaine,  and  yet  Lord  Otterfbrd 
loves  her — ay,  and  better  than  he  loves  my  mother ; 
for  did  he  not,  to  make  Miss  Vernon  smile,  call 
her  a  Circe  ?     I  will  know  what  he  meant.*^ 

I  seized  my  dictionary,  but  I  sought  in  vun. 
I  was  in  despair ;  when,  as  a  forlorn  hope,  I  ap- 
pealed to  Mademoiselle.  "  Circ^^  Circ^!  mats  at- 
tainemeiit  r  said  she,  as  a  sudden  recollection  came 
upon  her,  '^  Circ^^  cest  une  d^esse,  I  remember  an 
old  schoolfellow  of  mine,  qui  Jit  un  trh  beau  mariofi. 
She  became  a  modiste  fort  distingufe^  Bus  MichslisUy 
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and  her  enseigne  was  A  la  circe.     (Tetoit  une  tSte 
eharmante^  et  admirablement  coiffee!^ 

This  hint  sufficed.  My  piythology  completed 
the  information.  Mine  was  not  the  age  of  deduc- 
tion, inference,  or  analysis  ;  and  I  accordingly  laid 
aside  the  volume,  murmuring  to  myself,  "  And  I 
too  will  be  a  Circe  I*"' 

I  wearied  in  a  week  or  two  of  my  school-room 
▼olumes.  I  had  many  hours  of  solitude  at  home, 
many  in  the  carriage  ;  and,  as  Mademoiselle  Jose- 
phine and  I  appeared,  as  I  have  before  ren^arked, 
to  have  entered  into  a  tacit  agreement  to  interfere 
as  little  as  possible  with  each  other,  she  made  no  com- 
ment when  she  saw  me  surrounded  by  books  with- 
drawn from  my  mother's  library.  It  were  needless 
to  do  more  than  to  observe  that  they  were  inva- 
riably novels  and  romances ;  and  that,  through 
their  medium,  I  soon  began  to  comprehend  more 
perfectly  both  my  own  position  and  that  of  my 
mother. 

I  remember  that  I  threw  aside  Sir  Charles  Gran- 
dison  in  disgust.  It  appeared  to  me  cold,  formal, 
and  tedious.  I  had  no  taste  for  the  tender  passion 
treated  mathematically  ;  and]  I  found  many  other 
works  upon  the  same  shelves  which  revenged  me 
upon  his  monotony.  From  my  first  admittance  to 
the  drawing-room,  I  had  heard  the  subject  of  love 
constantly  discussed — my  presence  was  unheeded  ; 
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children  are  commonly  overlooked  at  such  mo- 
ments ;  and  yet  upon  children  nothing  is  lost. 
Several  arguments  and  opinions,  of  which  I  had 
thus  become  an  auditor,  remained  impressed  upon 
my  memory ;  and  now,  when  I  began  to  reason 
and  to  reflect,  they  returned  vividly  to  my  recol- 
lection. 

Tlie  example  of  my  mother  imprinted  them  on 
my  heart. 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  213 


CHAPTER  XII. 

Unhappily  for  myself,  I  was  abandoned  to  thi9 
existence  of  perverted  taste  and  unwholesome  occu- 
pation for  upwards  of  a  long,  weary  year.  At  the 
close  of  the  season,  Lady  Devereux,  whose  beauty 
was  on  the  wane,  and  whose  coquetry  became  only 
the  more  exacting  in  consequence,  persuaded  my 
mother  to  travel.  My  fathers  approbation  wa» 
requested  as  a  matter  of  form,  and  yielded  as 
listlessly  as  it  was  asked.  He  could  always  esta- 
blish a  genial  home  at  his  club  ;  and  he  had,  more- 
over, the  good  sense  to  feel  that  what  must  ulti- 
mately be  conceded  was  better  unopposed. 

To  Paris,  accordingly,  the  party  proceeded  ;  con- 
sisting of  my  mother,  and  her  friend  Lady  Devereux, 
Sir  Herbert,  Lord  Otterford,  Frederic  Vernon,  and 
his  sister.  Thence  they  progressed  to  Home,  and 
ultimately  to  Sicily  ;  returning  to  winter  in  Paris, 
where  the  elegance  and  beauty  of  Lady  Madelaine 
created  an  intense  sensation  at  the  French  court. 
The  pure,  pale  loveliness  of  Miss  Vernon  also  pro- 
duced its  effect,  but  her  health  was  undermined — 
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that  precious  health,  to  produce  whose  restoration 
her  anxious  mother  had  alone  been  prevailed  upon 
to  permit  her  absence ;  and  her  spirits  were 
strangely  depressed. 

Nevertheless,  as  they  travelled  en  grands  seig- 
neursy  and  met  with  neither  obstacle  nor  accident, 
the  twelve  months  passed  rapidly  away  ;  and  the 
ladies  returned  to  London  for  the  season,  renovated 
in  health,  and  re&lgent  in  foshion. 

I  had  meanwhile,  ere  their  re-appearance  at 
Rooksley,  entered  my  fourteenth  year. 

I  have  often  since,  after  experiencing  in  myself 
the  chances  and  changes  of  the  worlds  looked  back 
in  wonder  at  the  tenacity  with  which  my  mother^s 
coterie  held  together.  It  is  extremely  probable 
that,  were  I  aware  of  the  personal  motives  and 
interests  which  conduced  to  this  result,  it  might  be 
no  longer  matter  of  marvel ;  but,  with  no  other 
guide  than  my  own  bitter  recollections,  it  is  still  to 
me  a  subject  of  unceasing  wonder.  True  it  is, 
that  it  was  composed  of  individuals  whose  worldly 
position  placed  them  beyond  the  hazard  of  re- 
quiring deep  sympathy  or  serious  assistance  the 
one  from  the  other.  They  were  all  butterflies, 
sporting  in  the  sunshine  of  fortune.  There  was 
more  matter  than  mind  in  the  bond  which  held 
them  together ;  and  I  have  lived  too  long  to  place 
any  reliance  on  the  m-^isant  friendship,  which  is 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  215 

alimented  by  the  popularity  or  the  worldly  qualities 
of  its  object.     Let  one  party  be  exposed  to  the  pres- 
sure of  circumstances  ;    let  health  fail ;    let  neces- 
sities sicken  the  heart  and  depress  the  energies ; 
and,  on  the  other  side,  let  modish  fools  lisp  lightly 
of  a  tie  which  they  are  unable  to  comprehend  ;  let 
new  pursuits,  new  flatterers,   and   new   prospects 
supervene,  and   what    becomes   of   the    sick,    the 
sad,  the  suflering  absentee  ?     There  is  still  verbal 
pity  —  there   is   still  lip-deep   regret — where   all 
good  feeling  is  not  utterly  annihilated ;  but  there  is 
also  more  than  this.     There  is  a  want,  there  is  a 
necessity,  for  the  favourite  of  fortune,  first  to  con- 
ceal, and  ere  long  to  throw  off,  these  inconvenient 
feelings.     The  race  of  pleasure  must  be  run  ;  the 
path  must  be  made  easy,  and  the  journey  light ; 
the  shadow  of  another'^s  sufferings  breaks  the  com- 
fortable and  self-caressing  progress  of  the  better- 
dowried   child  of  chance ;   and  it  is   accordingly 
swept  aside,  or  passed  by  unheeded.    Little  think  or 
reck  they  whose  chariots  press  forward  in  the  race,  of 
the  overburthened  hearts  which  they  assist  to  break ! 
But,  pshaw !  Complaint  is  not  my  purpose.     I 
know  the  world.    The  lesson  is,  perchance,  difficult 
to  learn  ;  but,  once  well  conned,  it  is  one  which  is 
never  forgotten ;  and,  after  all,  philosophy  teaches 
us  that  we  were  bom  to  trial ;  while  a  better  faith 
points  to  a  still  more  valuable  truth. 
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And  now,  let  me  revert  to  myself  as  I  tecu. 

A  year  and  a  half  of  desultory,  and  in  many 
cases  of  pernicious,  reading ;    of  partial   solitude, 
broken  only  by  still  more  ill-boding  companionship, 
at  a  period  of  life  when  the  mind  works  out  its  self- 
development,  and  searches  eagerly  for  subjects  of 
interest  and  excitement ;  coupled  with  a  dfisposi- 
tion  naturally  precocious  and  observant ;  had  done 
its  silent,  but  no  less  certain  work  upon  me,  men- 
tally and  morally ;  nor  had  it  failed  to  produce  also 
its  physical  efiect.  I  needed  no  prompter  to  whisper 
this.     The  looking-glass  at  which,  on  the  departure 
of  my  mother,  I  could  only  satisfy  myself  of  the 
propriety  of  my  head-dress,  now  reflected  my  whole 
face ;  nor  was  I,  by  any  means,  inclined  to  quarrel 
with  the  reflection.     One  of  my  favourite  amuse- 
ments was  to  compare  my  features  with  those  of  a 
magnificent  fiiU-length  portrait  of  my  mother,  which 
was  suspended  above  the  mantel  of  the  library ;  and 
I  was  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  results  of  my 
scrutiny ;  while  my  heart  bounded,  as  I  remembered, 
(thanks  to  Lady  Madelaine'^s  book-shelves  !)  that 
my  triumph  was  but  beginning,  while  hers  would  be, 
ere  long,  upon  the  wane !     Still,  I  was  conscious 
that  there  was  a  charm,  a  spell,  about  my  mother, 
wanting  to  my  unformed  and  neglected  girlhood  ; 
and  as  I  had  treasured  her  looks,  and  tones,  and 
caprices  in  my  memory,  I  forthwith  began  to  prac- 
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tise  them  to  the  f^reat  annovance  of  Mademoiselle 
Josephine  and  my  maid.  I  wad  unable  to  appre- 
ciate her  better  qualities,  and  therefore  they  escaped 
me  ;  while  I  clung  to  her  defects,  with  a  tenacity 
which  soon  made  them  perfectly  my  own. 

The  next  step  was  one  which  may  appear  exag- 
gerated and  unnatural.    Let  those  who  so  esteem  it 
reflect  ere  thev  affect  to  doubt ;  for  they  can  know 
little  of  a  woman'^s  nature.     It  is  a  common  asser- 
tion that  events  have  been  pre-ordained — I   had 
been  pre-educated^  in  that   most   uncertain   of  all 
mysteries,  the  intricacies  of  the  heart.     And  there- 
fore— my  next  step  was  jealousy  of  the  homage 
which  my  mother  had  hitherto  engrossed.     I  had 
been  often  told  of  my  beauty,  of  my  grace,  of  my 
attractions,  but  it  was  in  another  tone.     The  child 
had  been  petted  and  pampered  as  a  child  ;  but  the 
vanity  of  the  girl  could  no  longer  be  satisfied  with 
such  questionable  worship. 

When  I  made  my  first  appearance  in  the  drawing- 
room,  on  the  evening  of  my  mother'*s  return  to  Rooks- 
ley — for  she  had  not  previously  found  a  leisure 
moment  in  which  to  receive  me — I  remarked  that  a 
look  of  vague  wonder  followed  my  steps  as  I  crossed 
the  floor ;  but,  as  I  felt  that  my  appearance  was 
unexceptionable,  I  consequently  interpreted  the  sen- 
sation which  I  had  created  in  a  way  well  suited  to 
gratify  my  vanity  ;  although  it  received  a  very 
VOL.  I.  L 
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severe  shock  in  the  extreme  coldness  of  my  mothe^^s 
recognition.  She  looked  for  a  moment  as  though 
she  really  doubted  my  identity ;  and  then  a  slight 
flush  spread  over  her  brow,  and  she  turned  her 
head  aside,  as  if  anxious  to  shut  out  an  object  that 
was  disagreeable. 

Resolved  to  follow  up  the  efiect  which  I  had  pro- 
duced upon  her  circle,  I  had  no  sooner  made  the 
circuit  of  the  room,  and  exchanged  greetings  with 
the  guests,  than  I  seated  myself  unbidden  at  the 
harp  ;  and  as  this  had  been  my  fevourite  study,  im- 
pelled as  I  was  to  exertion  by  a  knowledge  of  the 
admiration  which  Lady  Madelaine  had  always 
commanded  when  performing  upon  that  showy  and 
graceful  instrument,  my  proficiency  was,  as  I  have 
reason  to  believe,  something  extraordinary ;  while 
it  is  probable  that  its  effect  was  enhanced  by  the 
listless  and  unsettled  mood  of  my  hearers,  who  had 
not  yet  recovered  the  dissipations  and  exactions  of 
London  life. 

Be  that  as  it  may,  however,  it  is  certain  that 
exclamations  of  wonder  and  delight  resounded  on 
all  sides  ;  and  that  I  engrossed,  for  full  five  minutes, 
the  entire  attention  of  the  company.  My  father 
was  not  present.  He  was  attending  his  parliamen- 
tary duties.  It  was  well  that  I  enjoyed  my  triumph 
fireely  and  fully,  for  it  was  not  destined  to  be  soon 
repeated. 
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On  the  morrow,  during  the  progress  of  my 
mother'^s  toilette,  Mademoiselle  Josephine  was  sum- 
moned to  her  dressing-room,  to  make  a  report  of  my 
mental  and  moral  progress :  and  ten  minutes  after- 
wards I  was  myself  bidden  to  the  conference. 

Assuredly,  Lady  Madelaine  was  very  beautiful  5 
and  on  this  particular  occasion  I  was  more  than 
ever  impressed  by  the  fact.  She  was  seated  in  a 
large  lounging-chair,  her  fine  hair  falling  in  masses 
over  her  shoulders,  her  graceful  figure  loosely 
draped  by  the  soft  folds  of  a  wrapping-gown  of  pale 
blue  cashmere ;  and  the  extremities  of  her  small 
feet  thrust  into  a  pair  of  crimson  velvet  slippers, 
edged  with  swansdown.  Immediately  opposite,  and 
reflecting  the  whole  of  her  person,  stood  a  cheval 
glass  of  immense  proportions,  set  into  a  frame  of 
or-molu ;  upon  which,  after  her  first  brief  saluta- 
tion on  my  entrance,  the  eyes  of  my  mother  were 
riveted  with  great  complacency. 

"  What  is  this.  Miss  Tilden,  that  I  hear  of 
you  I  ^^  she  exclaimed,  with  a  harshness  of  which, 
had  I  ever  reflected  upon  the  subject,  I  should  have 
considered  her  incapable ;  ''  Mademoiselle  informs 
me  that  your  vanity  is  so  great,  and  so  trouble- 
some,  that  your  maid  has  repeatedly  complained  of 
late  both  of  your  caprice  and  of  your  violence.'' 

"  Indeed !''  I  replied  with  all  the  composure  that 
I  could  assume ;  '^  I  was  not  aware  that  Mademoi- 
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selle  considered  it  as  a  part  of  her  duty  to  enter 
into  the  details  of  our  late  proceedings ;  but,  since 
Buch  is  the  case,  I  may  probably,  on  my  side,  be 
enabled  to  afford  your  ladyship  some  interesting 
information/'* 

My  mother  was  evidently  petrified  at  my  auda- 
city, while  the  frown  and  the  blush  which  simul- 
taneously spread  over  the  brow  and  cheeks  of  the 
conscious  Frenchwoman  turned  her  complexion 
purple.  I  kept  my  eye  steadily  fixed  upon  her : 
she  knew  that  she  was  in  my  power ;  and  I  never, 
thereafter,  suffered  her  to  overlook  the  fiwt. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  this,  Eveleenf  asked 
my  mother,  after  a  momentary  silence. 

^^  Much,  or  nothing,  as  Mademoiselle  Josephine 
may  consider  best,"  I  answered  quietly. 

"  If  you  expect.  Miss  Tilden ;"  pursued  Lady 
Madelaine,  evidently  highly  provoked,  but  endea- 
vouring to  conceal  her  annoyance ;  '^  that  I  shall 
consent  to  waste  my  time  upon  your  criminations 
and  recriminations,  I  beg  you  at  once  to  undeceive 
yourself.  Thus  much,  however,  I  feel  it  my  duty 
to  remark — that,  had  Mademoiselle  acted  fearlessly 
and  energetically,  and  as  I  had  every  right,  from 
the  recommendations  upon  which  she  was  received 
into  this  family,  to  hope  that  she  would  have  done 
— these  complaints  against  my  daughter  never 
could  have  occurred.'** 
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No  wonder  that  F^licie  tossed  her  little  head^ 
and  snuffed  the  air  with  an  expression  of  Tirtuoua 
indignation  and  outraged  dignity,  when  she  remem- 
bered that  it  was  by  her  own  unassisted  cleverness 
that  ^'cette  bete  de  Josephine^''  had  been  so  plea* 
santly  established. 

"  Vanity  !"  continued  Lady  Madelaine  in  a  tone 
of  contemptuous  mockery,  which,  looking  upon  her 
at  that  moment,  was  quite  an  epigram  ;  "  can  there 
be  a  more  despicable,  a  more  unworthy  vice  ? — 
Felicie,  I  am  really  weary  of  telling  you  that  I 
will  not  have  my  ringlets  so  massed  together ! 
Scatter  them,  in  order  that  the  lines  of  the  forehead 
may  be  traced  in  profile  \  and  do  not  let  me  have 
to  remind  you  of  this  again. — Then  I  have  been 
compelled  to  hear  of  your  violence,  Miss  Tilden. 
Upon  my  word !  Your  education  has  progressed 
in  less  than  two  years,  since  you  have  learned 
within  that  period  to  strike  your  maid.'' 

I  own  that  I  did  now  feel  considerably  ashamed. 
The  rebuke  which  I  had  just  received  for  my  vanity 
rather  amused  than  disconcerted  me.  My  mother 
was  off  her  guard :  she  forgot  that  I  was  two  years 
older  in  time  since  we  parted,  and  she  had  yet  to 
learn  that  I  was  ten  years  older  in  knowledge  of  the 
world,  or  rather  in  that  shrewd  and  active  observa- 
tion by  which  it  is  the  most  easily  attained.  The 
second  charge  brought  against  me  was  less  easily 
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excused  to  my  own  heart.  I  was  as  proud  as  Lady 
Madelaine  herself ;  and  when  my  transgression  was 
thus  abruptly  laid  before  me,  there  was  a  coarseness 
about  it  by  which  I  was  revolted. 

Well  had  it  been  had  my  mother  dismissed  me 
at  that  moment,  while  a  wholesome  feeling  of  com- 
punction planted  a  burning  blush  upon  my  cheek 
— well,  alike  for  the  respect  which  I  owed  to  her, 
and  for  the  oflect  produced  upon  my  own  character. 
But  this  was  not  to  be.  Lady  Madelaine,  who 
detested  the  exertion  which  she  considered  herself 
in  this  instance  called  upon  to  make,  and  who  had 
evidently  determined  to  avoid,  if  possible,  all  chance 
of  its  recurrence,  had  yet  a  few  more  "  last  words  ^ 
to  deliver ;  and  I  was  still  standing  silently  beside 
her,  self-condemned  and  humbled  in  my  own  eyes, 
when  Fdlicie,  who  was,  mifortunately  for  herself, 
much  more  intent  upon  the  conversation  that  was 
going  on  about  her,  than  upon  her  own  occupation, 
and  who  had  just  commenced  operations  on  the  other 
side  of  her  lady''s  ringlets,  began  once  more  to  pile 
the  glossy  curls  thickly  together ;  when  the  taper 
fingers  of  the  angry  beauty  suddenly  wound  them- 
selves about  the  handle  of  the  brush,  and  wresting 
it  from  her  hand,  flung  it  violently  into  her  fiM^ 
whence  it  bounded  off,  and  falling  upon  a  table  on 
which  stood  a  breakfast  service  of  Nankin  china, 
brought  the  cup  and  saucer  about  to  be  used  by  my 
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mother  to  the  floor,  where  they  lay  scattered  in 
fragments ;  at  the  same  instant,  when  Fi^licie,  with 
a  faint  shriek,  raised  her  black  silk  apron  to  her 
face,  to  stanch  the  blood  which  was  flowing  from 
her  nose. 

I  remained  for  an  instant  aghast  and  motionless, 
and  then  I  fear  that,  despite  my  better  reason,  I 
smiled.  I  imagine  that  I  must  have  done  so,  for 
at  that  very  moment,  as  the  eyes  of  my  mother 
and  my  own  chanced  to  meet,  I  saw  a  cloud  gather 
upon  her  brow.  Her  little  hand  instinctively 
clenched  itself,  and  her  slippered  foot  beat  against 
the  floor,  as  she  exclaimed  hurriedly ;  "  Leave  the 
room,  Miss  Tilden  !  Have  you  not  the  good  taste 
to  leave  the  room  T' 

Had  I  been  in  the  Presence,  I  could  not  have 
made  a  more  punctilious  curtsey  than  that  with 
which  I  withdrew,  followed  by  the  shrinking  and 
trembling  Josephine.  I  turned  one  look  upon  the 
unhappy  delinquent,  who  was  standing  apart,  cry- 
ing bitterly  with  mingled  pain  and  passion  ;  but  I 
have  no  doubt  that  she  was  easily  consoled,  for  I 
saw  her  on  the  following  Sunday,  glorious  in  a 
dress  of  violet  lutestring,  which  I  remembered  to 
have  once  noticed  upon  my  mother. 

Need  I  say  that  no  particularly  high  moral  efiect 
was  produced  upon  me  by  the  interview  which  had 
been  so  strangely  terminated.     I  was  no  longer  a 
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child — I  felt  my  power.  My  own  mother  had 
shrunk  from  my  observation.  I  forgot  all  that  she 
had  uttered,  both  in  reproach  and  warning ;  but 
the  action  which  had  succeeded  the  words  was,  for 
months  afterwards,  still  vividly  before  me.  Example 
is  a  hundredfold  more  potent  than  precept  upon 
the  spirit  of  the  young.  When  the  hour  came  at 
which  I  had  formerly  been  in  the  habit  of  joining 
my  mother^'s  circle,  I  was  already  deep  in  doubt 
between  a  dress  of  white  muslin,  and  a  frock  of 
blue  brocade,  when  Mademoiselle  very  sententi- 
ously  informed  me  that  Miladi  would  dispense  with 
my  presence,  and  that  I  was  not  again  to  present 
myself  en  society,  until  I  had  received  instructions 
to  that  effect. 

A  week  before — even  a  day  before— such  a  mes- 
sage would  have  made  me  ftirious ;  now,  I  received 
it  with  perfect  calmness  ;  and  desiring  that  my  maid 
would  replace  the  rival  dresses  in  my  wardrobe, 
I  flung  myself  upon  a  sofa,  and  was  soon,  to  all 
appearance,  deeply  engaged  in  the  last  volume 
of  Fielding''s  Amelia,  I  could  see  that  my  un- 
questioning resignation  astonished  both  my  gover- 
ness and  my  waiting-woman ;  they  exchanged 
glances  of  surprise  which  did  not  escape  me,  and 
which  was  just  what  I  desired ;  but  they  had  no 
sooner  left  me  to  myself  than  I  laid  aside  the  book, 
and  began,  as  was  now  my  invariable  custom,  to 
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search  for  the  explanation  of  my  mother^s  conduct. 
I  asked  myself  why  she,  who  had  been  formerly  so 
blind  to  my  faults,  so  demonstrative  in  her  affec* 
tion,  so  indulgent  in  her  rule  when  I  was  a  mere 
mindless  child,  should  suddenly  have  become  cold, 
repelling,  and  even  harsh  in  her  bearing,  now  that 
I  had  attained  a  more  companionable  age,  and  was 
more  capable  of  appreciating  kindness  ?  The  simple 
banishment  from  her  immediate  circle  I  could  at 
once,  and  without  difficulty,  have  attributed  to  her 
annoyance  at  ray  presence  during  the  scene  of  the 
morning,  and  her  anxiety  that  the  impression 
should  have  time  to  become  fainter  ere  we  again 
met.  I  did  not  waste  a  moment  upon  that  phase 
of  the  affair.  It  was  the  abrupt,  uncompromising, 
dictatorial  tone  which  she  had  assumed  at  that  very 
interview,  which  struck  me  as  incongruous  and 
inexplicable.  That  she  had  listened  to  the  com- 
plaints made  against  me,  and  to  the  circumstances 
which  had  called  them  forth,  was  evident  from  the 
spirit  of  her  rebuke  ;  but  that  she  should  not  con- 
descend to  make  some  appeal  to  me,  individually, 
and  thus  enable  me  to  excuse  or  to  justify  myself, 
was  the  great  subject  of  my  bewilderment. 

Had  I  not  for  years  been  encouraged  and  ap- 
plauded, whenever  I  endeavoured  to  imitate  her 
either  in  air  or  manner !  Had  I  not  been  praised 
and  petted  when  I  succeeded  in  aping  a  tone  or 
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a  gesture  with  sufficient  accuracy  to  ensure  its  im- 
mediate recognition  ?  Had  she  not  frequently 
chidden  me  for  the  disorder  of  a  stray  ringlet,  or 
the  discomposure  of  a  ruffled  flounce  ?  Had  I  not 
received  repeated  injunctions  not  to  spread  the 
muscles  of  my  hands,  by  attempting  to  grasp  ob- 
jects too  large  for  them,  and  to  be  careful  to  tread 
evenly,  lest  I  should  spoil  the  turn  of  my  ancle ! 
Was  not  her  parting  command  to  Mademoiselle 
Josephine  connected  with  the  preservation  of  my 
complexion  I  and  were  not  all  these  cases  so  many 
incentives  to  vanity?  My  reason  answered  "  Yes  ;"" 
and  I  felt  that  herein  at  least  I  was  entitled  to  the 
highest  commendation  for  my  implicit  and  unvary- 
ing obedience. 

I  walked  to  the  glass.  There  could  be  no  doubt 
that  on  this  point  my  mother  had  every  reason  to 
be  satisfied.  She  had  given  me  a  text,  and  I  had 
composed  a  whole  volume  upon  that  single  sen- 
tence. There  could  be  no  doubt,  I  say,  upon  the 
subject.  I  was  decidedly  a  beauty,  and  it  was 
beauty  of  a  very  high  order.  I  tried  my  head  in 
several  positions,  and  it  came  triumphantly  through 
every  ordeal.  I  was  tall,  too ;  I  felt  it  was  ex- 
tremely probable  that  in  two  years  more  I  should 
be  as  tall  as  Lady  Madelaine  herself;  and  in  two 
years  I  should  be  sixteen.  How  many  of  my  most 
cherished  heroines  had  been  fenced  in  by  lovers  at 
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sixteen  !  I  wondered  whether  this  feet  had  ever 
struck  her ;  she  must  have  known  it,  for  I  learnt 
it  from  her  own  books. 

Decidedly  she  could  not  have  been  disappointed 
with  my  appearance.  Wherein  then  could  lie  the 
cause  of  my  disgrace?  1  was  satisfied  that  my 
masters  would  report  well  of  my  progress,  one  and 
all ;  and,  indeed,  I  had  already  afforded  to  Lady 
Madelaine  herself  the  opportunity  of  estimating  my 
musical  proficiency.  I  had  excited  not  only  atten- 
tion, but  even  astonishment.  Here  again  I  was 
consequently  blameless.  I  could  find  no  clue  to 
the  enigma. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

On  one  point  I  was,  at  the  close  of  ray  delibera- 
tions, absolutely  determined ;  and  this  was  to  endure 
the  maternal  caprice,  for  simply  as  such  did  I  con- 
sider it,  in  dignified  silence.  I  would  not  conde- 
scend to  complain.  I  was  no  longer  a  child  to  be 
chidden  without  a  cause.  In  two  years  I  should 
be  sixteen,  and  there  was  to  me  impunity  and 
emancipation  in  the  very  thought. 

As  I  resolved,  so  I  acted.  That  I  suffered 
deeply  I  will  not  deny  ;  for  greedy  of  admiration, 
and  accustomed  to  indulgence,  I  could  not  think  of 
the  brilliant  circle  collected  in  the  other  wing  of 
the  house,  without  severe  mortification ;  but  I 
suffered  in  silence.  I  did  not  relax  a  tittle  in  my 
application  to  the  various  accomplishments  which 
formed  my  studies.  I  pursued  my  reading  with 
the  same  avidity  as  ever  ;  but  I  was  now  driven  to 
the  general  library,  for  I  dared  no  longer  invade 
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the  bookshelves  of  Lady  Madelaine.  I  found,  how- 
ever, an  ample  store  of  fiction  even  there,  although, 
fortunately  for  me,  it  was  of  a  higher  class.  Still, 
I  had  many  unoccupied  moments,  and  these  were 
invariably  employed  in  speculating  upon  my 
mother's  extraordinary  change  of  feeling ;  and 
m  building  some  very  magnificent  "  castles  in 
the  air,""*  of  which  I  was  one  day  to  become  the 
tenant. 

Things  remained  in  this  position  for  a  fortnight, 
at  the  end  of  which  time  my  father  arrived  from 
town  ;  and  with  this  information  was  coupled  the 
command  of  Lady  Madelaine,  that  I  should  take 
my  coffee,  as  I  had  formerly  done,  in  the  drawing- 
room.  I  obeyed  with  the  same  composure  as  on 
the  occasion  of  my  banishment.  In  vain  did 
Mademoiselle,  who  condescended  to  superintend 
ray  toilette,  endeavour  to  elicit  from  me  some  ex- 
pression of  surprise  or  curiosity ;  for,  although  I  stu- 
diously tried  the  patience  both  of  herself  and  my 
attendant,  and  three  times  changed  my  dress  when 
they  supposed  me  ready  to  join  my  mother's  guests, 
not  a  syllable  did  I  suffer  to  escape  my  lips  upon 
the  subject  which  actually  engrossed  my  mind.  At 
length  their  toil  was  over.  I  confessed  myself  satis- 
fied— ^gave  a  last  look  at  the  glass — arranged  a 
stray  hair — and  descended  to  the  drawing-room,  if 
not  with  the  same  feeling,  at  least  with  the  same 
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appearance  of  composure  as  though  I  had  never 
been  exiled  from  its  gaieties. 

As  I  anticipated,  my  father  was  the  first  who 
greeted  me  on  my  entrance.  Absorbed  by  public 
business,  as  my  mother  had  been  by  pleasure  ;  and, 
moreover,  with  little  cause  to  hope  that  my  com- 
panionship would  repay  him  for  personal  inconve- 
nience, he  had  never  once  visited  Rooksley  during 
the  whole  period  of  her  absence ;  and  I  observed 
that  he  appeared  no  less  struck  by  the  change  in 
my  person  than  Lady  Madelaine  and  her  friends 
had  been  upon  the  former  occasion ;  but  his  surprise 
was  evidently  pleasurable.  There  was  a  proud  ex- 
pression in  his  eyes  as  they  lingered  upon  my  face, 
and  a  deep  tenderness  in  the  tone  with  which  he 
addressed  me ;  nor  was  I  slow  to  remark  that, 
mingled  with  that  tenderness,  there  was  a  courteous 
deference  of  manner,  of  which  a  really  high-bred 
man  can  never  divest  himself  when  conversing  with 
a  woman,  but  which  I  had  never  before  observed  in 
him  when  speaking  to  myself. 

The  conviction  gave  me  courage.  "  In  my  fiither^s 
eyes  I  am  no  longer  a  child  !""  I  whispered  proudly 
to  my  own  heart ;  and,  after  having  lingered  for  a 
moment  at  his  side,  I  slowly  approached  the 
lounging-chair  of  Lady  Madelaine,  without  looking 
either  to  the  right  or  left,  but  making  my  way  with 
all  the  grace  and  self-possession  of  which  I  was 
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capable.  When  I  stood  before  her,  ray  mother  gave 
me  a  slight  nod,  and  a  faint  smile,  just  what  would 
have  been  a  graceful  and  becoming  acknowledgment 
of  my  propriety  of  bearing,  had  we  only  parted  an 
hour  or  two  previously  :  and  who,  save  myself,  was 
aware  that  it  was  not  so  ? 

•  This  ceremony  over,  I  found  my  hand  clasped  m 
that  of  Miss  Vernon,  who,  drawing  me  aside,  be- 
gan eagerly  to  explain  that  Lady  Madelaine  had 
peremptorily  forbidden  all  invasion  of  the  school- 
room, or  that  she  should  have  shared  my  solitude 
frequently,  very  frequently.  I  thanked  her  with  a 
beaming  smile  and  a  heightened  colour ;  but  it 
was  not  her  affectionate  address  which  had  elicited 
either  the  one  or  the  other.  At  the  very  moment 
that  she  was  speaking,  I  heard  the  voic«  of  Sir 
James  Domton,  who  exclaimed,  in  an  accent  loud 
enough  to  reach  my  ear — 

"  Can  it  be  possible  that  the  beautiful  girl  I  see 
yonder  is  Miss  Tilden ! — the  little  Eveleen  of  a 
few  months  ago  !  Egad,  in  a  year  or  two  my  Lady 
Madelaine  herself  must  look  to  her  laurels.''^ 

I  had  never  thought  the  fastidious  baronet  half 
so  agreeable ;  and  was  glad  when  he  soon  afterwards 
approached  me,  and  I  found  that  he  had  just  arrived 
from  town  with  my  fether. 

"  We  travelled  en  tiers.  Miss  Tilden,*"  he  said, 
affecting  intense  disgust ;  "  which  is  what  no  one 
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should  do  who  is  not  prepared  to  risk  all  the  con- 
sequences, however  fatal ;  and  this  alarming  fact  I 
considerately  laid  before  your  senatorial  papa ;  but 
he  gave  no  heed  to  my  remonstrance  ;  and  accord- 
ingly, after  we  had  each  possessed  ourselves  of  a 
corner  of  the  chariot,  the  process  was  completed  by 
the  application  of  a  human  wedge  in  the  shape  of 
that  tall  young  gentleman,  who  is  now  lounging 
against  the  mantelpiece,  and  staring  most  imper- 
tinently into  the  face  of  a  young  lady  with  whom  I 
have  the  honour  of  being  in  conversation.'*' 

I  instinctively  looked  in  the  direction  which  he 
indicated ;  and  as  I  did  so,  even  rapidly  as  he 
withdrew  his  gaze,  my  eyes  met  those  of  the 
stran£:er  for  an  instant.  I  had  never  before  seen 
such  eyes ;  so  large,  so  dark,  and  so  soft  in  their 
expression.  Tall,  and  slight,  but  with  an  air  of 
fashion,  and  a  gracefulness  of  attitude  which  ap- 
peared to  realize  all  the  fabled  perfection  of  the 
heroes  of  my  imagination,  I  saw  at  the  first  glance 
that  the  new  guest  was  a  mere  stripling;  but  I 
dared  not  pursue  my  scrutiny :  and  the  pause  was 
consequently  brief,  which  I  terminated  by  inquiring 
his  identity. 

"  That  very  fortunate  young  gentleman,**  said 
Sir  James,  "  is  the  only  child  of  your  mother'^s  pet 
friend,  Lady  Devereux  —  qus  toild^  showing  her 
pretty  foot  to  the  insensible  Frederic  Vernon— and 
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he  is  consequently  the  sole  heir  of  Sir  Herbert, 
who,  I  have  been  confidently  assured,  loves  him 
almost  as  well  as  his  favourite  hunter.  Think  of 
that.  Miss  Tilden  !  and  emulate  his  perfections* 
The  joli  pardon  has  just  left  college ;  and  as  his 
lady-mother  is  of  opinion  that  black  and  scarlet 
blend  very  harmoniously,  she  has  coaxed  his  un- 
willing papa — whose  principal  study  is,  as  you  are 
probably  aware,  how  to  do  the  least  possible  good 
in  the  longest  possible  time  :  or,  perhaps,  I  should 
rather  say,  to  live  out  his  life  without  doing  any- 
thing— to'  allow  her  darling  to  go  into  the  Guards  ; 
and,  such  as  you  see  him,  he  is  actually  and  bona 
fide^  at  this  moment,  one  of  the  defenders  of  his 
country,  and  has  run  down  to  Rooksley  to  '  kiss 
hands  "*  on  the  momentous  occasion.''^ 

"  He  appears  to  be  very  young,""  I  hazarded  in 
reply. 

"  He  completed  his  seventeenth  year  a  day  or 
two  since  ;  but  you  must  venture  no  remark  upon 
his  juvenility ;  Horse-Guardsmen  of  that  age  being 
wonderfully  punctilious  on  the  matter  of  their 
manliness.'^ 

The  words  were  scarcely  uttered  when  my  father, 
followed  by  young  Devereux,  advanced  to  the  sofa, 
upon  which  we  were  seated,  when  the  subject  of 
our  conversation  was  made  known  to  me ;  and  Sir 
James,  with  a  sarcastic  ceremony,  for  which  at  the 


234  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 

moment  I  detested  liim,  rose,  and  resigned  his 
place  beside  me  to  the  stranger,  who,  however,  pos- 
sessed liimself  of  it  with  a  composure  and  good 
faith  which  soon  restored  my  complacency. 

I  felt  as  thougli  I  now  saw  one  of  my  fevourite 
novels  in  action,  and  that  I  was  to  become  the 
heroine  of  a  plot  full  of  romance  and  interest.     I 
required   no  prompting  to  teach  me  that  he  ad- 
mired my  person ;  and  I  had  been  too  long  pre- 
pared for  a  similar  event,  to  be  found  wanting  in 
the  attempt  to  display  my  perfections  in  the  most 
favourable  light.     I  closed  my  eyes  languidly,  after 
the   fashion  of  my  mother:    and  when  the  long 
lashes   had  produced  their  effect,   I  raised  them 
suddenly  to   the  face  of  my  companion,  only  to 
avert  them  in  the  same  haste.     My  triumph  was 
great  as    I  remarked   his  growing  interest.     He 
was  evidently  unsuspicious  of  artifice ;  and  as  all 
my  mother^s   lady -guests  were  absorbed  in  their 
own  peculiar  partialities  and  avocations,  no  com- 
ment was  made  upon  the  fact  of  our  continuing  in 
conversation  throughout  the  evening,  and  parting 
only  when  Mademoiselle  entered  to  reclaim  what 
she  was  pleased  to  call  her  pfipil. 

As  my  father's  public  duties  would  not  permit  of 
his  remaining  long  absent  from  town,  it  was  inti- 
mated to  me,  that,  with  the  exception  of  those 
hours  which  were  habitually  dedicated  to  my  several 
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masters,  my  time  and  moyements  were  at  my  own 
disposal.  I  had  suddenly  attained  to  happiness  ! 
I  was  free  to  come  and  to  go.  I  was  beloved — 
this,  above  all,  was  the  thought  which  gave  a  new 
charm  to  my  existence ;  nor  did  I  suffer  myself  to 
doubt  that  it  must  be  so.  It  is  true,  that  at  the 
end  of  a  week  I  began  to  have  some  misgivings  of 
the  progress  of  the  devoted  attachment  of  which  I 
was  resolved  to  become  the  object.  Engrossed  by 
my  own  vanity,  the  idea  of  the  conquest  which  I 
bad  made  was  ever  present  to  me ;  nor  could  I 
force  myself  to  feel  an  interest  in  any  other  subject. 
I  did  not  reflect  that  it  was  far  otherwise  with 
young  Devereux.  He  might  admire  me,  as  a  pretty 
girl,  and  find  a  pleasure  in  conversing  with  one  who 
treated  his  sentiments  and  attentions  with  respect ; 
but  he  had  also  other  contemplations  even  more 
agreeable.  He  had  just  escaped  the  trammels  of 
college,  and  taken  a  decided  and  honourable  posi- 
tion in  society.  Bright  visions  of  the  future  min- 
gled, therefore,  with  his  enjoyment  of  the  present ; 
and  it  is  probable  that  long  after  I  argued  myself 
into  the  belief  that  I  held  his  happiness  in  my 
hands,  the  placid  reveries  in  which  he  loved  to  in- 
dulge were  full  of  gold  lace  and  thorough-bred 
chargers,  instead  of  bright  eyes  and  well-turned 
ancles. 

This  coldness  did  not,  however,  long  continue. 
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He  was  dazzled  by  the  showiness  of  ray  accom* 
plishmeuts,  flattered  by  the  pleasure  which  I  did 
not  attempt  to  conceal  when  we  met,  and  sur- 
rounded by  an  atmosphere  redolent  of  gallantry 
and  dissipation.  Nevertheless,  Herbert  Devereux 
was  a  ^eater  novice  than  myself  in  the  language 
of  admiration.  Timid,  wholly  unconscious  of  his 
personal  advantages,  and  deeply  imbued  with  re- 
spect for  the  sex,  he  was  guarded  in  every  word 
and  look.  He  lived  in  perpetual  fear  of  offending, 
and  took  alarm,  more  than  once,  at  the  very  means 
which  I  adopted  to  give  him  confidence.  Time  and 
opportunity,  however,  were  my  best  allies.  My 
father  returaed  to  town,  leaving  the  young  soldier 
quietly  domesticated  under  his  roof:  and  thus  the 
only  watchful  and  wary  eye  which  might  have  de- 
tected our  cliildish  folly  was  withdrawn. 

Sir  James  Dornton  was  the  first  person  who  di« 
rected  attention  to  the  precocious  flirtation  in  which 
we  were  engaged;  but,  as  he  did  so  in  merry 
raockery  rather  than  in  prudent  warning,  it  was 
acknowledged  only  to  become  the  new  amusement 
of  the  circle.  They  even  jested  with  us  on  the 
subject.  They  were  wrong.  These  boy  and  girl 
attachments  frequently  lead  to  more  serious  re- 
sults than  is  imagined  by  those  who  look  on  them 
in  sport. 

Lady  Devereux  alone  never  appeared  to  iremark 
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our  growing  f&ncy.  It  was  her  policy  to  affect 
perfect  indifTerence  and  contempt  of  eo  extremely 
improbable  an  idea.  It  is  certain  tliat  even  her  only 
son  would  have  had  some  difficulty  jn  making  a 
more  judicious  marriage,  in  a  worldly  point  of  view. 
So,  while  Lord  Otterford  jested  with  my  mother 
upon  the  prepossession  of  his  youug  cousin,  and 
revolted  against  the  threat  of  my  renewed  banish- 
ment from  the  drawing-room,  Lady  Devereux  pur- 
sued the  even  tonour  of  her  way,  leaving  events  to 
dispose  of  themselves. 

My  mother,  always  eelf-absorbed,  and  unwil- 
ling to  contend  with  her  devoted  admirer  upon  so 
very  immaterial  a  subject,  left  us  in  peace,  and  soon 
ceased  altogether  to  remark  our  proceedings.  Many 
romantic  hours  did  we  spend  upon  the  lake  ;  across 
which  Herbert  Devereux  used  to  row  until  theboat 
was  fairly  hidden  among  the  willow-bouglis  which 
fringed  the  island  that  intervened  between  them 
and  the  house.  Here,  with  one  of  my  favourite 
books,  all  which  were  new  to  my  companion,  or 
with  my  guitar,  which  he  played  to  admiration,  we 
spent  long  hours,  during  the  riding  excursions  of 
Lady  Madeiaine's  party  ;  while  the  park  afforded 
walks  sufficiently  secluded  to  satisfy  even  my  ex- 
acting spirit  of  romance.  At  length  Herbert  told 
me  that  he  loved  me.  Tall  in  stature,  and  per- 
fectly self-possessed  in  manner,  he  had  soon  for- 
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gotten  that  I  was  still  a  mere  girl ;  nor  did  I,  on 
my  side,  pause  to  remember  the  tact.  My  day- 
dream was  accomplished.  I  stood  on  the  same 
level  with  my  mother ;  and  when  the  elegant  strip- 
ling raised  my  hand  to  his  lips,  and  prayed  me  to 
pardon  the  avowal,  I  was  violently  agitated.  It 
was  the  first  great  triumph  of  my  vanity,  and  I 
felt  as  though  earth  could  thereafter  hold  no  evil 
destiny  for  me. 

My  emotion  gave  me  new  charms  in  the  eyes  of 
my  young  admirer.  He  was  too  unworldly  to  sus- 
pect its  source ;  nor  was  it  a  confidence  which  I  felt 
called  upon  to  make ;  but  from  that  hour  I  was 
conscious  of  my  power,  and  resolved  to  exert  it. 

An  incident  which  shortly  afterwards  occurred, 
nevertheless,  changed  materially,  not  only  my  feel- 
ings of  self-reliance,  but  the  actual  tenour  of  my 
life. 

Lady  Madclaine  had  received  from  a  friend  in 
India  a  fan  of  carved  ivory  of  magnificent  work- 
manship. The  Glenfillan  arms,  her  own  cipher, 
and  other  appropriate  ornaments,  were  wrought 
upon  it,  with  a  delicacy  and  finish  which  rendered 
it  of  extreme  value,  especially  to  Lady  Madelaine 
herself. 

This  fan  she  one  evening  chanced  to  mislay,  nor 
could  any  of  the  servants  succeed  in  finding  it.  A 
search  by  the  guests  ensued  the  following  morning, 
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after  luncheon ;  aod  while  eacli  was  engaged  in 
disarranging  some  article  of  fumtture  in  the  saloon, 
under  the  plea  of  seeking  for  the  lost  fan,  I  passed 
on  into  the  oct^on  room,  followed  by  Herbert 
Devereux. 

As  I  was  really  anxious  for  the  recovery  of  the 
pretty  toy,  I  did  not  remark  the  circumstance ;  but 
approachinrr  a  sofa  which  stood  in  a  recess,  I  at 
ODce  be^an  to  displace  the  cushions,  when  I  suddenly 
felt  an  arm  folded  about  my  waist,  and  a  warm  lip 
pressed  to  my  cheek.  I  started,  and  turned  round. 
My  woman-instiuct  had  at  once  told  me  who  was 
the  aggressor ;  but  I  had  no  time  to  chide,  for  in 
the  doorway  also  stood  my  mother,  with  her  dark 
and  angry  eyes  riveted  upon  us. 

Herbert  drew  back  in  evident  consternation — it 
was  the  first  time  that  he  had  dared  so  much,  and 
he  was  cowed  at  the  effects  of  his  audacity.  My 
own  heart  beat  violently,  and  I  ti'It  the  hot  blood 
mantling  over  my  brow  ;  but  I  stood  my  ground. 
The  afler-conduct  of  my  mother,  however,  for  a  time 
humbled  and  disconcerted  me.  She  softly  closed 
the  door  beliiud  her,  and  pushed  the  bolt ;  and, 
this  done,  she  seated  herself  haughtily  upon  the 
eo&,  and  turned  towards  young  Dcvercux,  who 
supported  himself,  as  he  stood,  against  a  chair. 

"  1  have  intruded  upon  you  at  an  unfortunate 
moment,  Mr.  Devereux ;"  she  said  coldly ;    "  but 
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you  must  pardon  rae.  This  child  is  my  daughter, 
and  with  her  I  shall  know  how  to  deal.  With 
regard  to  yourself,  you  must  pardon  me  once  more, 
if  I  say  that  you  had  better,  without  more  delay, 
enter  upon  your  military  duties.'*^ 

"  Mids  Tilden  is  blameless,  madam — '*''  com- 
menced the  agitated  young  man,  hurriedly. 

"  Of  course  she  is — she  is  my  daughter,  sir  i^  in- 
terrupted Lady  Madelaine,  in  the  same  tone  of 
forced  composure  as  before  5  "  she  has  not  yet 
escaped  from  the  nursery,  and  is  consequently  quite 
unable  to  take  care  of  herself.  I  will  henceforth  be 
cautious  that  she  shall  not  require  to  do  so.  The 
mail  passes  through  Rooksley  to-night ;  and  perhaps 
you  would  now  like  to  go,  and  take  leave  of  your 
mother.'^ 

Devereux  was  thunderstruck.  He  made  another 
attempt  to  obtain  a  hearing  ;  but  Lady  Madelaine 
was  inexorable. 

"  Enough,  enough  f '  she  said  impetuously  ; 
"  you  to  your  parade-ground,  and  this  child  to  her 
school-room.     All  argument  is  useless.^' 

Overpowered  by  her  manner,  Herbert  bowed 
profoundly,  turned  one  long,  supplicating  look  to- 
wards me,  as  though  to  crave  my  pardon  for  the 
displeasure  which  he  had  brought  upon  me,  and 
shooting  back  the  bolt,  slowly  left  the  room. 

"  You  have  commenced  early.  Miss  Tilden  ;''was 
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the  sarcastic  obseryation  of  my  mother. when  he 
had  disappeared ;  "  your  education  has  indeed  pro- 
gressed far  beyond  my  expectations,  and  you  are 
likely  to  do  honour  to  your  father'^s  name.  These 
are  then  the  creditable  results  of  the  vanity  which 
I  sought  in  vain  to  curb  !  Do  you  not  remember 
how  seriously  I  expostulated  with  you  upon  this 
subject  not  a  month  since  T"* 

"  I  do,  madam  ;""  I.  replied,  with  a  courage  which 
it  astonishes  me  even  now  to  look  back  upon. 
"  Your  ladyship  rebuked  me,  both  for  my  vanity 
and  for  my  violence.  I  am  not  likely  to  forget  the 
circumstance;  nor,  from  my  own  experience,  to 
doubt  the  correctness  of  the  Italian  proverb,  which 
says,  '  Come  canta  il  capallano,  cos^  responde  il 
aacristan!'  '''* 

"  Ha !  you  attempt  also  to  speak  in  epigrams,^** 
exclaimed  Lady  Madelaine,  intensely  provoked ; 
"  truly  you  are  a  precocious  young  lady,  and  cannot 
fail  to  be  one  day  a  credit  to  your  family  !  How 
long,  may  I  venture  to  inquire,  have  these  fami- 
liarities been  permitted  between  yourself  and  Mr. 
Devereux  f 

I  was  silent. 

"  It  is  not  your  pleasure  to  satisfy  me  upon  this 
point.  Perhaps  you  are  right.  I  shall  at  least 
know  when  they  terminated  for  ever.  And  now, 
listen  to  me.   Miss  Tilden.     I  have,  as  you  are 
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aware,  lately  purchased  a  villa  upon  tlie  Thames. 
Thither  I  shall  remove,  with  mv  guests,  in  the 
course  of  a  few  days.  You  will  remain  here ;  not 
under  the  guidance  of  a  weak  and  too  indulgent 
governess,  but  under  strict  and  stringent  guardian* 
ship.  I  have  condescended  to  explain  this,  because 
I  shall  never  again  permit  myself  to  hold  any  con- 
versation with  you  on  the  subject." 

''And  my  father — ""  I  asked  proudly;  "is 
your  ladyship  well  assured  that  he  will  sanction 
the  imprisonment  of  a  daughter  whom  he  loves  V 

"'  The  experiment  shall  be  tried ;"  answered  my 
mother  coldly .  "  I  am,  at  all  events,  well  provided 
with  reasons  for  the  step  which  I  am  about  to  take  ; 
nor  do  I  believe  that  Mr.  Tilden  will  be  insensible 
to  the  disgrace  which  has  already  been  brought 
upon  him  by  your  levity .'*' 

''  Disgrace  !'^  I  exclaimed  recklessly  5  "  I  deny 
that  I  have  in  any  way  disgraced  my  father.  My 
fault,  it  fault  it  be,  was  involuntary.  I  was  not 
even  aware  of  Mr.  Devereux^s  presence.  I  will  not 
be  denounced  to  my  father  as  having  forgotten  the 
respect  I  owe  to  myself.**' 

''  You  will  not.  Miss  TUden !'' 

'^  I  will  not,  madam.  It  was  the  first  occasion 
upon  which  Lady  Devereux's  son  had  done  more 
than  kiss  my  hand.  I  trust  that  he  did  not  err  in 
so  mere  a  trifle  as  that  salutation,  and  that  I  am 
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not  to  blame  in  having  permitted  it.  Should  it  be 
otherwise,  your  ladyship  will  forgive  me  if  I  once 
more  recall  the  Italian  proverb.^' 

For  the  moment,  I  knew  that  my  mother  was  in 
my  power ;  there  was  no  escape  from  the  room,  as  I 
have  before  mentioned,  save  through  the  saloon  in 
which  the  guests  were  now  assembled ;  not  did  she 
dare  to  raise  her  voice,  lest  the  sounds  of  altercation 
should  attract  their  notice ;  and  it  was  doubtlessly 
the  knowledge  that  such  was  the  case  which  inspired 
me  with  a  temporary  daring,  ill-suited  alike  to  my 
age  and  to  our  relative  position. 

For  a  brief  interval,  Lady  Madelaine  exhibited, 
however,  no  inclination  to  reply.  She  was  petrified 
by  my  insolence.  She  little  knew  or  guessed  the 
education  which  her  own  neglect  and  baneful  ex- 
ample had  combined  to  work  out,  in  a  nature  as 
confident  and  as  self-willed  as  her  own.  I  feared  her 
still ;  but,  girl  as  I  was,  I  had  almost  ceased  to 
respect  her.  I  was  aware  of  her  power ;  but  I  was 
also  quite  as  cognizant  of  her  weakness. 

"  This  to  me !''  she  at  length  gasped  out,  with 
an  eye  that  flamed  with  indignant  anger,  and  in  a 
suppressed  voice  which  vainly  struggled  to  be 
calm ;  "  Is  this  the  return  which  you  make  for  my 
indulgence !  Eveleen,  Eveleen,  1  never  anticipated 
this.  Do  you  presume  to  measure  your  own  con- 
duct— ^the  conduct  of  a  mere  child — by  that  of  those 
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about  you  !  It  is  indeed  time  that  the  viper  should 
be  crushed.  I  shall  waste  no  more  words  ;  you 
are  unworthy  of  them.     Follow  me.*" 

She  rose,  drew  up  her  stately  figure  to  its  fall 
height,  and  disappeared  into  the  saloon,  leaving  the 
door  of  communication  open.  I  stood  for  an  instant 
irresolute.  My  pride  revolted  at  the  possibility  of 
being  subjected  to  the  ridicule  of  the  assembled 
guests,  should  my  mother  deem  it  expedient  to 
betray  the  unoruarded  action  of  Herbert ;  while  I 
shrank  with  almost  equal  repugnance  from  the  idea 
that  I  might  be  dismissed  to  my  room  like  a  chidden 
child,  after  having  played  the  part  of  a  woman 
before  her  circle.  Suddenly  a  thought  flashed  upon 
me.  The  window,  which  was  pierced  nearly  to  the 
ground,  stood  invitingly  open.  I  laid  my  hand 
upon  the  frame,  and  sprang  out.  The  sounds  of 
laughter  reached  me  from  the  drawing-room ;  and 
my  brow  burnt  as  I  figured  to  myself  that  I  was, 
in  all  probability,  the  object  of  the  ridicule.  I,  so 
proud,  so  vain,  and  so  self-centred. — The  pang  was 
terrible  !  For  a  time  I  had  not  courage  to  escape 
from  the  odious  merriment,  but  supported  myself 
against  the  wall  of  the  house,  and  listened  with  an 
intensity  which  seemed  to  absorb  all  the  faculties  of 
my  being ;  this  state  of  emotion  was,  however,  too 
violent  to  last.  I  had  already  maintained  a  severe 
struggle  with  myself,  in  order  to  preserve  an  ap- 
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pearance  of  composure  before  my  mother ;  and  this 
last  trial  was  almost  more  than  1  could  support. 
After  a  short  pause,  therefore,  I  rushed  away  into 
the  wood  which  skirted  the  lawn,  where  I  was  alone 
with  my  own  feelings,  with  no  eye  upon  me  ;  and 
where  the  voice  of  ridicule  and  sarcasm  could  not 
meet  my  ear. 

I  threw  myself  down  under  a  tree,  and  tried  to 
think ;  but  I  could  not.  Every  pulse  throbbed 
almost  to  bursting,  and  the  pain  in  my  head  was 
intolerable.  I  clasped  my  forehead  with  ray  spread 
hands,  and  wept — tears  of  passionate  energy,  such 
as  were  ill-suited  to  my  years.  I  felt  that  I  had 
been  harshly  used — that  I  had  been  rebuked  for 
errors  similar  to  those  which  were  hourly  passing 
before  my  eyes  —  that  all  opportunity  of  justifi- 
cation had  been  coldly  denied  to  me.  I  expe- 
rienced no  remorse  for  the  mortification  which  I 
had  entailed  upon  my  mother ;  but  rather,  on  the 
contrary,  believed  myself  worthy  of  praise,  for  the 
generous  forbearance  which  had  induced  me  to  con- 
ceal from  her  the  interview  of  Emily  Vernon  and 
Lord  Otterford  on  the  very  spot  which  she  had  so 
lately  occupied  as  an  inexorable  judge.  I  understood 
her  sufficiently  to  know  that  by  such  a  revelation 
she  would  have  been  humbled  to  the  dust,  however 
successfully  she  might  have  struggled  to  conceal  it. 
I  might  have  done  this,  and  did  not ;  and  by  a 
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strange  anomaly  of  feeling,  perfectly  incompre- 
hensible to  myself,  I  rejoiced  that  it  was  so.  It 
was  the  one  consolatory  point  of  my  reflections^ 
when  at  length  I  was  enabled  to  reflect ;  and  the 
cool  night-air  and  the  deep  stillness  had,  ere  long, 
so  beneficial  an  effect  upon  my  nerves,  that  I  arose 
in  a  state  of  comparative  calm ;  and,  slowly  re- 
tracing my  steps  to  the  house,  proceeded  at  once  to 
my  own  room;  where,  ringing  for  my  maid,  I 
retired  immediately  to  rest, 'on  the  plea  of  sadden 
indisposition. 

Did  I  say  to  rest  I  It  was  a  mere  profanation 
of  the  word.  I  could  not  close  my  eyes  ;  and  now 
that  I  had  in  a  great  degree  overcome  the  effects 
of  my  interview  with  my  mother,  my  thoughts 
reverted  to  Herbert ;  and  a  burning  blush  overspread 
my  cheeks  as  I  remembered  that  I  had  been  treated 
in  his  presence  as  a  froward  child,  who  needed 
chastisement.  He  was  about  to  depart,  too;  to 
mingle  with  the  world  of  which  I  believed  and 
feared  that  he  would  soon  become  the  idol ;  he  might 
forget  me,  or  remember  me  ere  long  only  in  the 
odious  character  which  it  had  pleased  Lady  Made- 
laine  to  attribute  to  me ;  and  this  was  the  most 
bitter  thought  of  all. 

I  found  some  consolation,  however,  in  dwelling 
upon  the  changed  manner  of  all  the  men  who 
formed  my  mother's  circle.     They,  at  least,  it  ¥ras 
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sufficiently  evident,  had  ceased  to  regard  me  in  the 
same  light  as  Lady  Madelaine.  Foremost  among 
those  who  had  admitted  my  claim  to  be  otherwise 
considered  was  Sir  James  Domton;  and  I  did 
not  seek  to  restrain  a  feeling  of  triumph  when  I 
remembered  this. 

Perhaps  I  could  not  choose  a  more  fitting  place 
in  wliich  to  describe  the  said  baronet ;  who  played 
so  prominent  a  part  in  the  history  of  my  after- 
life, that  it  is  necessary  to  introduce  him  formally 
to  the  reader. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

Sir  James  Dornton,  one  of  the  most  important 
persons  in  my  history,  was  of  a  family  more  ancient 
than  illustrious.  His  fortune  was  greatly  inferior 
to  his  ambition ;  and  he  valued  money,  as  those 
universally  do  value  it  whose  habits  of  personal 
luxury  bear  no  proportion  tQ  the  capability  of  its 
indulgence.  I  need  scarcely  remark,  however, 
that  this  undignified  passion  vras  carefully  con- 
cealed. Sir  James  was  as  proud  as  he  was  poor. 
He  was  one  of  those  men  of  fashion,  some  of  whom 
are  encountered  every  day,  who  have  the  tact  of 
passing  off  their  counterfeit  as  current  coin,  without 
suffering  the  penalty  of  the  law  for  their  social 
forgery.  Nature  had  done  everything  for  him 
physically,  but  had  been  extremely  economical 
in  her  dowry  of  virtue.  He  was  tall  and  grace- 
ful ;  with  a  fine  and  expressive  countenance ;  re- 
markably quick  at  repartee ;  and,  like  all  per- 
sons who  care  not,  when  they  launch  their  arrows, 
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■whom  they  may  ultimately  wound  so  long  as  their 
flight  attracts  attention,  he  passed  for  a  man  of 
wit.  Feeling  he  had  none,  save  for  his  o^^n  com- 
fort and  convenience  ^  and  his  principle  wa»  :^ 
accommodating  as  his  sentiment.  Affecting  a 
hyper-lastidiousness  which  exonerated  himself  from 
criticism,  and  was  used  as  a  blind  for  his  occasional 
insolence  to  those  around  him ;  gifted  with  extra- 
ordinary fluency,  and  a  retentive  memory  5  polite 
and  fascinating  in  his  more  amiable  moments ; 
uncompromising  and  decided  in  those  of  greater 
importance ;  and  singularly  handsome ;  Sir  James 
Domton  was  the  en/ant  chSri  of  his  set ;  a  welcome 
visitor  to  the  gay  and  the  idle ;  and  celebrated 
among  the  dissipated  as  9,  safe  friend — which  means, 
that  in  keeping  his  own  secrets,  which  he  was  always 
clever  enough  to  do,  he  at  the  same  time  kept 
theirs.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  there  is  a 
certain  degree  of  talent  in  being  able  to  do  this. 

I  need  scarcely  say,  that  this  is  not  the  portrait 
which  I  should  have  drawn  of  the  baronet  at 
fourteen ;  it  is  the  production  of  a  more  practised 
and  familiar  pencil. 

And  now — reveiwns  d  noa  moutons. 

My  reverie  was  long  and  earnest ;  but  I  still 
failed  to  discover  the  actual  motives  of  my  mother^s 
conduct ;  and  I  consequently,  after  a  considerable 
time,   turned  from  the  speculative  to  the  actual 
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position  which  I  now  occupied.  I  was  once  more 
to  be  abandoned  to  the  solitude  of  Booksley. 
The  first  use  to  which  Lady  Madelaine  pro- 
posed to  convert  her  river-villa,  was  that  of 
ridding  her  of  the  obtrusive  presence  of  a  daughter 
who  had  gradually  become  distasteful  to  her. 
Mademoiselle  Josephine  was  to  be  discarded  from 
the  school-room.  This,  at  least,  was  a  relief;  it 
was  the  only  point  of  light  in  the  picture.  The 
Frenchwoman  was  peculiarly  disagreeable  to  me — 
slie  was  the  most  contemptible  of  all  things— -« 
cipher  ;  a  creature  at  once  aimless  and  heartless, 
wliom  it  was  a  waste  of  feeling  even  to  despise ; 
and  I  very  soon  satisfied  myself  that  I  should 
eminently  prefer  the  "  strict  and  stringent  guar- 
dianship'*^ with  which  I  was  threatened,  let  it  come 
in  what  shape  it  might.  My  present  implied 
subserviency  to  a  discarded  lady  Vmaid  was  igno- 
ble ;  there  would  be  some  glory,  at  least,  in  con- 
tention, if  contend  I  must,  against  a  superior 
intellect,  and  a  less  equivocal  authority. 

I  can  look  back  now  upon  this  haughty  reason- 
ing with  a  smile,  when  I  remember  the  result ; 
but  at  the  time  it  afforded  my  only  consolation. 

The  threat  of  Lady  Madelaine  was  by  no  means 
an  idle  one.  Her  removal  to  Putney  followed 
within  a  month ;  and  Booksley  was  bereft  of  many 
of  its  more  costly  ornaments  for  the  decoration  of 
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the  new  villa.  Nor  was  this  all.  There  were 
signs,  impossible  to  be  misunderstood,  which  con- 
vinced me,  without  a  hint  from  others,  that  she  did 
not  look  forward  to  a  speedy  return.  So  much, 
indeed,  was  done,  or  rather  undone,  that  the  man- 
sion ere  long  assumed  the  appearance  of  a  religious 
house,  rather  than  the  abode  of  luxury  which  it 
had  lately  been.  I  confess  that  this  fact  wounded 
me  deeply.  The  elegancies  by  which  I  had  been 
surrounded  from  my  childhood  had  become  necessary 
to  me.  I  worshipped  the  graceful  and  the  beautiful. 
They  were  essential  to  my  comfort.  My  mother 
was  already  revenged ! 

How  often  did  I  laugh  in  the  bitterness  of  my 
spirit,  as  I  walked  hurriedly  about  the  noble  park, 
seeking  in  violent  exertion  to  still  the  uncomfort- 
able feelings  by  which  I  was  haunted,  when  I 
remembered  that  here  at  least  Lady  Madelaine  had 
been  unable  to  separate  me  from  the  loveliness  I  so 
much  prized.  My  father^s  apartments  alone  re- 
mained intact.  The  genius  of  desolation  had  not 
invaded  their  precincts ;  and  there  I  consequently 
spent  a  great  portion  of  my  time. 

As  the  idea  of  my  mother  was  always  painful  to 
me,  present  itself  in  what  shape  it  might,  I  began 
to  turn  with  more  interest  than  I  had  ever  hitherto 
felt,  to  that  of  my  &ther  ;  and  to  examine  carefully 
and  earnestly  every  object  which  could  afford  an 
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insight  into  his  habits  and  feelings.  The  more  I 
studied  the  subject,  the  more  I  recalled  his  early 
caresses,  his  subdued  tones,  his  tender  indulgence  ; 
and  coupled  with  these  the  many  evidences  of  his 
fine  taste  and  cultivated  mind  by  which  I  was  now 
surrounded,  the  more  deeply  I  felt  that  I  had  never 
returned  his  affection  as  I  ought.  I  had  just  dis- 
covered the  delight  of  being  beloved  ;  and  therefore 
I,  for  the  first  time,  rightly  understood  the  bitter 
feelings  with  which  he  must  have  seen  his  tender- 
ness rejected.  This  conviction  carried  me  &r, 
very  far  ;  for  I  instinctively  travelled  from  my  own 
want  of  sympathy  to  that  of  my  mother.  Et  to, 
BriUe !  was  the  aspiration  of  my  heart.  Yes — it 
was  even  so — the  wife  of  his  bosom  did  not  appre- 
ciate his  worth.  The  holy  shrine  of  home,  which 
should  have  been  wreathed  with  blossoms,  was 
heaped  with  ice ;  and  the  only  garlands  by  whieh 
it  was  rendered  attractive  were  beaten  out  of  cold 
and  sordid  gold. 

Involuntarily  my  thoughts  glanced  towards  Ot- 
terford ;  and  my  breath  came  thick  as  I  remem- 
bered that  his  bland  hypocrisy  and  onmeaniiig 
gallantries  had  turned  away  the  eyes  and  heart  of 
my  mother  from  the  higher  and  more  noble  qoA- 
lities  of  the  man  on  whom  she  had  bestowed  her 
hand. 

Amid  these  uneasy  and  conflicting  reveries  time 
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wore  slowly  on.  Despite  the  new  rule  to  which  I 
had  been  informed  that  I  was  about  to  become 
subject,  no  alteration  had  as  yet  been  made  in  the 
household,  with  the  sole  exception  that  Mademoi- 
selle Josephine  had  laid  aside  even  the  affectation 
of  supremacy,  and  had  quietly  degenerated  into  a 
sullen  and  very  inexpert  attendant ;  while  I  could 
trace  an  expression  of  triumph  in  the  manner  of 
the  bustling  Mrs.  Harris,  in  our  occasional  en- 
counters, evidently  intended  to  provoke  inquiry. 
Such  condescension  was,  however,  foreign  to  my 
character.  Lady  Madelaine  had  made  the  com- 
munications which  she  deemed  expedient,  and  I 
neither  sought  nor  cared  for  any  others. 

Of  my  own  fate  I  was  still  comparatively  care- 
less— my  leading  anxiety  was  my  present  posi- 
tion with  Herbert  Devereux.  Could  I  have  been 
iiilly  assured  of  the  continuance  of  his  affection,  I 
might  have  put  even  my  mortified  vanity  to  rest. 
Had  we  been  separated  with  some  degree  of  deli- 
cacy and  consideration,  I  might,  at  least,  have 
looked  back  in  calm  and  dignified  sorrow  to  our 
parting ;  but  now  its  memory  revolted  me.  I  had 
been  placed  in  a  position  for  which  the  whole 
course  of  my  extensive  reading  offered  no  prece- 
dent. I  had  been  humbled  in  the  eyes  of  my  first 
lover  ! — and,  let  those  laugh  who  list,  this  was  no 
slight  trial  to  a  budding  beauty,  looking  forward 


'f 


254  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 

to  her  fifteenth  year.  When  not  oyerwhelmed  by 
this  recollection,  I  occupied  myself  in  speculating 
upon  the  possible  renewal  of  my  &ther^B  affection, 
I  was  more  conscious,  day  by  day,  of  the  value  of 
the  friend  whom  I  had  lost ;  and  I  became  compa- 
ratively anxious  to  make  some  attempt  to  reillu- 
mine  his  extinguished  tenderness.  Alas !  such  a 
blessing  was  not  destined  to  me— his  heart  had 
been  for  years  a  closed  casket,  of  which  he  had 
flung  away  the  key.  Kind,  and  gentle,  and  indul- 
gent, he  could  still  be,  for  these  endearing  quali- 
ties were  natural  to  him  5  but  they  grew  no  long«?r 
out  of  the  deep  feelings  of  a  husband  and  a  &ther. 

Mr.  Tilden  in  his  own  house  resembled  a 
stately  forest-tree  planted  in  a  conservatory,  and 
he  sickened  at  the  unwholesomeness  of  the  atmo- 
sphere. 

It  was  the  beginning  of  autumn ;  Mrs.  Vernon 
was  still  detained  in  town ;  and  it  had  been  deter- 
mined that  her  daughter  should  remain  there  also 
throughout  the  winter,  in  order  that  she  might 
secure  the  best  advice  for  what  the  Galen  of  Books- 
ley  had  decided  to  be  a  confirmed  chest-complaint. 
Mrs.  Alexander  and  her  daughters  were  sojoumine^ 
at  Cheltenham ;  and  of  all  my  mother  s  habitual 
circle,  no  one  remained  in  the  neighbourhood  save 
Lady  O'Halloran  and  Dr.  James. 

I  had  been  accustomed  to  hear  her  portly  lady- 
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ship  SO  slightiDgly  mentioned  when  she  chanced  to 
be  absent;  to  hear  both  her  physical  and  moral 
attributes  so  freely  and  wittily  discussed ;  and  to 
look  upon  her  so  decidedly  as  a  person  rather  to- 
lerated than  desired,  that  I  confess  it  was  with  a 
feeling  very  hr  from  pleasurable  that  I  heard  her 
name  one  day  announced,  and  thus  saw  my  soli- 
tude for  the  first  time  invaded. 

It  was  immediately  evident  that  she  perceived 
the  impression  produced  by  her  presence,  but  she 
was  too  generous  to  show  any  resentment. 

"  You  are  surprised  to  see  me,  Miss  Tilden ;'' 
she  said  kindly,  as  she  extended  her  hand ;  ''  nor 
should  I  have  intruded  at  Booksley  contrary  to 
the  express  request  of  Lady  Madelaine,  had  it  not 
been  at  the  desire  of  your  excellent  father."'' 

This  assurance  changed  at  once  the  whole  cur- 
rent of  my  feelings :  I  both  looked  and  expressed 
my  acknowledgments. 

"  I  thought  you  also  were  absent  from  the  neigh- 
bourhood f  **  I  said  in  conclusion ;  "  for  I  was  not 
aware  of  my  mother's  prohibition  ;  and  believed  it 
probable,  that  had  any  of  her  friends  been  within 
reach,  they  would  have  taken  pity  on  the  poor 
prisoner.**"* 

"  No,  my  dear  young  lady ;""  said  my  visitor 
with  a  smile ;  '^  I  am  content  to  remain  at  home 
throughout  the  year,  when  necessity  does  not  call 
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me  to  town.  I  have  a  holier  and  a  better  nse  fur 
the  little  I  can  spare,  than  squandering  it  in  folly 
and  in  dress.  Not,  however,^^  she  added  hastily, 
with  a  delicacy  which  did  her  honour,  ''  that  I 
blame  those  who  enter  into  the  gaieties  of  a  Lon- 
don life,  or  who  find  pleasure  in  change  of  scene ; 
in  all  probability,  I  should  have  done  both  under 
different  circumstances.  And  now,  my  dear  girl, 
what  can  I  do  to  be  either  useful  or  agreeable  to 

your 

For  a  moment  I  did  not  reply,  for  the  language 
of  Lady  O^Halloran  was  new  to  me.  I  had  been 
so  accustomed  to  consider  that,  as  a  matter  of 
course,  all  persons  of  a  certain  condition  in  life  had 
gold  at  command,  and  that  to  declare  yourself 
poor  was  to  acknowledge  your  own  want  of  caste 
and  consequence,  that  I  was  thunderstruck.  I 
recovered  myself,  however,  on  the  instant  i  and 
warmly  thanking  my  visitor  for  her  kind  inten- 
tions in  my  favour,  I  requested  her,  in  the  first 
place,  to  give  me  tidings  of  my  father. 

"  Mr.  Tilden  is  doubtlessly  quite  well  i^  she  said  ; 
^*'  for  he  writes  nothing  on  the  subject  of  his  health, 
which  is  always  to  me,  at  least,  conclusive.  We 
are  all  so  apt  to  dwell  upon  our  little  ailments, 
both  of  body  and  spirit ;  and  it  does  us  so  much 
good  to  prose  where  we  feel  sure  to  meet  with 
sympathy,  that  I  do  not  think,  had  anything  been 
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amiss,  he  would  have  suffered  so  excellent  an 
opportunity  to  escape  5  whereas  his  whole  letter  is 
filled  with  anxiety  for  your  happiness  and  comfort, 
which  he  seems  to  fear  will  both  suffer  from  the 
contemplated  arrangement.  He  tells  me  that  you 
have  never  seen  either  your  sister  or  your  aunt ; 
and  therefore  it  was  that  he  encouraged  me  to 
break  through  the  ban  of  excommunication,  think- 
ing that  a  familiar  face,  even  though  it  should  be 
that  .of  an  old  woman,  may  occasionally  afford  you 
pleasure.'** 

"  My  sister  !  my  aunt !'"  I  exclaimed  breath- 
lessly ;  "  what  can  you  possibly  mean  ?  I  entreat 
of  you,  my  dear  Lady  CHalloran,  to  explain 
yourself.*" 

It  was  now  my  guest's  turn  to  feel  surprise — 
she  looked  at  me  with  an  expression  of  wondering 
pity.  "  Can  it  really  be,  my  poor  child,"  she 
said  at  length,  after  a  pause  which  to  me  ap- 
peared interminable,  "  that  you  have  been  kept  in 
ignorance  of  Lady  Madelaine's  intention  f 

"  I  know  nothing  ;'"*  I  answered  bitterly ;  "  save 
that  I  am  forsaken  and  disliked — that  I  have  be- 
come an  alien  from  my  mother's  heart.'' 

Lady  O'Halloran  drew  her  cliair  closer  to  mine, 
and  gently  took  my  hand.  "  Do  not  suffer  your- 
self to  believe  so ;"  she  said  gravely ;  "  such  morbid 
fancies   will   only  serve  to  render  your  own  life 
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miserable,  while  they  can  affect  no  one  but  your- 
self. To  your  father  you  are  an  object  of  deep 
and  sincere  interest ;  but,  young  as  you  are,  you 
must  already  be  aware  that  he  is  not  demonstra- 
tive in  his  feelings.  That  your  mother  is  at  pre- 
sent exasperated  against  you  there  can  be  no 
doubt ;  while,  however,  it  is  quite  as  certain  that 
the  feeling  will  soon  pass  by.  I  know  by  expe- 
rience,""  she  continued,  with  a  sigh,  "  that  no 
mother  can  long  retain  displeasure  against,  her 
child." 

''  But  my  fether,  Lady  O'Halloran — may  I  not 
ask  somewhat  of  him!  You  spoke,  too,  of  my 
aunt— of  my  sister.  Did  I,  could  I  indeed  under- 
stand that  they  are  coming  here  f^ 

"  I  feared  that  they  would  already  have  pre- 
ceded me  ;"  she  replied  calmly ;  "  and  I  entreat  you 
to  remember,  my  dear  girl,  that  one  is  your  own 
sister,  and  the  other  the  sister  of  your  mother/'* 

^^  I,  indeed,  require  to  bear  this  in  mind  ;'^  I 
remarked  with  increased  bitterness  ;  ^'  Inow  under- 
stand all  the  extent  of  Lady  Madelaine^s  diplomacy. 
In  my  childhood  I  was  petted  and  caressed— I  was 
encouraged  in  every  caprice  and  in  every  folly — I 
was  made  the  idol  not  only  of  others,  but  of  my- 
self also,  in  order  that  the  reverse  should  be  more 
deeply  felt.  You  talk  of  the  feelings  of  a  mother. 
Lady  O^Halloran;  you  talk  as  I  have  read   of 
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them  in  books ;  you  do  not  understand  the  nature 
of  Lady  Madelaine  Tilden.*" 

^^  I  implore  you  to  speak  no  longer  in  such  a  strain, 
or  you  will  banish  me  the  house  ;''  said  my  visitor, 
shrinking  beneath  the  violent  passion  which  I  dis- 
played. "  It  is  quite  true  that  you  were  prema- 
turely dragged  from  the  nursery,  and  made  to  play 
a  part  utterly  unsuited  to  your  years,  to  the  great 
regret  of  all  who  cared  to  speculate  on  the  results 
of  such  a  system  ;  but  this  was  merely  for  the  gra- 
tification of  a  whim.  You  are  now  too  old  to  be 
made  a  toy ;  and  your  mother,  on  discovering  her 
error,  has,  probably,  in  her  haste  to  repair  it,  ex- 
ceeded somewhat  in  severity.  But  you  are  still 
very  young,  my  dear  Miss  Tilden ;  and,  should 
you  resolve  to  exert  your  good  sense,  and  meet  the 
new  inmates  of  Booksley  in  a  feeling  of  welcome 
and  relationship,  it  will  be  but  a  passing  trial,  which 
will  ultimately  tend  to  enhance  the  pleasures  of 
that  world  to  which  you  must  necessarily  return  in 
a  short  time.  Besides, — ^reflect  only  for  a  moment. 
Shall  you  experience  no  delight  in  holding  to  your 
heart  a  younger  sister,  ready  to  love  you,  and  to 
cling  to  you  for  companionship  and  sympathy? 
Remember  the  long  and  tedious  banishment  which 
this  unoffending  sister  has  already  undergone,  while 
you  have  been  lapped  in  luxury,  and  cradled  in  in- 
dulgence." 
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I  laughed  scornfully,  as  I  recalled  to  mind  all 
the  comments  which  I  had  heard  made  in  the  nar- 
sery  on  the  young  lady  whose  cause  my  zealous 
visitor  was  advocating. 

"  Listen  to  me  for  a  moment,  Lady  O'^Halloran  i**' 
I  said  as  quietly  as  though  I  were  arguing  a  mere 
abstract  question  ^  "  you  are  evidently  labouring'  in 
the  dark.  Have  you  ever  heard  Lady  Madelaine 
Tilden  mention  her  younger  child  f 

"  Never ;  but  your  father — "" 

I  waved  my  hand  impatiently. 

"  Shall  I  tell  you  why  ?  Her  advent  into  this 
world  nearly  cost  the  life  of  her  mother.  Was  this 
no  crime  ?  That  mother's  recovery  was  slow,  and 
precarious.  Was  this  no  sin!  ay,  and  sin  past 
all  forgiveness,  in  the  eyes  of  an  acknowledged 
beauty,  whose  triumph  was  dependent  upon  time. 
The  child,  sickly  from  its  birth,  was  fretful,  and 
plain,  and  gave  no  promise  of  physical  perfection. 
Did  not  this  fact  exonerate  a  &shionable  parent 
from  all  natural  ties !  Of  course— of  course.  All 
the  world  knew  that  the  beautiftil  Lady  Madelaine 
Tilden  had  given  birth  to  a  second  daughter,  whom 
she  had  thrust  forth  in  her  in&ncy,  because  — 
But  shame  upon  me  !''  I  continued  contemptuously ; 
'^  I  was  about  to  give  a  reason  for  the  act ;  and 
why  should  I!  Throughout  the  world  which 
she  worshipped,    none  sought  to   ask  one  of  the 
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Lady  Madelaine;    nor  did   she  win   a  smile  the 
less.*" 

'*  Calm  yourself,  my  dear  child,  I  beseech  you,*^ 
murmured  the  astonished  Lady  0"'Halloran. 

"  Have  no  fear  for  me,  madam  j'**  I  said  proudly ; 
"  you  have  been  kind  enough  to  express  a  wish  to 
serve  me,  and  I  will  be  frank  with  vou.  You  shall 
not  lavish  your  civility  upon  an  ingrate.  I  have 
been  disciplined  in  a  strange  school  ^  and  would  &in 
convince  you  that  I  have  learned  to  judge  for  myself. 
I  have  told  you  what  is  Miss  Adela  Tilden's 
relative  situation  with  her  mother ;  now  learn  what 
it  is  towards  myself.  Physically,  her  worldly  career 
must  be  a  blank,  for  she  is  totally  devoid  of  per- 
sonal attractions.  Of  her  education  you  will,  at 
once,  be  enabled  to  form  a  correct  idea,  when  I  tell 
you  that,  since  the  death  of  Lord  GlenfiUan,  my 
maternal  grandfather,  the  Lady  Flora,  at  once  his 
daughter  and  my  sister''s  guardian,  has  resided  in 
the  heart  of  the  Highlands,  with  no  other  assistance 
in  forming  the  mind  and  manners  of  her  young  ward 
than  what  could  be  afforded  by  a  widow  lady  of 
good  family  and  slender  means,  who  chanced  to  have 
buried  herself  in  the  neighbourhood ;  and  who  was 
happy  to  embrace  any  method  of  increasing  her  in- 
adequate income.  In  addition  to  these  circum- 
stances, I  pray  you  also  to  remember,  that  my  own 
fortune  will,  in  all  probability,  be  diminished,  one 
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half  by  the  existence  of  a  sister  so  little  calculated 
to  do  honour,  either  .to  herself  or  to  her  fiimily,  in 
those  circles  where  it  is  essential  that  she  should 
shine  5  and  then  I  think  that  you  will  readily  exo- 
nerate me  in  your  heart  for  any  repugnance  which 
I  may  testify  to  her  close  companionship.  At 
present  we  are  utter  strangers ;  mere  matter  of 
tradition  the  one  to  the  other ;  and  this  is  as  it 
should  be.  Why  disturb  so  simple  an  arrangement  i 
When  I  was  iirst  told  that  I  had  a  sister,  my  heart 
bounded  to  meet  her ;  but  I  was  rebuked  and  ridi- 
culed for  the  impulse.  I  have  been  tutored  into 
indifference — it  may  be,  into  something  more.  I 
ask  only  to  be  left  as  circumstances  have  made 
me. 

"  You  wrong  your  nature  by  such  an  argu- 
ment, my  dear  girl  :**'  said  my  good-natured  vi- 
sitor ;  ^'  those  are  prejudices  which  have  been  in- 
stilled by  those  around  you ;  they  cannot  be  the 
growth  of  your  own  mind,  for  they  belong  nei- 
ther to  your  age,  your  sex,  nor  your  disposition. 
You  are,  and  have  always  been,  essentially  com- 
panionless ;  for  I  cannot  consider  your  tolerated 
appearance  among  your  mother^s  guests  as  society 
to  one  of  your  tender  years.  Beflect  only  how 
beautiful  a  bond  is  that  which  unites  two  sisters ; 
especially  when,  as  in  your  case,  the  two  are  alone 
to  love  each  other  ;  and  believe  me  when  I  tell  you 
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that  a  very  few  weeks  of  close  and  affectionate 
communion  will  suffice  to  convince  you  that  your 
present  feelino^s  are  both  erroneous  and  ungene- 
rous." 

"  Have  vou  the  same,  or  as  efficient  consolation 
to  offer  as  regards  the  Lady  Flora  GlenfiUan, 
madam  ?'''  I  a^ked,  with  a  smile  compounded  of 
scorn  and  melancholy. 

"  In  her  case,  my  dear,  I  can  say  nothing  j****  was 
the  frank  reply ;  "  for,  as  I  never  had  the  honour 
of  meeting  the  sister  of  Lady  Madelaine,  I  am  ne- 
cessarily hors  de  combat.  I  would,  however,  venture 
to  remind  you  of  her  near  relationship  to  both 
your  mother  and  yourself." 

"  Which  you  must  permit  me  at  once  and  most 
unequivocally  to  deny,  as  regards  myself,  Lady 
O'Halloran,"  I  said  haughtily.  "  My  grandfather 
was  twice  married  —  in  the  first  instance  to  the 
daughter  of  some  obscure  Scotch  farmer,  whose  very 
name  has  escaped  me^if,  indeed,  it  was  ever  uttered 
beneath  this  roof;  and  the  second  lime  to  a  woman 
of  rank  equal  to  his  own,  and  probably  of  more  an- 
cient descent — my  grandmother.  The  Lady  Flora 
is  descended  from  the  petty  Highland  Laird ;  and 
is  consequently  a  connection  of  mine,  not  a  relative." 

Lady  O'^Halloran  shook  her  head  in  evident 
sadness.  ^^  I  have  done,  my  dear  Miss  Tilden ; 
and  yet,  for  your  own  sake,  I  would  &in  see  you 
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adopt  a  more  conciliating  spirit.  Leaving  this 
point,  however,  to  your  serious  and  dispassionate 
consideration,  let  me  assure  you  that  if  my  occa- 
sional presence  at  Booksley  can  afford  you  either 
comfort  or  gratification,  I  shall  gladly  avail  myself 
of  the  suggestion  of  your  father,  and  risk  the  dis- 
pleasure of  Lady  Madelaine,  to  reconcile  you  to 
your  new  mode  of  life.'*'' 

"  Surely,  madam,**^  I  said  hastily,  "  neither 
this  Scotch  connection  nor  this  unknown  younger 
sister  will  interfere  with  my  home-habits  and 
occupations  i  Am  I  now  at  an  age  in  which  the 
novelty  of  unaccustomed  coercion  can  be  tamely 
borne  V 

"  Will  you  forgive  me,  dear  girl,  if  I  am  honest 
enough  to  tell  you  that  in  the  £ilse  idea  which  you 
have  just  put  forth,  lies  your  most  dangerous 
error  V  asked  my  visitor  in  her  turn ;  "  after  all, 
what  is  this  age  of  which  you  speak,  and  in  which 
you  would  find  a  safeguard  against  authority  !  Had 
you  been  less  thoughtlessly — I  was  about  to  say, 
less  viciously  —  educated,  you  would  still  have  been 
a  mere  child,  with  your  nursery  and  your  school- 
room for  a  world ;  but  your  mind  is  like  an  exotic 
plant  forced  into  premature  blossom;  you  have 
begun  to  think  and  to  judge  at  a  period  when  other 
girls  only  act,  and  even  then  merely  as  automata 
of  which  others  direct  the  springs.*^ 
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My  dignity  was  wounded ;  and,  although  Lady 
O'^Halloran  paused,  as  if  in  expectation  of  some 
reply,  I  remained  resolutely  silent.  To  tell  me — I 
who  was  beloved,  and  who  loved  in  turn  with  all 
the  ardour  and  romance  of  a  first  passion — that  my 
proper  and  fitting^  sphere  was  the  nursery,  and  my 
sole  duty  a  blind  and  unreasoning  obedience,  was  an 
excess  of  plain  speaking  to  which  I  dared  not  trust 
myself  to  answer. 

'^  That  I  am  a  sharp  and  rude  physician,  I  am 
well  aware,^''  continued  my  companion,  after  a  glance 
at  my  clouded  countenance ;  '^  but  this  is  a  subject 
which  I  have  often  discussed  with  your  excellent 
father,  to  whom  I  have  faithfully  promised  that  I 
will  leave  no  measure  unattempted  to  secure  your 
happiness ;  and  I  have  boldly  braved  your  anger 
at  once,  in  order  that  you  should  be  convinced  I  am 
really  earnest  in  the  work."*"* 

I  bowed  coldly.  I  had  not  yet  recovered  my 
self-command. 

"  When  you  have  taken  time  to  think,  you  will 
remember  also,  my  dear  child,'**  pursued  Lady 
O'Halloran,  perfectly  unmoved  by  my  displeasure, 
"  that  if  this  premature  plea  of  age  is  to  avail  your- 
self, your  sister  may  also  urge  it  in  her  own  behalf, 
with  almost  equal  pretensions,  for  she  is  merely  one 
year  younger  than  yourself;  and  you  would  pro- 
bably, twelve  months  ago,  have  advocated  your 
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privileges  upon  this  score  as  tenaciously  as  you  do 
to-day.  Moreover,  believe  me  when  I  assure  you 
that  the  society  of  a  sister  will  be  very  dear  to  you. 
It  is  a  pure  and  holy  tie  ;  and,  in  your  case,  it  will 
be  doubly  sweet ;  for,  reared  as  this  poor  girl  has 
been,  at  a  distance  from  all  possibility  of  acquiring 
those  accompUshments  to  which  so  large  an  amount 
of  your  own  life  has  been  devoted,  you  have  it  in 
your  power  to  be  to  her  a  most  generous  and  valuable 
friend,  and  to  bind  her  still  more  closely  to  you  by 
srratitude  than  blood/'* 

i  became  instinctively  interested. 
''  Will  you  not  endeavour  to  accomplish  this 
beautiful  and  sisterly  undertaking  P 
"  I  will,  madam.'*'' 

Lady  0*'Halloran  bent  over  me,  and,  as  if  invo- 
luntarily, pressed  her  lips  to  my  forehead.  That 
calm  and  almost  solemn  kiss  had  a  strange  effect 
upon  me.  I  had  been  accustomed  to  the  most  lavish 
caresses  from  my  infancy,  and  I  believe  that  I 
estimated  them  at  their  just  value ;  but  there  was 
something  so  heartfelt,  so  matronly,  so  reedj  in  that 
of  Lady  O^Halloran,  that  I  raised  her  fbgers  to  my 
lips,  and  the  large  tears  gushed  from  my  eyes. 

^^  Why  was  I  never  before  treated  like  a  reason- 
able being  r  I  exclaimed  mournfully.  "  If  I  were 
old  enough  to  play  my  part  among  the  other 
puppets  in  my  mother^s  drawing-room,  was  I  not 
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also  capable  of  being  led  by  better  impulses  than 
those  of  vanity  and  selfishness  i  I  have  been  un- 
&irly  dealt  with ;  but  I  have  at  last  a  friend.  I 
will  love  this  unknown  sister,  dear  Lady  O'Halloran 
— that  is,  I  will  strive  to  love  her ;  but  my  heart 
tells  me  that  there  is  much  to  undo.''^ 

''  She  will  come  to  you,  meek,  timid,  and,  it 
may  be,  strangely  ignorant  of  all  the  showy  lore  of 
modem  scholarship,  perhaps  f  pursued  my  com- 
panion ;  "  but  then  she  will  also  come  to  you  pure, 
and  fresh,  and  charming ;  knowing  no  guile,  un- 
suspicious of  deceit,  confiding,  simple,  and  affec- 
tionate. Would  you  close  your  heart  against  so 
genial  an  inmate  i  Credit  me  when  I  assure  you 
that  it  would  be  no  easy  task.  But  you  have 
already  decided  that  the  attempt  shall  not  be  made ; 
and  I  have  sufficient  reliance  on  your  honour  and 
good  faith,  my  dear  Miss  Tilden — ^" 

"  Call  me  Eveleen  !^  I  cried  passionately.  "  All 
the  world — even  my  own  mother — seems  to  have 
forgotten  that  I  bear  another  name  besides  that  of 
my  &mily ;  but  you — dear,  kind  Lady  O'Halloran 
-you,  who  are  at  once  the  friend  of  the  fether  and 
the  child,  surely  you  will  cease  to  address  me  so 
coldly,  when  I  convince  you  that  I  am  not  alto- 
gether unworthy  of  your  regard." 

"  Your  father,  ajb  least,  understood  you,  my  poor 
victimized  girl,"  said  my  visitor,  as  she  opened 
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her  arms,  and  I  fluug  myself,  deeply  moved,  upon 
her  bosom.  "  He  told  me  that  you  would  well 
repay  my  zeal ;  and  you  will  repay  it,  will  you 
not,  Evoleen  I  And  I  shall  see  the  little  &mily- 
party  at  Rooksley  at  once  affectionate  and  happy, 
even  including:  the  '  Scotch  connection." "" 

I  could  not  join  in  the  smile.  Her  description 
of  the  meek,  confiding,  deficient  sister,  to  whom  I 
was  ere  long  to  be  all  in  all,  had  overwhelmed  me 
with  romantic  delight;  but  the  vision  of  Lady 
Flora  GlenfiUan — whose  "stringent  guardianship'" 
had  been  the  most  bitter  threat  of  my  mother, 
passed  like  a  dark  shadow  over  my  heart. 

"  I  will  pledge  myself  no  further  to-day,  even  to 
Lady  O'Halloran,'*'  I  said  at  length. 

"'  Well,  well,  perhaps  I  am  unreasonable  to  ex- 
pect more i"*  replied  the  good  lady  c;aily.  "  I  hope 
to  see  you  again  before  your  new  inmates  arrive ; 
you  will  then  have  recovered  the  first  shock  of 
your  surprise.  And  now,  will  you  do  tTi^  a  pleasure, 
my  dear — Eveleen !  If  so,  tie  on  your  shawl  and 
bonnet,  jump  into  my  pony-chair,  and  spend  the 
remainder  of  this  bright  day  with  me.  Your  carriage 
can  convey  you  home  at  night;  and  I  promise, 
indeed  I  do,  that  unless  you  yourself  provoke  it, 
the  subject  which  we  have  just  been  so  earnestly 
discussing  shall  not  be  touched  upon  again.  So 
come  fearlessly,   my  dear  girl,   and  admire  the 
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hundred  expedients  by  which  I  endeavour  to  con- 
ceal from  myself  the  fact  that  I  am  no  longer  rich  ; 
and  learn,  at  the  same  time,  the  wholesome  truth, 
that  it  is  very  possible  to  be  happy  without  either 
establishment  or  equipage,  when  the  heart  is  filled 
by  a  much  dearer  interest. 

Need  I  say  that  I  accepted  an  invitation  so  given 
as  frankly  as  I  received  it.  Far,  however,  from 
shrinking  away  from  the  subject  of  the  forthcoming 
change  in  my  destiny,  I  recurred  to  it  more  than 
once;  and  when  I  at  length  parted  from  my  kind 
hostess,  it  was  with  a  feeling  of  increased  respect 
for  her ;  and,  what  I  had  never  in  my  life  expe- 
rienced until  that  moment,  a  growing  distrust  of 
my  own  perfectibility. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

It  was  fortunate  that  Lady  O^HalloraTi''s  atten- 
tion to  my  father'^s  request  had  been  so  prompt,  for 
the  travellers  arrived  on  the  succeeding  evening. 
Never  shall  I  forget  my  sensations  when  their 
arrival  was  announced  to  me !  Before  I  left  the 
Hall,  my  zealous  hostess  had  wrong  from  my  re- 
luctant lips  that  I  would  do  my  best  to  love,  not 
only  my  unknown  sister,  but  also  the  guardian  of 
her  childhood  :  in  making  the  latter  promise,  how- 
ever, I  felt  that  my  heart  had  no  part  in  the  pledge. 
Civil  I  knew  that  I  should  necessarily  be,  for  I  be- 
lieved that  I  was  too  well-bred  to  degrade  myself 
by  any  exhibition  of  rudeness ;  and  I  resolved  to 
struggle  at  courtesy ;  but  for  aught  beyond  this  I 
was  still  quite  unprepared. 

I  rose  from  my  harp  with  a  throbbing  heart. 
Stir  a  step  beyond  the  room  to  welcome  the  new- 
comers I  could  not.  I  felt  sick  and  faint.  I  was 
angrj'  with  myself  for  my  ill-tigied  emotion,  but  I 
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could  not  overcome  it ;  and  while  I  was  endeavour- 
ing to  rebuke  myself  into  at  least  the  semblance  of 
composure,  they  were  ushered  into  the  apartment. 

In  the  van  stalked  a  tall,  gaunt  figure,  draped 
in  a  cloak  of  woollen  plaid ;  which  chequered  horror 
I  was  subsequently  informed  was  the  GlenfiUan 
tartan.  There  was  a  head-dress  also  of  some  name- 
less material  and  indescribable  form,  which  was 
flung  off  abruptly ;  and  before  I  could  command 
myself  sufficiently  to  give  utterance  to  one  word  of 
greeting,  or  had  even  caught  a  glimpse  of  my 
sister,  I  found  myself  clasped  in  two  long  arms,  and 
hugged  so  tightly  to  the  Glenfillan  tartan,  that  I 
had  not  breath  even  to  scream ;  while  a  shrill 
voice,  in  a  strong  Scotch  accent,  was  pouring  forth 
a  flood  of  vehement  ejaculations. 

I  will  not  attempt  to  expatiate  on  my  disgust. 
This  was  stringent  guardianship,  indeed !  The 
travel-reeking  cloak ;  the  hot  breath  that  seemed 
to  stagnate  upon  my  forehead ;  the  fearfiil  clutch 
from  which  I  really  believed  my  very  bones  tp  be 
endangered,  settled  the  relative  positions  of  Lady 
Flora  and  myself  for  ever.  It  was  an  unaccus- 
tomed and  coarse  contact  to  which  I  instinctively 
felt  that  I  could  never  submit  without  the  deepest 
repugnance.  I  was  at  once  terrified  and  disgusted ; 
and  when  the  grasp  was  at  length  relaxed,  and  that 
my  tormentor  (for  such  she  seemed  at  the  moment) 
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drew  back,  and  Iield  me  at  arms^  length,  in  order  to 
examine  my  person  at  her  ease,  and  that  I  saw 
the  prominent  cheek-bones,  the  sharp  nose  and 
chin,  and  the  disordered  and  uncurled  masses  of 
grizzled  hair  which  had  escaped  from  beneath  what 
was  evidently  intended  to  represent  a  cap,  I  invo- 
luntarily closed  my  eyes  to  shut  out  the  unpleasant 
object  which  had  forced  itself  upon  me  so  abruptly. 

My  aunt !  No,  no— even  in  that  moment  of  in- 
tense annoyance,  I  found  leisure  to  thank  the  fates 
that  if  this  were  indeed  the  Lady  Flora  Glenfillan, 
she  was  at  least  no  aunt  of  mine. 

"  And  my  sister — ''''  1  at  length  gasped  out ; 
'*  where  is  my  sister  T 

"  Ay,  come,  Addy,  and  show  yourself!"'  ex- 
claimed the  gaunt  apparition,  in  a  tone  which 
betrayed  at  least  as  much  asperity  as  affection. 
'^  Gome  and  show  yourself,  child.  Ye  have  no 
reason,  that  I  ken  of,  to  be  ashamed  of  facing  even 
your  town-bred  sister  I**' 

And  "  Addy ''  did  come  forth  from  her  hiding- 
place  behind  her  aunt ;  and  my  romantic  suscepti- 
bilities were  somewhat  chilled  by  the  &ct  that 
while  I  had  been  imprisoned  in  the  arms  of  Lady 
Flora,  instead,  as  I  anticipated,  of  being  over- 
whelmed with  emotion,  curiosity,  and  awe,  she  had 
quietly  divested  herself  of  her  travelling  wraps,  and 
was  just  giving  a  last  touch  to  the  glossy  bands  of 
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auburn  hair  which  were  parted  upon  her  forehead. 
I  nevertheless  opened  my  arms  to  receive  her ;  but, 
instead  of  availing  herself  of  the  movement,  she 
folded  her  hands  primly  over  her  bosom,  and  dropped 
me  a  curtsey  which  would  not  have  been  out  of 
keeping  at  the  close  of  a  dancing  lesson. 

*'  Hech !  child,  is  that  what  I  bid  you  do  i  "*' 
harshly  demanded  the  titled  duenna.  ^'  Do  you 
not  know  that  Eve-leen  is  your  own  sister!  Why 
should  you  not  make  free  with  her  ?  Did  you  see 
me  stand  curtseying  and  making  ceremonies  i  Are 
you  not  under  your  own  mother''s  roof?  And  have 
you  not  as  much  right  to  expect  a  loving  welcome 
as  she  has  to  offer  it  V 

The  apparent  automaton,  upon  this  judicious, 
well-timed,  and  conciliating  address,  did  as  she  was 
desired.  The  cheek  was  cold,  however,  which  was 
pressed  to  mine,  for  our  lips,  as  if  through  mutual 
disappointment,  did  not  meet;  the  pulsations  of 
the  heart  which  for  a  brief  instant  beat  against  my 
own  were  calm  and  regular.  I  was  altogether  taken 
by  surprise. 

When  we  had  seated  ourselves,  awaiting  the 
announcement  of  refreshments  of  which  the  tra- 
vellers stood  greatly  in  need — ^for  Lady  Flora  had 
lived  all  her  life  beyond  the  Tweed,  and  made  it  a 
principle  not  to  scatter  her  money  upon  the  road — 
refreshments  which,  par  parenthisey  she  was  provi- 
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dent  enough  to  order  as  she  passed  through  the 
hall,  I  had  leisure  to  examine  my  two  new  compa- 
nions. With  the  aunt  my  curiosity  was  soon  fully 
satisfied.  I  felt  that  Lady  CHalloran  herself 
would  not  have  a  word  to  say  on  that  subject ;  and 
when  I  turned  my  eyes  upon  the  niece,  I  disco- 
vered that  she  was  similarly  occupied  with  myself. 
What  effect  had  been  produced  by  my  appearance 
upon  the  mind  of  my  sister  I  could  not,  however, 
even  guess.  There  was  not  a  trace  of  emotion  of 
any  sort  upon  her  countenance.  She  was  as  calm, 
as  cold,  and  as  composed,  as  though  nothing  had 
occurred  for  which  she  was  not  perfectly  prepared. 

As  our  eyes  met,  those  of  Adela  were  quietly 
withdrawn  ;  and  I  pursued  my  survey  in  the  inter- 
vals of  a  conversation  in  which  I  was  little  more 
than  an  auditor.  It  consisted  of  reminiscences  of 
the  road ;  comments  on  the  grievous  outlay  to 
which  they  had  been  subjected  by  th^  journey  ; 
surmises  of  impositions,  to  which,  nevertheless. 
Lady  Flora  could  not  attach  any  tangible  jotiof ; 
and  other  equally  high-bred  and  interesting  topics. 
I  had,  however,  no  alternative,  save  to  sit  by  as 
patiently  as  I  could,  and  endeavour  to  form  some 
idea  of  what  my  sister  miffht  be,  when  relieved  from 
the  strait-waistcoat  of  her  guardian^s  presence. 

With  her  personal  appearance  I  was  astonished. 
She  was  decidedly  not  a  beauty ;  nor  did  she  give 
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any  promise  of  ever  becoming  such ;  but  she  had 
one  of  those  piquante  and  peculiar  faces  which  fre- 
quently prove  more  attractive  than  merely  regular 
features.  It  was  evidently  a  coimtenance  capable  of 
immense  expression ;  although  at  the  present  mo- 
ment it  was  as  passionless  and  immobile  as  a  paste- 
board mask.  She  was  unusually  tall ;  indeed,  in 
this  particular,  she  had  the  advantage  of  me,  for 
despite  my  year  of  eldership  I  stood  no  whit  higher 
than  herself;  nor  had  she  been  under  the  roof  of 
Rooksley  many  hours  ere  I  discovered  that  if  I  had 
acquired  elegance  by  study  and  long  habit,  my 
sister  was  no  less  gifted  with  a  graceftilness  to  the 
full  as  desirable.  Even  disguised  as  she  was  in  a 
costume  in  which  I  would  not  have  permitted  my 
waiting-woman  to  officiate  at  my  toilette,  this  fact 
did  not  escape  me  ;  and  it  induced  a  feeling  of  in- 
terest in  the  fair  creature  who  displayed  so  much 
^ood  material  to  work  Upon. 

"  And  now,  lassies,"^  said  Lady  Flora,  before  we 
left  the  supper-room,  where  she  had  consumed  a 
greater  quantity  of  food  than  had  ever  been  pre- 
viously contemplated  by  the  attendants ;  "  now,  we 
are  all  quite  at  home  together,  and  shall,  I  dare 
say,  get  on  weel  eneugh.  What  Eve-leen  does 
not  know,  you,  Addy,  can  teach  her  5  for  I  dare 
say  her  education,  as  they  call  it,  has  been  but  a 
strange   rumgumfery   o**  useless  and  unprofitable 
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nonsense ;  and  if  she  should  chance  to  know  any* 
thing  that  you  have  not  been  taught,  why,  she  can 
teach  you.  I  shall  say  naething  o**  other  things  to- 
night. To-morrow  will  be  a  new  day,  and  we  shall 
soon  understand  each  other/** 

I  felt  that  we  already  understood  each  other ; 
and  my  contempt  for  the  new  authority  which  had 
been  set  over  me  was  so  great,  that  an  expression 
of  scorn  rose  involuntarily  to  my  lip,  which  I  in- 
stantly discovered,  by  the  deep  flush  that  passed 
transiently  over  her  &ce,  was  not  lost  upon  my 
sister. 

'^  1  have  consented  to  leave  my  homef'*  pursued 
Lady  Flora,  turning  the  lounging-chair  upon  which 
she  had  been  seated  at  table  towards  the  fire, 
throwing  herself  back  in  an  attitude  infinitely  more 
easy  than  graceful,  and  crossing  her  feet  upon  the 
fender,  with  an  expression  of  well-fed  resignation ; 
^'  I  have  consented  to  leave  my  dear  Glenfillan, 
for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  in  order  to  be  useful  to 
my  sister  and  her  children.  It  is  na  every  one 
who  is  competent  to  take  charge  of  two  young 
ladies  wi'  noble  blood  in  their  veins,  and  co- 
heiresses into  the  bargain.^**  (I  winced  slightly,  as 
she  spoke ;  but,  on  looking  into  the  placid  fiuse  of 
my  sister,  the  feeling  vanished.)  ^'  I  flatter  myself, 
however,  even  although  I  have  heard  some  sad  ru- 
mours of  your  giddy  doings,  Eve-leen,  that  all  will 
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end  conformably ;"  continued  the  lady  very  senten- 
tiously,  while  1  felt  my  brow  bum  on  discovering 
that  the  large  brown  eyes  of  Adela  were  riveted 
upon  me.  '^  You  will  have  a  gude  example  in 
your  sister,  and  a  still  better  one  in  me  ;  for  I  am 
proud  to  feel  that  never,  from  my  girlhood  even  to 
the  present  day— or  I  should  rather,  perhaps,  say 
night,  for  I^m  a&aid  that  its  growing  awfu**  late 
— has  any  one  ventured  even  to  hint  a  doubt  of 
the  virtue  and  propriety  of  Lady  Flora  Glenfillan.'*'' 

''  I  can  quite  believe  it,  madam,'*'*  I  said,  with 
another  saucy  smile,  as  I  looked  her  steadfastly  in 
the  &ce. 

"  And  not  only  it  was  never  doubted,''''  she  re- 
sumed, *'*'  but  I  may  also  boast  that  there  never  was 
cause  for  it  to  be  sae/'' 

''  The  one  position  is  as  easily  credited  as  the 
other  ;^''  I  again  replied  in  the  same  tone.  ^^A 
woman''s  reputation,  like  the  water  of  the  ocean, 
should  not  only  be  able  to  reject  all  impurities,  but 
also  to  resist  all  taint ;  a  task  in  which  it  is  pro- 
bably sometimes  assisted  by  its  natural  nauseous- 


ness.**^ 


I  was  conscious  that  my  sister  started  as  the 
words  fell  upon  her  ear ;  and  their  cool  insolence  was 
too  palpable  even  for  the  obtuseness  of  Lady  Flora. 
She  turned  her  small,  light,  gray  eyes  upon  me 
with  a  questioning  expression,  to  which  her  lips 
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did  not,  liowever,  provide  an  echo.     The  trope  had 
bewildered  her,  and  she  could  not  clearly  see  her  way. 

"  It  is  no  sma"*  thing/**  whistled  the  shrill  voice 
once  more  atler  a  moment'^H  pause,  '^  to  root  out 
a**  one''s  old  habits,  and  to  leave  all  one'^e  old 
friends,  to  Uve  in  a  strange  place  and  among  8tran> 
gers ;  and,  had  the  present  Lord  Glenfillan  been  a 
little  more  civil  and  wiselike  towards  his  own  kith 
and  kin,  I  do  not  know  that  I  should  have  had 
resolution  to  upset  all  my  plans  and  arrangements, 
to  come  wandering  the  world  now-a-days  5  but  to 
be  shut  out  o**  the  Castle,  where  I  had  been  bom  and 
bred,  was  more  than  I  could  bear;  and,  besides, 
it  was  time  that  Addy  made  acquaintance  with 
her  nearest  blood  relations,  and  had  a  chance  of 
showing  what  was  in  her ;  and  the  difference  be- 
tween a  good,  honest,  steady  education  in  the 
heart  of  the  highlands,  and  a  flashy,  tricky,  ne^er- 
do-weel  brinn;ing-up  by  French  flirts  and  fly-away 
dancing- masters ;  and  so  you  see,  Eve-leen,  here 
we  are ;  and  I  shall  be  glad  if,  by  domg  my  duty 
to  my  sister,  I  should  haply  be  the  saving  of  you, 
while  ifs  yet  time ;  for,  being  both  my  nieces — "** 

"  Your  ladyship  will  pardon  me  ;*^  I  hastily  and 
resolutely  interposed  ;  for  I  was  now  urged  beyond 
iny  forbearance  by  the  stolid  self-sufficiency  of  tlie 
speaker,  and  felt  that  the  struggle  for  supremacy 
must  come,  and  that,  consequently,  the  sooner  it 
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were  commenced,  the  less  difficult  I  should  find  it 
to  assert  my  pretensions  and  to  secure  the  victory ; 
''your  ladyship  must  really  pardon  me,  if  I  dis- 
abuse you  without  further  delay  of  the  error  under 
which  you  appear  to  be  labouring.  Neither  Miss 
Adela  Tilden  nor  myself  have  the  honour  of  being 
your  nieces.  Our  connection  with  you,  through 
the  medium  of  our  mother,  is  at  once  slight  and 
undefined.  We  are  the  descendants  of  the  Earl  of 
Glenfillan  through  his  marriage  with  the  Honour- 
able Miss  O^Finistree ;  and  we  claim  no  kindred 
with  the  race  of  Mac  —  something — I  have  really 
forgotten  the  precise  name  —  from  which  you  are 
yourself  descended.'*'' 

I  shall  never  forget  the  pause  which  ensued. 
Lady  Flora  lay  back  upon  her  cushions,  with  her 
small  eyes  dilated,  and  her  large  mouth  wide  open. 
The  demure  countenance  of  my  sister  was  bent 
down  over  the  hearth-rug ;  and  I  sat  erect,  and 
panting  with  indignation  and  ofiended  dignity, 
confronting  my  victim. 

"  Heard  ever  human  ears  the  like  !'*''  at  length 
ejaculated  Lady  Flora  in  a  tone  of  horror.  "  Be- 
fore Addy  would  dare  to  breathe  such  blasphemy 
against  the  family-name,  she  would  consent  to  be 
laid  in  the  family-vault.  And  you  not  fifteen  ! 
Well  was  it  that  my  father,  the  Earl,  was  carried 
there  before  these  things  came  to  pass  i"^ 
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'*  You  appear  to  have  taken  your  present  step 
under  a  delusion,  madam  ^"^  I  said  coolly,  so  soon 
as  she  had  delivered  herself  of  this  somewhat  irre- 
levant apostrophe ;  ^^  and  I  consider  it  better  at 
once  to  undeceive  you.  The  inducement  held  out 
by  Lady  Madelaine,  which  has  decided  you  to 
undertake  the  charge  of  my  conduct  and  principles, 
is,  of  course,  best  known  to  yourself.  That  I  should 
find  your  delegated  authority  essentially  disagree- 
able, and  discordant  to  all  the  past  habits  of  my 
life,  my  mother  very  considerately  hinted  to  me ; 
and  I  as  resolutely  made  up  my  mind  to  abate  the 
annoyance  to  the  uttermost  of  my  power.  I  had 
consequently  schooled  myself  to  receive  you  with 
civility  and  respect— even  to  go  ftirther  than  this, 
if  I  found  it  possible,  and  to  endeavour  to  look 
upon  you  as  a  family  connection.  You  have,  how* 
ever,  at  once  and  for  ever  relieved  me  from  the  ex- 
treme diificulty  of  such  an  attempt ;  for  you  have 
met  me  in  the  spirit  of  a  task-mistress,  and  sought 
to  humble  me,  not  only  in  my  own  eyes,  but  eveu 
in  those  of  a  younger  sister,  utterly  unknown  to 
me  until  within  the  last  few  hours.  This  line  of 
conduct,  as  unexpected  as  it  is  indelicate,  quite 
exonerates  me  to  my  own  heart,  for  the  fiiture ; 
and,  as  my  mother  has  decided  that  you  are  to  be 
an  inmate  of  Booksley  for  some  time  at  least,  we  had 
better  come  to  an  understanding  at  once.    You  have 
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been  pleased  to  depreciate,  in  by  no  means  measured 
terms,  the  education  which  I  have  received.  It  is 
a  system,  nevertheless,  that  I  have  not  the  most  re- 
mote intention  to  abandon,  and  in  which  it  is  more 
than  probable  that  your  ladyship  will  not  feel  the 
slightest  interest.  Your  proposal  that  I  should 
make  it  usefiil  to  my  sister  I  accept  cheerfully, 
for  she  is  my  sister  —  and  I  shall  esteem  it  a  hap- 
piness to  be  of  service  to  her.  This  concession  is, 
however,  the  only  one  which  1  feel  inclined  to 
make.  In  your  eyes,  I  may  probably  be  still  too 
young  to  assume  such  a  position,  but  I  have  been 
reared  with  different  ideas  ;  and  an  appeal  to  Lady 
Madelaine  Tilden  will  convince  you  that  I  am 
quite  capable  of  maintaining  the  resolution  which, 
from  your  own  overweening  assumption  of  autho- 
rity, and  want  of  regard  for  my  feelings,  I  have 
found  it  necessary  to  adopt  at  once.'*'* 

I  was  somewhat  overcome  by  my  own  effort 
at  eloquence,  but  its  effect  was  infinitely  greater 
upon  my  auditor.  She  was  absolutely  transfixed 
with  astonishment,  and  quite  unequal  to  the  emer- 
gency. It  was,  indeed,  scarcely  surprising  that 
under  the  circumstances  my  indignation  should 
have  been  great,  for  the  transition  was  too  violent 
and  too  sudden,  from  the  adulation  and  encourage- 
ment of  the  refined  and  the  educated,  to  the  coarse 
comments  and    vulgar  dictation  of  the  ungainly 
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woman  before  me.  Feeling,  nevertheless,  that  I 
had  better  not  trust  myself  with  further  discussion, 
and  satisfied  that  I  should  be  wise  to  follow  up 
the  impression  which  I  had  visibly  produced,  I  rose 
haughtily  from  rpy  chair  ;  and,  without  giving  my 
discomfited  antagonist  time  to  rally,  I  said  in  a 
tone  of  sarcastic  courtesy  ;  ''  As  I  presume  that  we 
are  all  equally  at  home  on  all  points  at  Booksley, 
and,  as  your  ladyship  must  need  repose  after  such 
multifarious  exertions,  I  will  have  the  honour  of 
wishing  you  good  night  l^  and  laying  my  hand 
upon  the  bell,  I  rang  for  my  maid. 

Still  Lady  Flora  was  silent.  She  was  half- 
frightened,  and  half-exasperated ;  while  the  scene 
in  which  I  had  enacted  the  tragic  muse  did  not 
appear  to  discompose  my  incomprehensible  sister 
in  the  slightest  degree.  She  still  wore  the  same 
expression  of  listless  fatigue  and  unsympathizini; 
ennui  with  which  she  had  met  my  welcoming 
embrace  ;  and,  on  the  entrance  of  my  attendant, 
when  I  had  curtseyed  silently  and  distantly  to 
the  elder  lady,  she  placed  her  passive  hand  in 
mine,  and  echoed  my  "good  night*"  as  calmly  as 
though  she  had  never  in  her  life  retired  to  rest 
without  our  having  exchanged  a  similar  greeting. 

When  I  reached  my  own  apartment,  and  had 
hurried  through  the  necessary  duties  in  order  to  be 
once  more  alone,  I  dismissed  Josephine,  and  flung 
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myself  upon  my  bed  in  a  paroxysm  of  passionate 
mortification.  Was  this  the  clinging,  confiding, 
loving  sister,  whose  affection  was  to  repay  me  for 
every  trial,  and  for  every  disappointment  I  Was 
this  the  guardian  who  was  to  control  my  destiny ! 
This  ! 

I  need  not  expatiate  on  the  result  of  my  delibe- 
rations. I  was  at  first  startled  at  the  extreme  want 
of  breeding  and  the  homely  idioms  of  Lady  Flora, 
when  I  remembered  that  she  was  the  sister  of  my 
dignified  and  &stidious  mother,  even  prepared  as 
I  had  been  by  the  inferences  and  comments  of  the 
nursery  (where  my  father'^s  valet,  during  his  period 
of  favour  with  Mrs.  Harris,  had  often  beguiled  the 
time  by  his  broad  sketches  of  the  Gafltle  in  the 
highlands  and  its  several  inmates),  to  imagine  that 
she  difiered  greatly  in  all  points  from  her  more 
gifted  and  favoured  relative  ;  I  had  only,  however, 
to  pass  the  salient  points  of  her  career  in  review,  to 
teel  that  my  astonishment  was  misplaced.  The  pupil 
of  Miss  Margery  Macspleuchan,  actually,  if  not 
nominally,  deserted  throughout  her  girlhood  by  her 
father  —  the  despised  step- child  of  a  high-bom 
mother-in-law — ^the  tolerated  companion  of  a  half- 
sister,  with  whom  she  had  neither  taste  nor  sym- 
pathy in  common — still  dependent  on  the  will  and 
subjected  to  the  contact  of  a  vulgar  aunt — the  re- 
jected kinswoman  of  the  tenant  of  her  dead  fisither'^s 
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home — and  the  great  lady  of  a  low  circle,  into 
which  she  was  flung  by  circumstances,  could  not 
fairly  be  expected  to  make  a  very  brilliant  figure 
in  the  new  position  into  which  she  was  now  forced. 

Then  came  the  question — How  had  my  sister 
escaped  i  only  to  be  followed  by  the  more  startling 
one  of-^Had  she,  in  truth,  escaped !  and  I  felt  a 
pang  when  I  was  obliged  to  answer  my  own  query 
by  the  avowal  that  I  could  not  judge.  I  had 
scarcely  heard  her  utter  a  dozen  sentences.  I 
knew  only  that  she  was  attractive  and  graceful  in 
her  person  ;  with  a  voice  of  unusual  sweetness,  so 
slightly  impregnated  with  the  Scottish  accent  as 
rather  to  increase  than  diminish  its  charm ;  and 
that  she4iad  about  her  a  coUectedness  and  self- 
possession  which  would  necessarily  protect  her 
against  the  vulgarity  of  which  she  had  so  fearfiil 
an  example  before  her  eyes.  Altogether,  she  vvas 
an  enigma.  Lady  Flora  had  even  urged  her  to 
assert  herself;  but  her  ladyship  had  no  Pygmalion 
touch,  and  the  marble  tpould  not  breathe. 

At  length  I  fell  asleep,  and  dreamt  that  my 
sister  was  dumb,  and  that  I  was  inventing  a  system 
of  shorthand  by  which  I  might  be  enabled  to  converse 
with  her ;  when  suddenly  the  sounds  of  heavenly 
music  stole  upon  ray  ear,  and  I  saw  her  seated 
beside  my  bed,  endeavouring  to  awaken  me  by  the 
most  delicious  ballad  to  which  I  had  ever  listened. 
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I  saw  her  distinctly.  There  were  the  same  soul- 
speaking,  clear,  browu  eyes,  the  same  attractive 
face,  the  same  tall,  slight,  graceful  form  ;  but 
now  every  feature  spoke ;  every  lineament  was 
redolent  of  radiant  and  loving  expression;  her 
gentle  look  was  turned  upon  me ;  her  fair  arms 
were  outspread  to  embrace  me ;  we  were  indeed 
sisters,  in  heart  as  well  as  name. 
It  was  a  beautifiil  apotheosis  ! 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

I  was  wide  awake  on  the  following  morning  for 
hours  before  Jos<§phine  made  her  appearance,  but  I 
could  not  resolve  to  rise ;  for  I  felt  that  henceforth 
I  should  be  able  to  command  no  solitude  save  that 
which  was  afforded  by  my  own  apartment ;  and,  for 
aught  that  I  could  tell,  even  that  might,  in  its  turn, 
be  invaded  by  the  extraordinary  authority  which  it 
had  pleased  my  mother  to  set  oyer  me.  As  I 
recalled  the  image  of  Lady  Flora,  I  at  times 
doubted  if  I  were  not  bewildered  by  a  wild  dream, 
in  wiiich  I  had  so  blended  &llacies  with  facts  that 
I  could  not,  at  once,  disentangle  them.  But  no  ! 
the  more  I  dwelt  upon  the  events  of  the  past 
evening,  and  the  more  I  cast  off  the  lingering 
trammels  of  sleep,  the  more  I  became  conscious  of 
the  hideous  reality.  I  felt  sick  and  feverish  with 
disgust ;  and  I  strove  to  put  away  the  image  of 
the  elder  lady,  and  to  think  only  of  my  sister. 
Here,   at    least,   there  was    interesting  food   for 
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speculation.  I  could  not  have  seen  her  in  her  real 
character.  Such  coldness  and  reserve  were  incom- 
patible with  her  sex  and  youth;  and,  under  the 
peculiar  circumstances  of  the  case,  almost  impos- 
sible had  she  been  a  free  agent.  My  dream,  too  ! 
Had  not  my  dream  shown  me  what  she  really  was, 
when  delivered  from  the  incubus  of  Lady  Florals 
presence  I  Yes — ^yes — I  had  found  at  once  a  sister 
and  a  friend.  And  then  my  vanity  awoke.  How 
I  should  astonish  this  mountain-maiden  by  the 
exhibition  of  my  dazzlingaccomplishments;  and  how 
deliofhted  she  would  be  when  I  undertook  to  initiate 
her  in  the  same  brilliant  mysteries  !  Her  toilette, 
too,  must  be  reformed ;  and  she  should  make  use 
of  my  wardrobe  until  her  own  was  rendered  avail- 
able. I  was  ftill  of  projects  ;  and  still  my  harmo- 
nious and  graceful  dream  gave  a  charm  and  a  melody 
to  all  which  related  to  this  new-found  sister.  I 
even  became  anxious  lest  Lady  O'^Halloran  should 
not  do  her  justice,  in  her  horror  of  the  maiden 
aunt. 

^'  I  fear  that  the  sleep  of  Mademoiselle  was  dis- 
turbed last  night  ;"'*  said  Josephine,  as  she  drew 
back  my  curtains,  and  let  in  a  glorious  gush  of 
sunshine. 

"  By  no  means ;  I  never  slept  more  soundly, 
nor  dreamt  more  pleasantly.'*'' 

^'  Then  Mademoiselle  did  not  hear  her  sister  T 
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"  Hear  my  sister  !  Wliy,  what  apartments  did 
she  occupy  V 

"  Those  next  to  Mademoiselle.  It  was  the  order 
of  Miladi;  and  Madame  la  tante  has  the  rooms 
opposite.     The  gallery  is  now  full."'^ 

^^  Ah,  indeed  !  And  did  my  sister  walk  the  said 
^llery  all  night,  that  you  imagined  she  had  broken 
my  restf' 

"  Point  dii  tout ;"  said  the  Frenchwoman,  some- 
what surprised  at  the  inquir}%  and  marvelling  still 
more  at  any  question  from  my  lips ;  "  but  before 
she  went  to  rest  la  dame  ^cossaise  was  an  hour 
with  her  in  her  dressing-room,  where  they  were 
employed  in  reading;  after  which  Mademoiselle 
Addle  sang  a  hymn  ;  etpardi^  c'est  une  belle  rai^r 

Sang  a  hymn !  My  own  sister  sang  a  hymn 
before  she  retired  to  her  bed  !  I  felt  as  though  I 
had  received  a  heavy  blow.  I  could  have  better 
borne  anything  than  this  !  I  was  so  overwhelmed, 
that  I  remained  for  an  instant  with  my  eyes 
riveted  upon  Josephine,  and  utterly  unable  to 
articulate  a  word.  A  mocking  smile  sat  on  the 
countenance  of  the  soubrette.  She  evidently  enjoyed 
my  discomfiture,  but  I  was  indifferent  to  her  tri- 
umph. I  had  but  one  feeling  of  mortification,  of 
disappointment,  of  humiliation.  My  dream  had 
not  been  all  a  dream — and  my  only  sister  was  ■ 
a  methodist !     This  was,  indeed,  an  unlooked-for 
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misfortune  —  an    almost   irremediable    evil.     She 
might  have  stayed  away  from  church  for  ever,  and 
refused  to  set  an  example  to  the  lower  orders,  as  I 
occasionally   thought   it   right  to  do ;  she   would 
have  met  with  no  interference  from  me,  nor  should 
I  have  commented  upon  her  absence ;  but  to  fall 
into  the  other  extreme  was  so  low,  so  unladylike  ! 
I  had  no  distinct  perception  of  the  meaning  of  the 
term    "  methodist,""  but    I   knew  that  it  mmt  be 
low,  that  it  must  be  unladylike,  for  I  remembered 
to  have  once  heard  Dr.  James  tell  my  father  that 
nearly  all  the  tradespeople  at  the  post-town  wer^ 
methodists ;  and  I  knew,  moreover,  that  my  mother 
had  refused  to  suffer  a  servant  who  professed  me- 
thodism  to  be  received  into  her  household. 

And   now — here  was  my  sister  psalm-singing 
under  her  very  roof!     These  were  the  results  of 
Lady  Flora**s  guardianship.   Poor  Adela'*s  prospects 
were  ruined,  if  once  her 'delinquency  was  noised 
abroad.     I  had  no  longer  any  hope  of  seeing  her 
make  a  figure  in  the  world.     Without  this  mis- 
fortune, with  time,  and  my  instructions,  she  mip/U 
liave  been  rendered  presentable ;  but  now  all  was 
over.     Who  could  make  anything  of  a  methodist  i 
Of  course,  as  she  sang  hymns,  she  sang  nothing 
else ;  while  dancing  and  drawing  must  be  deadly 
sins.     No  wonder  that  she  always  sat  in  silence ; 
she  evidently  considered  it  wrong  to  converse ;  so 
VOL.  I.  o 
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there  was  an  end  of  all  prospect  of  companionship. 
She  mifjhU  under  other  circumstances,  have  con- 
soled me  for  the  advent  of  Lady  Flora  ;  but  now  it 
was  a  case  of  Gog  and  Magog ;  and  I  should  be 
inevitably  tutored,  and  prayed,  and  preached  to 
death  !  How  sincerely  I  pitied  myself  I  need  not 
say ;  nor  in  how  haughty  and  self-centred  a  mood 
I  descended  to  breakfast.  /  had,  at  all  events, 
sung  no  vesper  or  matin  hymn. 

Lady  Flora  had  taken  a  violent  cold,  and  re- 
mained in  bed.  How  happy  this  casualty  would 
have  made  me,  had  it  not  been  for  Josephine's 
unlucky  news  ;  but  now  1  met  my  sister  with  a 
face  as  composed  as  her  own  ;  and  while  we  uttered 
our  earliest  greeting,  each  extended  her  hand,  and 
neither  appeared  to  desire  a  warmer  salutation.  I 
ought  to  have  remembered  the  holy  calm,  the  deli* 
cious  happiness  which  was  shed  over  my  dream, 
but  I  did  not.  I  felt  only  that  my  sister  was  a 
methodist ! 

There  is  a  strange  and  startling  power  in  that 
mystic  word,  especially  to  those  who,  like  myself, 
were  altogether  ignorant  of  its  meaning.  I  looked 
upon  it  as  a  kill-joy,  as  a  marplot ;  and,  worse  than 
all,  as  something  quite  beyond  the  pale  of  &shion» 
able  society.  ^^  We  are  all  bom  to  trouble,  as  the 
sparks  fly  upward ;""  but  this  was  a  trouble — a  mis- 
fortune beyond  all  polite  calculation !     Even  my 
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mother,  in  her  first  outbreak  of  displeasure  against 
me,  could  never  have  imagined  or  conceived  that 
she  was  about  to  make  me  the  daily  and  hourly 
companion  of  a  methodist. 

When  our  almost  silent  breakfast  was  at  length 
brought  to  an  end,  I  proposed  to  my  sister  that  we 
should  pass  into  the  saloon,  as  I  was  anxious  to 
prepare  for  my  music-master,  whom  I  expected  that 
morning.  She  complied  in  the  same  tame,  listless 
manner  which  had,  since  her  arrival,  distinguished 
her  bearing.  My  principal  motive  in  this  arrange- 
ment was,  however,  as  my  reader  will  at  once  have 
guessed,  to  astonish  her  by  my  musical  proficiency. 
After  a  slight  apology  for  leaving  her  to  amuse 
herself  for  an  hour,  I  seated  myself  at  the  harp, 
and  began  to  prelude,  with  a  rapid  finger  and  a 
steady  touch,  which  I  felt  convinced  must  electrify 
my  solitary  auditor,  but  my  skill  produced  no 
such  effect ;  or,  if  Miss  Adela  Tilden  were  indeed 
astonished,  her  surprise  was  sufficiently  great  to 
prevent  all  outward  exhibition;  for  when  I  at 
length  permitted  myself  to  glance  towards  her,  she 
was  quietly  lying  back  on  a  8ofiE^  and  deeply  en- 
gaged upon  a  small  volume  which  she  had  taken 
from  her  reticule — a  Book  of  Prayers,  of  course  ! 

I  withdrew  my  indignant  eyes,  and  grew  strong 
in  the  very  recklessness  of  my  mortification.  My 
harp-master  had  lately  brought  to  me  a  piece  of 

o2 
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music  filled  with  elaborate  and  difficult  passages ; 
and  although  I  as  yet  had  studied  it  but  imper- 
fectly, still  I  felt  satisfied  that  I  had  mastered  its 
intricacies  sufficiently  to  make   an    advantageous 
display  before  a  novice  like  my  sister.     I  accord- 
ingly commenced  my  undertaking  with  some  little 
assumption    of  consequence — ^placed   myself  in   a 
more  studied   attitude,  and  was    difficult   in    the 
arrangement  of  my  musio-stand.     At   last,  slap- 
dash  into   my  task  I  plunged,  each  moment   in 
danger  of  being  brought  to  a  decided  stand-still, 
and  yet,  thanks  to  my  presence  of  mind,  constantly 
extricating  myself  by  some  bold  interpolation  or 
omission,  until  I  ultimately  thundered  through  the 
last  page. 

Faulty  as  my  performance  had  been,  I  neverthe- 
less felt  desirous  of  applause,  and  I  accordingly 
turned  towards  my  sister,  and,  in  as  modest  a 
manner  as  I  could  accomplish,  inquired  her  opinion, 
not  of  my  own  science,  but  of  the  rondo  itself."" 

"  I  have  no  doubt  that  it  is  very  fine  ;*"  was  the 
unmoved  reply  ;  ^^  but  I  confess  that  I  have  foand 
it  impossible  to  follow  all  its  movements.  To  me, 
possibly  from  my  ignorance  of  the  subtleties  of 
harmony,  there  has  seemed  occasionally  to  be  a 
great  incohereucy ;  but,  as  I  before  remarked,  the 
deficiency  was  most  probably  in  myself.'^ 

And  she  calmly  resumed  her  reading. 
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I  felt  the  blood  rush  over  my  face  !  I  looked 
earnestly  towards  her,  but  I  might  with  as  much 
profit  have  consulted  the  ceiling  for  her  latent 
meaning,  if  she  really  had  one,  as  the  immo- 
bile features  that  met  my  view.  Still  I  was  by 
no  means  satisfied,  for  I  was  conscious  that  the 
incoherences  alluded  to  had  been  quite  perceptible 
to  myself,  and  I  began  to  apprehend  that  they 
might  have  been  even  more  so  to  a  listener.  I 
was  deeply  mortified.  My  first  effort  at  display 
had  been  a  decided  failure.  I  had  neither  courage 
nor  temper  to  make  another  attempt ;  so,  thrusting 
my  harp  from  me,  I  approached  the  sofa  on  which 
my  sister  was  seated,  and  inquired  if  she  were 
nmsical ! 

"  Not  what  you  will  consider  musical,  I  am 
afraid  '^  she  said  with  a  faint  smile.  '^  I  am  no 
harpist,  and  know  only  enough  of  the  more  humble 
piano  to  set  me  above  the  necessity  of  troubling 
others  to  accompany  my  voice.  Mine  has  been 
rather  the  teaching  of  nature  than  of  art ;  but  still, 
such  as  it  is,  it  will  at  least  enable  me  to  return 
your  own  amiable  endeavour  to  amuse  ;^'  and  laying 
down  her  book,  without  one  moment'^s  hesitation, 
without  one  symptom  of  shyness  or  reluctance,  she 
seated  herself  at  the  instrument. 

Her  account  of  herself  had  been  a  thoroughly 
correct  one.  She  was  by  no  means  either  a  brilliant 
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or  a  scientific  musician  ;  but  she  had  not  completed 
one  stanza  of  the  ballad  which  she  had  selected,  before 
I  perfectly  understood  that  she  had  a  faultless  ear, 
and  an  unusually  melodious  voice.  I  thought  of 
my  patchwork  rondo,  and  could  have  wept  with 
annoyance  at  having  so  needlessly  exposed  miyself. 

When  she  ceased  singing,  my  sister  rose  as 
calmly  as  she  had  sat  down,  and  again  moved 
towards  her  sofa,  but  I  resolved  not  to  yield  tamely 
to  what  I  considered  as  a  defeat ;  and  therefore, 
ringing  for  a  servant,  I  desired  tliat  my  drawing 
portfolios  might  be  brought  into  the  room.  They 
soon  appeared,  and  I  did  the  honours  of  what  my 
master  had  declared  to  be  my  performances,  but 
which  had  derived  no  little  advantage  from  his  own 
skilful  '^  finishing  up,""  as  demurely  as  I  could. 
They  were  of  a  heterogeneous,  or,  as  I  should  at 
that  period  have  said,  of  an  universal  description. 
There  was  no  style  which  I  had  left  untouched ; 
figures,  flowers,  landscapes,  interiors,  busts,  and 
portraits. 

Fortunately,  idle  young  ladies  and  gentlemen 
had  not  then  learned  the  art  of  degrading  art,  save 
by  their  imperfect  efforts  to  pourtray  it,  so  that  my 
books  contained  neither  poonah-paintings,  nor 
transfer-pieces,  nor  japan-work,  nor  any  other  of 
those  cheap,  and  despicable,  and  worthless  mon- 
strosities which  in  the  present  day  are  one  of  the 
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triumphs  of  ignorant  indolence  over  artist-aspira- 
tion. 

My  sister  turned  leaf  after  leaf  with  equal  pa- 
tience and  placidity :  she  made  no  comment  — 
she  offered  no  criticism.  She  seemed  to  feel  that  by 
looking  at  each  in  turn,  and  persevering  to  the  end, 
she  had  done  all  that  could  be  expected  of  her ;  or, 
more  encouraging  thought !  that  here  at  least  she 
must  not  venture  an  opinion. 

"  You  paint,  of  course,"  I  said  carelessly. 
"  Not  at  all.'' 
"  Nor  draw  T 

"  Not,  probably,  as  you  understand  the  terra.  I 
can  do  none  of  these  brilliant  and  showy  things.  I 
merely  sketch  from  nature.  I  am  an  adopted  child 
of  the  mountains,  as  you  know,  and  needed  little 
assistance  to  learn  how  best  to  make  them  all  my 
own."" 

My  sister  was  growing  every  moment  more  in- 
explicable—  I  had  almost  said,  more  provoking. 
She  was  certainly  an  extraordinary  girl ;  as 
womanly  for  her  years  even  as  myself,  but  from 
totally  different  causes.  We  had  not  lived  a  week 
under  the  same  roof,  ere  I  discovered  that,  what- 
ever advantage  I  might  have  over  her  in  society  by 
the  greater  variety  and  brilliancy  of  my  acquire- 
ments, I  must  be  particularly  careful  to  avoid  all 
rivalry  in  the  higher  and  more  solid  branches  of 
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education.  While  I  had  been  striving  to  attain  to 
the  fashionable  jargon  of  my  mother''s  set,  she  had 
been  buried  in  books.  While  I  had  been  talking, 
she  had  been  thinking;  and  while  I  had  been 
cheated  out  of  my  childhood  by  constant  contact 
with  a  crowd,  she  had  been  beguiled  of  hers  by  the 
companionship  of  two  staid  elderly  women,  and  the 
solitude  of  a  mountain  home. 

Lady  0'*Halloran,  who  drove  to  Rooksley  a  day 
or  two  after  the  arrival  of  its  new  inmates,  was  en- 
chanted with  her. 

The  cold  which  Lady  Flora  had  taken  on  the 
road  proved  more  severe  than  she  had  anticipated, 
and  she  was  still  confined  to  her  room,  greatly  to 
my  relief.  I,  therefore,  induced  my  kind  neicjh- 
hour  to  remain  during  the  day,  which,  believing 
that  slie  might  benefit  us  by  her  presence,  she 
readily  consented  to  do.  It  required  no  great 
penetration  on  her  part  to  discover  the  restraint 
which  existed  between  my  sister  and  myself; 
and  with  the  most  amiable  zeal  she  at  once  en- 
•deavoured  to  remove  it ;  but  the  work  of  years 
can  seldom  be  overthrown  in  a  day.  It  requires 
extraordinary  impulse  and  emotion  to  open  hearts 
which  have  long  been  closed  against  each  other ; 
and  wo  were  alike,  upon  this  subject,  too  indif- 
ferent for  either.  Had  it  been  otherwise,  Lady 
O'Halloran  might  in  some  degree  have  sacceeded  ; 
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for,  by  a  happy  coincideDce,  the  post  brought  nie 
that  day  a  letter  from  my  father,  announcing  his 
intention  of  running  down  to  Booksley  to  spend  a 
week  or  ten  days  with  his  long-separated  children, 
directly  that  parliament  should  be  prorogued.  My 
delight  knew  no  bounds.  A  letter  from  my  father 
— his^r*^  letter  !  Unlike  the  epistles  of  my  mother, 
it  contained  no  lurking  sarcasm  —  no  cold,  dicta- 
torial commands ;  no  supercilious  warnings  ; — it 
breathed  only  affection,  hope,  and  confidence.  I 
turned,  full  of  joy,  towards  my  sister. 

"  Do  vou  know  our  father,  Adela  f 

"  I  haVe  seen  him  twice." 

"  In  the  highlands.'' 

"  Yes." 

I  was  silent  for  a  moment.  During  the  two 
years  that  I  was  left  to  the  charge  of  menials  at 
Rooksley  he  had  never  sought  me.  A  feeling  of 
jealousy  crept  coldly  over  my  heart ;  but  I  was  too 
happy  in  the  prospect  of  his  promised  visit  to  dwell 
upon  this  new  mortification,  and  I  once  more  turned 
to  the  letter.  Lady  O'Halloran,  with  instinctive 
watchfulness,  had  observed  the  change  which  came 
over  me,  and  she  hastened  to  exclaim  : — 

"  But  twice,  my  dear  child,  during  your  whole 
life  !  You  have  indeed  been  subjected  to  a  depriva- 
tion beyond  your  comprehension.  Now,  however,  we 
will  trust  that  greater  happiness  is  in  store  for  yuu, 

o5 
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for  jou  caDDot  yet  andergtand  M  the  value  of  such 
a  father;' 

"  And  yet,  Tnadam^  said  my  sister  with  more 
feeling  than  she  had  before  betrayed,  ''  you  will  be- 
lieve that  he  is,  nevertheless,  very  dear  to  me  when 
I  tell  you  that  to  him  I  am,  as  yet,  indebted  for 
the  few  hours  of  hopeftil  happiness  that  I  have  ever 
known.  It  was  from  his  lips  I  learned  that  I  was 
not  altogether  an  alien  from  the  hearts  and  hearths 
of  my  parents,  and  that  all  the  affection  which  they 
had  to  give  had  not  been  utterly  poured  out  upon 
their  first-bom. 

"  And  you  have  full  proof  that  such  was  the 
fact ;""  said  our  visitor  with  good-humoured  eager- 
ness. ^^  You  came  into  the  world  weak  and  sickly, 
my  dear  Miss  Adela;  the  atmosphere  of  London 
was  poison  to  your  tender  lungs ;  physicians  re- 
commended quiet  and  a  bracing  air  until  jrou 
should  have  grown  to  girlhood.  Their  injunctions 
were  carefully  observed  ;  the  period  of  trial  is  hap- 
pily overpast ;  and  now,  here  you  are,  under  the 
same  roof  with  your  only  sister,  where  I  hope 
soon  to  see  but  one  heart  and  one  interest  between 
you.'^ 

A  bitter  smile  played  about  the  expressive  lips 
of  Adela.  Like  myself,  she  felt  at  that  moment 
the  utter  impossibility  that  such  should  ever  be  the 
«ase.     Place  the  past  in  as  kind  and  &vourable  a 
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light  as  she  might,  Lady  O^Halloran  could  not 
remove  the  conviction  from  my  sister'*s  mind  that 
she  had  been  the  victim  of  an  undue  partiality  for 
myself.  While  hundreds  had  already  been  la- 
vished upon  my  education  ;  while  I  was  even  now 
a  woman  of  &,shion  in  dress,  in  manner,  and  in 
self-possession,  she  had  been  comparatively  left  to 
her  own  moral  resources  for  all  progress.  I  say 
comparatively ;  for  her  next  remark,  still  addressed 
to  our  guest,  explained  much  in  her  acquirements 
and  manners  which  had  hitherto  appeared  to  me 
inexplicable. 

'^  The  extreme  care  and  anxiety  which  Lady 
Madelaine  Tilden  displayed  to  preserve  my  consti- 
tution from  possible  hazard,  my  dear  madam,  is  an 
obligation  which  I  am  never  likely  to  forget.  Had 
she  extended  her  solicitude  to  my  education,  it 
would  undoubtedly  have  been  still  heavier ;  and 
the  tact  that  my  father  did  so,  must  be  my  apo- 
logy, if  all  the  filial  affection  which  1  have  been 
able  to  call  into  action  under  the  very  peculiar 
circumstances  of  my  position,  are  consequently 
centred  upon  him.  To  his  care  I  owe  the  friend- 
nhip  and  guidance  of  Mrs.  Davenport,  a  lady  whose 
widowhood  reduced  her  income  so  considerably  as 
to  determine  her,  at  the  entreaty  of  my  father,  to 
take  up  her  residence  in  a  highland  village,  in 
order  to  superintend  my  education.     She  had  for- 
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iiierlv  moved  in  the  first  circles  of  fadhion,  and  she 
felt  the  contempt  for  such  society  which  must  per- 
vade every  well-refnilated  mind.  She  taught  me 
to  estimate  at  its  just  value  the  emptiness,  hollow- 
ness,  and  falsehood  of  what  is  presumptuously 
enouf^h  called  The  World  !  To  hold  time  as  too  pre- 
cious to  be  frittered  away  upon  frivolous  acquire- 
ments bereft  of  all  intrinsic  value ;  and  to  be  suf- 
ficiently the  mistress  of  myself  to  withhold  my 
friendship  and  my  confidence  from  the  mere  butter- 
flies of  vanity." 

'^  And  I  should  have  decided  that  she  acted 
wisely,  my  dear  young  lady  j**'  said  Lady  0'*Hal- 
loran  ;  with  admirable  calmness,  as  she  marked  the 
red  and  angry  spot  that  was  burning  on  my  cheek 
at  the  covert  sarcasm  of  the  extraordinary  girl  be- 
side her.  ^^  T  should  have  decided  that  she  had 
jictod  wisely,  had  she  waited  ten  years  longer  before 
she  inculcated  a  lesson  of  suspicion  and  self- 
righteousness  upon  a  mere  child,  totally  unable  to 
substitute  for  the  brilliant  trifles  which  she  de- 
nounced, better  and  more  solid  qualities  of  mind 
and  heart ;  or,  had  she  shown  sufficient  good  taste 
to  ascertain  what  might  be  the  wishes  of  your  im- 
mediate relatives  upon  so  serious  a  subject.  At  your 
age,  you  should  have  no  misgivings,  no  doubts  of 
others ;  it  is  only  time  and  experience  which  can 
give  the  right  to  judge  those  about  us ;  and  who 
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can  tell  the  secret  springs  of  soul  which  are  touched 
to  produce  certain  results,  even  then  I  Believe  me 
— and  I  say  it  with  regret  —  that  upon  so  faulty  a 
foundation  as  distrust  and  contempt  of  your  fellow- 
creatures,  a  hideous  superstructure  of  selfishness, 
arrogance,  and  prejudice  may  be  easily  built  up. 
You  must  not  be  angry  or  offended  at  my  frank- 
ness. I  am  your  father'*s  friend.  I  am  anxious  to 
see  his  children  happy  in  each  other.  You  have 
both  much  to  undo,  my  dear  girls.  You  have  been 
estranged,  as  well  in  heart  as  in  person,  by  peculiar 
circumstances.  You  are  both  suffering  in  feeling 
and  in  disposition  from  an  extreme  system  of  educa- 
tion .  You  have  both  been  forced  beyond  your  years ; 
Eveleen,  my  dear  Miss  Adela,  who  will,  I  believe, 
enter  upon  her  fifteenth  birthday  next  week,  has 
been  for  years  one  of  the  '  butterflies  of  vanity  ^ 
whom  you  have  just  denoimced :  you,  who  are 
barely  fourteen,  are  putting  forth  dogmas  more 
seemly  for  thirty  or  thirty-five  —  for  the  lips  of 
matured  womanhood — ^than  for  those  of  an  inexperi- 
enced girl,  who  knows  nothing  of  the  world  beyond 
the  mountains  which  overhang  the  secluded  home 
of  her  infancy,  and  the  sentiments  of,  in  all  probabi- 
lity, an  amiable  but  disappointed  woman.  Eveleen 
has  been  prematurely  fashionable — ^you  have  been 
precociously  wise  —  each,  understand  me,  in  your 
own  conceit ;  and  you  are  alike  self-deceived.    You 


302  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 

have  still  much  to  learn.  Now,  take  my  frank 
advice,  and  you  will  both  live  to  feel  that  it  is 
worth  attention.  Endeavour  each  to  profit  by 
the  good  qualities,  whether  natural  or  acquired,  of 
your  companion,  and  the  advantage  will  be  mu- 
tual. It  is  this  fancied  superiority  on  both  sides 
which  will  prevent  all  perfect  understanding  and 
all  kind  feeling  between  you.  Divest  yourselves 
alike  of  personal  and  mental  assumption  ;  be  what 
Heaven  willed  that  you  should  be,  gentle,  mild,  and 
loving  I  and,  trust  me,  you  have  long  years  of  hap- 
piness and  affection  before  you.'' 

As  the  child  of  her  friend,  and  as  the  victim  of 
a  mother^s  caprice.  Lady  O'Halloran  was  evidently 
prepared,  even  before  they  met,  to  encourage  a 
partiality  for  my  sister.  Delighted  by  her  intelli- 
gence, by  the  docility  with  which  she  listened  to 
her  admonitions  and  advice,  and  with  the  extraor- 
dinary development  of  her  intellect,  so  broadly 
contrasted  with  my  overweening  vanity  and 
violent  deportment,  she  watched  her  narrowly, 
almost  fondly  ;  and,  I  verily  believe,  succeeded 
in  persuading  herself  before  she  left  us  that 
evening,  that  she  thoroughly  comprehended  her 
character. 

The  result  proved  her  mistake.  Circumstances 
alone  could  develop  so  peculiar  a  nature.  Never, 
without  being  false,  was  there  such  a  reserved  dis- 
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position.  Adela  spoke  little  —  her  explanatory 
speech  to  Lady  O'^Halloran,  which  I  lately  quoted, 
was,  as  &r  as  I  can  remember,  the  longest  I  ever 
heard  her  utter  —  and  when  she  did  converse, 
it  was  deliberately  and  guardedly.  Occasionally 
vehement,  but  never  gay;  gloomy  rather  than 
serious  in  her  general  mood ;  passionately  fond  of 
pleasure,  while  affecting  to  despise  its  frivolity ;  her 
wishes  and  her  will  were  like  a  spring,  of  which  the 
power  increases  in  proportion  to  the  violence  of  the 
means  used  to  counteract  it.  Sufficiently  pretty  to 
feel  it  unnecessary  to  shrink  from  competition,  en- 
dowed with  a  &ir  portion  of  her  mother's  haughti- 
ness, and  gifted  with  a  happy  appreciation  of  her  own 
advantages,  Lady  O'Halloran  at  once  decided  that 
she  already  betrayed  the  elements  of  a  superior 
nature.  She  was  astonished  to  find  a  girl  of  fourteen 
possessed  of  so  much  presence  of  mind,  strength  of 
character,  and  that  faculty,  so  rare  among  young 
people,  of  rapid  decision,  whenever  she  was  called 
upon  either  to  act  or  to  offer  any  opinion.  We 
were,  in  truth,  most  singularly  contrasted.  Gray, 
Uvely,  and  even  giddy,  where  my  spirits  were 
excited,  I  was  frank  and  open  by  nature,  and 
what  dissimulation  I  possessed  was  the  extraneous 
produce  of  education ;  and  was,  at  all  times,  ill- 
sustained,  and  easy  of  detection.  Yielding,  and 
weak  of  purpose,  when  opposed ;  readily  led  away 
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by  my  own  tastes,  by  example,  and  by  novelty,  1 
required  alike  guidance  and  restraint ;  and  I  should 
not,  in  all  probability,  have  found  a  companion 
better  suited  to  rae  than  my  sister,  if  we  could,  as 
Lady  O'Halloran  suggested,  have  divested  ourselves 
of  the  false  estimate  which  we  had  each  made  of 
our  peculiar  personal  superiority,  and  placed  con- 
fidence in  one  another.     But  from  this 

"  Consummation  devoutly  to  be  wished," 

we  were  a  thousand  leagues  off.  Our  zealous 
friend  pleased  herself,  nevertheless,  by  believing 
that,  despite  all  which  had  gone  before,  we  were  still 
so  young  that  the  mere  force  of  habit,  when  we  had 
resided  for  a  few  months  under  the  same  roof, 
would  produce  affection,  with  all  its  blessed  attri- 
butes of  trust,  and  confidence,  and  peace.  She 
forgot  that  all  those  by  whom  we  were  surrounded 
were  not  working  in  the  same  spirit  as  herself. 

Adola,  whose  sickly  infancy  and  weakly  child- 
hood had  deprived  her  of  the  opportunities  of 
physical  exertion  and  healthful  recreation  which 
she  could  otherwise  have  commanded  in  her  moun- 
tain solitude,  was  early  thrown  upon  her  own  mental 
resources  for  occupation  and  amusement.  The  con- 
tracted ideas  of  Lady  Flora,  and  the  bitter  retalia- 
tion of  Mrs.  Davenport  upon  a  world  from  which 
her  necessities  had  put  her  forth,  were  the  only 
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moral  engines  employed  to  direct  and  develop  the 
extraordinary  powers  and  feelings  of  the  student- 
orirl.  No  wonder  that  her  mind  and  tastes  were 
prematurely  aged.  I  have  before  confessed  that,  in 
tlie  sterner  and  more  severe  branches  of  education, 
she  was  greatly  my  superior.  I  felt  and  knew  this ; 
and  the  conviction  should  have  brought  with  it  a 
sense  of  humiliation.  It  had,  however,  a  totally 
different  effect.  Not  one  of  my  sister^s  acquire- 
ments— save,  indeed,  that  which  taught  her  to 
give  it^  full  value  to  a  voice  of  wonderful  compass 
and  harmony  —  was  calculated  to  produce  the 
slightest  effect  upon  the  circle  in  which  she  was 
destined  to  move.  She  had  been  educated  for  the 
closet,  not  the  court. 

I,  on  the  contrary,  was  early  suffered  to  let  the 
higher  and  more  precious  powers  of  my  intellect 
run  entirely  to  waste.  As  regarded  that  species  of 
knowledge  which  the  old  moralist  declared  to  be 
"better  than  houses  or  land,"  I  was  profoundly 
ignorant.  I  had  laid  up  no  store  for  the  winter  of 
life.  But  then  its  sweet  spring,  and  its  blooming 
summer!  There,  indeed,  I  was  unapproachable. 
I  was  already  of  the  world,  worldly.  What  though 
I  might  be  deficient  alike  in  self-knowledge  and  in 
knowledge  of  my  fellow-mortals,  I  was  not  the  less 
a  proficient  in  the  argot  of  the  drawing-room, 
and  the  affectations  of  fiishionable  society.     I  was 
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pre-eminently  handsome,  perfectly  self-possessed  ;  I 
could  take  my  position,  like  a  finished  woman  of 
the  world ;  and  as  for  all  that  lay  deeper,  all  that 
was  buried  beneath  the  surface,  and  which  must  be 
du<^  for  before   it   could   be   reached  —  cut   bono? 
Once  satisfied  of  my  superiority,  I  resolved  to  give 
less  way  to  the  feelings  which  had  surprised  me  on 
our  first  meeting.     My  affection  had  been  flung 
back  upon  me  ;  I  had  not  been  understood.     Here 
again  I  was  conscious  that  I  took  high   ground, 
and    I    determined    to    maintain  it.      I  had   too 
long  been  accustomed  to  admiration  and  applause 
to  quail  before  a  course  of  dry  reading  and  anti- 
quated knowledge.     The  result  may  be  imagined. 
Poor  Lady  O'Halloran  had  taken  too  much  for 
granted   when   she   asserted  that   time  and   pro- 
pinquity would  necessarily  produce  affection.    They 
did  quite  the  contrary.    Neither  Adela  nor  I  would 
bend.     We  were  like  two  young  forest  trees  wliich 
had  each  followed  a  transverse  direction  ;  and  the 
admonitions  of  the  kind-hearted  matron  produced 
only  the  same  effect  upon  us  as  an  occasional  gust 
of  wind  may  be  supposed  to  have  produced  upon 
the  said  saplings ;  they  ruffled  for  a  moment  the 
fresh  leaves  of  our  self-love,  even  bowed  us  towards 
each  other  for  an  instant,  as  though  attracted  by  a 
new  instinct ;  and  then  rebounded  the  more  sturdily 
to  compel  us  to  reassume  our  original  position. 
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Before  Lady  O'^Halloran  left  Rooksley,  she  re- 
minded me  of  the  promise  which  I  had  made  to  spend 
another  day  at  the  Hall  before  the  close  of  the 
month,  and'  I  joyfully  renewed  the  pledge.  I  felt 
that  I  had  much  to  tell  her  in  private,  much  to 
discuss,  and,  perhaps,  something  to  justify.  How 
was  my  gratification  blighted,  however,  when  I 
heard  her  extend  the  invitation  to  my  sister — ^to 
Adcla,  of  whom  she  knew  absolutely  nothing  !  I 
felt  wronged,  grievously  wronged.  That  could  no 
longer  be  esteemed  a  privilege  which  was  so  freely 
oflfered  to  a  stranger.  My  heart  leapt  with  indig- 
nation. I  had  passed  months  at  Book^ley,  aban- 
doned, if  not  to  the  sole  fellowship  of  servants — ^for 
from  that  degradation  my  own  sense  of  propriety 
and  natural  pride  of  character  had  preserved  me- 
at least  to  their  unbroken  contact ;  and  no  Lady 
O'Halloran  had  terminated  my  enforced  solitude 
until  urged  to  do  so  by  my  &ther ;  while,  even 
before  I  had  been  allowed  time  and  opportunity  to 
feel  that  I  had  won  the  regard  of  my  self-constituted 
friend,  the  same  measure  of  civility  was  unhesi- 
tatingly meted  out  to  my  stranger  sister  ! 

It  was  a  bitter  moment.  I  felt  as  though  I  were 
deeply  injured ;  and  the  more  readily  that  Adela 
rather  acquiesced  in  the  arrangement  than  responded 
to  the  courtesy.  To  her  the  proposition  and  its 
result  were  evidently  matters  of  equal  indifference. 
She  even  made  a  stipulation  that  she  would  accom- 
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pany  me  only  in  the  event  of  an  improvement  in 
Lady  Flora's  health.  The  reservation  was  met  by 
a  smiling  rejoinder,  and  thus  the  affair  was  de- 
finitively arranged. 

Lady  0*'Halloran''s  pony-carriage  was  annoimced ; 
and  I  entreated  her  to  put  on  her  bonnet  and 
mantle  in  my  dressing-room.  She  consented ;  and 
at  length  we  were  alone.  I  considered  myself  too 
seriously  aggrieved  to  lose  a  moment  in  telling  her 
precisely  what  I  felt. 

"  Thank  you,  my  dear  Eveleen  f '  she  said  afi*ec- 
tionately,  as  she  seated  herself  upon  the  sofa,  and 
drew  me  to  her  side ;  '^  for  this  natural  and  un- 
affected proof  of  your  confidence  and  regard.  My 
most  earnest  wish  is  that  I  may  win  your  love ; 
yet  remember  tliat  I  do  not  ask  it  aU;  I  shall  be 
content  with  just  so  much  as  you  may  be  able  to 
grant  to  me,  without  wronging  those  who  have  a 
riffht  to  claim  affection  from  you.  And  now  let  us 
quietly  discuss  the  subject  of  your  complaint.  Am 
I  to  understand  that  you  have  an  objection  to 
visiting  in  company  with  your  sister  f' 

"  No,  my  dear  Lady  O'^Halloran :  in  that  point 
of  view  it  is  a  matter  of  perfect  indifference  whe- 
ther I  am  or  am  not  accompanied  by  Adela  ;  but, 
as  regards  yourself,  I  had  hoped  that  you  would 
have  made  some  distinction  between  us,  and  that  I 
should  have  been  your  most  frequent  guest."*^ 

"  And  wherefore  V 
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"  Because  I  have  leamt  to  love  you,  and  I  flat- 
tered myself  that  you  would  not  overlook  the 
fact;' 

"  And  it  is  in  order  to  win  also  the  affection  of 
your  sister  that  I  wish  to  see  as  much  as  possible 
of  her.  She  is  an  extraordinary  girl,  Eveleen— a 
very  extraordinary  girl ;  and  I  foresee  that  she 
will  never  steer  a  middle  course  through  life — she 
will  either  be  the  victim  of  society  or  its  tyrant. 
Hers  is  no  common  character,  but  she  is,  as  yet, 
far  too  young  for  self-guidance.  Would  you  envy 
her  the  possession  of  a  sincere  and  disinterested 
friend  r 

I  turned  away  my  head,  and  made  no  reply. 

"  Consider,^'  continued  my  monitress  5  "  how 
necessary  such  a  resource  cannot  fail  to  be  at  her 
early  age.  The  responsibility  of  depriving  her  of 
80  essential  a  support  would  be  a  terrible  one ! 
Long  estranged  from  her  family,  suddenly  sepa- 
rated from  the  lady  who  had  hitherto  acted  to- 
wards her  the  part  of  a  mother  as  well  as  that  of 
an  instructress  —  plunged  into  new  scenes,  sur- 
rounded by  new  faces— can  you  not  imagine  some- 
what of  the  desolation  of  her  young  heart !  Can 
you  not  believe  that  it  yearns  for  companionship 
and  kindness  f* 

"  1  am  also  an  alien  from  my  mother's  hearth,^  I 
said  moodily. 
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"  Nay,  nay — I  admit  no  parallel  in  the  two  posi- 
tions ;*"  persisted  Lady  O'Halloran.  "  Again,  I 
entreat  of  you  to  recall  the  past  to  memory.  While 
Adela  was  an  exile  whose  very  name  was  never 
uttered  in  her  natural  home,  you  were  the  petted 
child  of  luxury  and  indulgence ;  and  yet  she  had 
the  same  claim  upon  her  parents  as  yourself.  You 
were  a  beauty,  and  as  such  you  were  cherished ; 
your  sister  was  declared  to  be  plain  and  unat- 
tractive, and  she  was,  according  to  the  same  parity 
of  reasoning,  put  forth,  and  when  such  was  pos- 
sible, forgotten.  But  do  you  not  see  and  feel  how 
completely  nature  has  revenged  her  ?  Do  you  not 
perceive  under  that  calm  and  undemonstrative 
deportment,  a  gracefulness  and  self-possession  as 
remarkable  as  they  are  charming  i  Neglected,  as 
I  am  compelled  to  admit,  even  to  you,  that  she  has 
been,  you  ought  to ^" 

'^  I  am  bound  by  no  obligation  which  can  regard 
Miss  Adela  Tilden,  madam ;"  I  said  warmly  ;  "  it 
is  from  no  fault  of  mine  that  she  has  suffered  the 
evils  which  you  have  enumerated.^ 

^'  Nor  do  I  blame  you  for  the  errors  of  those 
over  whom  you  can  exercise  no  control  i"  was  the 
quiet  rejoinder.  '^  Had  it  been  otherwise,  and  that 
you  had  even  lent  yourself  to  such  injustice  firom 
motives  of  jealousy  and  selfishness,  I  should  have 
despised  you  too  heartily  to  evince  the  least  in* 
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terest  or  exertion  in  your  fete.  But  surely  this 
very  negative  and  meritless  fact  of  your  nonin- 
terference does  not  exonerate  you  from  the  duty 
of  endeavouring  to  make  the  present  existence  of 
your  sister  a  bright  and  happy  contrast  from  the 
past!  Surely  it  does  not  place  you  beyond  the 
pale  of  blotting  out  by  your  aflfection  the  mortifi- 
cations which  have  hitherto  been  heaped  upon  her  T' 
"  My  afl'ection !''  I  exclaimed  with  strong  em- 
phasis ]  "  believe  me  when  I  assure  you,  my  dear 
Lady  O'Halloran,  that  such  a  privilege  is  not  re- 
served for  me.  I  have  already  probed  my  sister^a 
spirit  to  its  depths ;  the  only  feeling  which  I  have 
aroused  in  her  heart  is  avoidance — aversion  were, 
perhaps,  the  fitter  word :  she  has  been  taught  to 
dislike  me,  and  she  has  been  an  apt  pupil.^^ 

"  Eveleen,  beware  !'^  said  Lady  O'Halloran  coldly, 
as  she  rose  from  her  seat,  and  folded  her  mantle 
about  her  5  "  reflect  ere  it  be  too  late.  Wide  as 
is  the  world,  the  children  of  the  same  parents  must 
inevitably  sometimes  meet  in  its  paths.  Strive 
then  that  neither  of  you  may  have  cause  to  shrink 
from  those  meetings.  Consider  the  old  age  of  your 
&ther,  when  his  daughters  must  be  his  prop  and 
stay.  Kneel  and  pray  that  you  may  be  delivered 
from  the  prejudices  by  which  you  are  enslaved. 
Let  me  see  you  soon  at  the  Hall,  happy  in  each 
other's  affection.    And  now — good  night  I*** 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

Lest  my  reader  should  tire  of  Rooksley,  and, 
above  all,  of  myself,  I  will  at  once  transport  him, 
or  her,  to  Grosvenor  Square,  and  relate  what  had 
occurred  in  Lady  Madelaine'*s  immediate  circle 
before  the  arrival  of  my  sister  in  England.  The 
Putney  villa  was  declared  perfect.  My  mother, 
who  had  carried  out  all  her  projects  most  trium- 
phantly, was  in  high  beauty  and  spirits,  and  at  the 
very  acme  of  her  popularity.  Very  few  persons 
had  ever  seen  the  tall  daughter  of  whom  she  had 
found  it  expedient  to  rid  herself  for  a  year  or  two, 
and  still  fewer  cared  to  remember  her.  Lady  Ma- 
delaine,  at  very  infrequent  intervals,  made  some 
vague  allusion  to  "  the  children^' — always  a  safe 
and  indefinite  species  of  phraseology  as  to  age,  like 
the  par^an  of  France,  and  the  postboy  of  our  own 
country — but  she  risked  nothing  beyond  a  bare 
mention  of  their  existence,  considering  it  both  im- 
pertinent and  unnecessary  to  do  more. 
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Miss  Alexander  had  eloped  with  a  French  mar- 
quis, very  poor  and  very  proud ;  and  (as  French 
marquises  were,  during  my  girlhood,  most  inte- 
restingly scarce)   she  returned  to  town  after  her 
marriage,  quite  satisfied  to  have  bartered  her  five 
hundred  a  year  for  the  title  of  mctdame  la  mar- 
quise.     Poor   Caroline  was   still   constant   to   her 
truant  admirer;  who,  when  he  was  not  worship- 
ping the  bright  eyes  of  my  mother,  was  dreaming 
beside  Lady  Devereux,  who,  in  her  turn,  was  daily 
losing  in   beauty    what  she   gained    in   exigence, 
Emily  Vernon  had  dismissed  Mr.  De  CliflTord ;  she 
was  still  living,  or  rather  existing,  in  a  fooFs  para- 
dise ;  she  was  still  struggling  to  believe  that  Otter- 
ford  loved  her,  for  he  lost  no  opportunity  of  telling 
her  so  whenever  they  chanced  to  meet  in  private  5 
and  although  his  actions   continued  to  belie  his 
words,  how  could  she  doubt  him,  when  she  was 
only  too  conscious  that  her  happiness  Wd  her  life 
alike  depended  upon   his  truth  ?     Alas  !   for  the 
woman  who  gives  away  her  heart,  where  she  receives 
only  asseveration  in  return  !     Alas  !  for  the  iaith 
that  builds  up  its  strength  upon  the  honour  of  a 
roue^  which,   like  the  pine-tree,  produces  neither 
blossom  nor  fruit. 

And  what  of  Otterford  himself!  I  may  have 
seemed  to  deal  harshly  towards  him ;  for,  hitherto, 
my  readers  will  have  discovered  no  symptom  of 

VOL.  I.  p 
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profli<:^acy  in  him ;  and  those  of  his  own  sex  vnll 
have  readily  forgiven  the  little  duplicity  of  which 
I  have  shown  him  to  be  guilty.     Women,  accord- 
ing to  the  creed  of  the  said  sex  masculine,  are  in- 
finitely too  credulous  ;  they  should  be  more  cautious 
before  they  yield  to   feelings  too   powerful  to  be 
combated  by    creatures   so   weak    of  mind    and 
so  fragile  of  frame.     It  is  a  happy  argument,  and 
a  safe  one,  for  they  are  not  likely  themselves  to 
test   its   truth.      Ay,   truly  :    women   who    were 
created  to  be  chosen,  not  to  choose,  should  be  bom 
suspicious,  calculating,  and  selfish  :  the  will  which 
is  after  marriage  to  be  as  pliant  as  the  stem  of  the 
osier,   should  be  previously  firm  and  immutable, 
until  reason  and  interest  have  convinced  it  of  the 
safety  and  expediency  of  abandoning  its  perpen- 
dicular, and  yielding  to  the  force  of  circumstances. 
There  may  be  some  slight  inconsistency  in  such 
an  argument ;  perhaps,  also,  a  little  want  of  gene- 
rosity ;  but   it  has  long  been   decided  that  such 
ouffkt  to  be  the  case ;  and  there  is  little  probability 
that  an  opinion  so  acceptable  to  the  more  lordly 
portion  of  the  community  will  ever  be  rescinded. 

Unfortunately  for  her,  poor  Emily  was  strangely 
deficient  in  this  species  of  world-wisdom.  Liord 
Otterford  had  told  her  that  he  loved  her ;  he  had 
even  sworn  it  upon  his  knees:  he  was  young, 
earnest,  handsome,  and  attractive.     She  saw  him 
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welcomed  in  every  circle,  even  where  he  appeared 
the  least  anxious  to  please.  He  had  assured  her 
that,  however  trammelled  by  the  exacting  vanity  of 
Lady  Madelaine,  he  loved  her  only.  Simple- 
hearted,  affectionate,  and  grateful,  she  had  believed 
him^Hshe  had  no  alternative.  Blame  her  not,  how- 
ever, ye  who  have  shared  a  brighter  fortune  ;  for 
she  was  expiating,  fearfully  expiating  her  error,  by 
her  fiuling  health  and  her  breaking  heart. 

Revenons  ct  notre  laup,  Otterford  was  becoming 
weary  of  the  constraint  in  which  he  had  so  long 
lived.  He  was  consistent  even  in  his  vices.  He 
had  not  been  the  slave  of  Lady  Madelaine's  caprice, 
sim f\j  pour  F amour  de  aes  beaux  yeux  ;  he  had  no 
such  weakness  ;  the  triumph  was  inadequate,  and 
Otterford  was  an  Utilitarian  in  his  way.  Time 
and  opportunity  were  the  capital  upon  which  he 
trafficked,  and  he  had  already  made  great  sacrifices 
to  obtain  a  very  inconsequent  return.  And  yet- 
nothing  could  seem  more  promising.  He  was 
Tami  de  la  maisan :  the  favoured  cavalier  of  its 
lovely  mistress  ;  and  she  was,  in  her  turn,  if  not  a 
forsaken,  at  least  a  d^laissee  wife  :  whether  by  her 
own  agency  or  the  will  of  her  husband  signified 
little.  The  fact  itself  sufficed.  Otterford  argued 
calmly,  and  the  rather  that  he  was  perfectly  aware 
of  the  ten  thousand  a-year  which  my  father  had 
settled  upon  his  high-bom  bride.     It  is  pleasant 

p2 
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for  a  man  of  fashion  to  win  a  fine  woman  who  can 
never  become  ci  charge ;  indeed,  it  is  doubtfirl  that, 
had  lie  been  ignorant  of  this  small  chapter  of  Lady 
Madelaine'^s  private  history,  he  would  have  so  lon^ 
pursued  his  project.  Be  that  as  it  may,  however, 
he  had  be^un  to  think  that  the  probation  had  en- 
dured long  enough ;  and  that,  as  Mr.  Tilden 
appeared  to  be  thoroughly  bUnd,  and  Lady  Made^ 
laine  perfectly  self- centered  and  fearless,  it  was 
quite  time  that  the  catastrophe  of  the  drama 
should  be  played  out. 

That  my  mother  had  never  contemplated  such  a 
finale  to  Iier  innocent  and  amusing  flirtation,  and 
was  satisfied  that  her  smiles  must  overpay  all  the 
adoration  which  she  so  blandly  and  quietly  accepted, 
I  am  quite  convinced  ;  for  the  egotism  of  her  vanity 
would  scarcely  permit  her  to  form  any  other  con- 
clusion ;  and  she  was  consequently  not  at  all  likely 
to   suspect   the  abstruse  calculations  of  her  most 
devoted  slave.     She  might  as  well  have  been  ex- 
pected to   nurse   a  presentiment   of  his   declared 
passion  for  Emily )  Lady  Madelaine,  all  woman  of 
fashion  as  she  was,  could  not  be  considered  (regard- 
ing the  expression  in  its  just  sense)  as  a  womim  of 
the  world.     True,   she  was   acquainted  with   its 
elegancies,   its   conventionalities,   its   caprices,    its 
shallow  faith,  and  even  its  hollowness  5  but  of  its 
actual  vices  she  was  nearly  ignorant.     Of  its  sys- 
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tematic  sentiment,  commencing  in  mawkish  affec- 
tation, adopted  as  a  resource  against  ennui^  leading 
to  folly  and  imprudence,  and  terminating  in  dis- 
honour, she  had,  of  course,  heard  more  than  once ; 
but  always  as  of  something  extraneous,  and  anti- 
podean, with  which  she  could,  individually,  have 
no  possible  interest  or  connection.  Such  matters 
were  to  her  the  mere  on-dits  of  the  day  ;  the  food 
which  nourished  the  bitter  fernjiage  of  polished 
society ;  and  happy  indeed  are  those  whose  rare 
and  enviable  fate  it  is  to  live  and  die  without  further 
enlightenment  upon  so  ungrateful  and  ungraceful  a 
subject.  Such,  however,  was  not  to  be  my  mother'*« 
destiny. 

It  was  a  mild,  bland  morning— one  of  those 
delicious  intervals,  which,  extraordinary  as  it 
appears  to  those  who  ever  speculate  upon  the 
several  degrees  of  comparison  which  exist  between  • 
causes  and  effects,  sometimes  induce  even  the 
pleasure-worn  and  selfish  votaries  of  &shion  to 
believe  that  there  may  exist  something  for  which  it 
is  not  altogether  impossible  that  it  might  be  really 
worth  while  to  live  even  beyond  the  confines  of  the 
metropolis — a  lingering,  sickly,  ill-nurtured  remnant 
of  original  purity  and  nature,  which  the  hot  and 
fetid  breath  of  dissipation  and  idleness  cannot  always 
contrive  to  destroy,  try  it  as  it  may.  Every  one  who 
has  run  the  gauntlet  through  half  a  dozen  seasons  in 
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London  is  well  aware  of  the  description  of  morning 
to  which  I  allude  ;  just  before  the  close  of  Spring ; 
I   mean   reaUy  Spring,   when   the  race  of  social 
extravagance  and  folly  is  at  its  height ;  when  the 
mio:nonette  in  the  balconies,  forced  into  premature 
bloom  in  order  to  "  meet  the  demand''  six  weeks 
before  it  was  intended  to  blossom  under  the  more 
genial  sunshine  of  unassisted  nature,  is  beginning 
to  turn  golden  under  its  coat  of  dust  and  soot ; 
when  the  grass  of  the  parks  is  bald  in  patches,  and 
grimy   as   a  whole ;  when   milliners  grow   conse- 
quential,   and    fine   lady-customers    conciliating, 
affable,   and   persuasive.      Such  was  the   precise 
moment  at  which  occurred  the  morning  in  ques- 
tion ;   and,    as   my   mother  was   undei^ing  the 
subtle  penance  of  Mademoiselle  F^licie's  taste  in  tb^ 
selection  of  half  a  dozen  new  head-dresses  for  the 
campaign  of  the  ensuing  week,  she  chanced,  on  one 
occasion,  most  accidentally  to  glance  towards  the 
garden  of  the  square  instead  of  into  her  toilette- 
glass  ;  and  although  the  turf  wore  a  sickly  tint  as 
though  the  soil  beneath  could  afford  but  grudging 
nurture,  and  the  trees  bore  a  great  resemblance  to 
the  ^' stock  in  trade''   of  an   umbrella  and   cane 
merchant,   which   had  been  suddenly  induced  to 
sprout  by  some  occult  influence,  they  nevertheless 
reminded  her  of  the  beauty  of  the  season ;  and  forth- 
with she  remembered  Putney,  and  the  shrub-belted 
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lawn  which  stretched  down  to  the  Thames.  The 
moment  was  propitious :  she  was  free'  until  the  hour 
of  dinner — she  had  neither  made  a  new  friend 
whom  it  was  necessary  to  see  at  least  once  during 
the  twenty-four  hours,  nor  had  she  discovered  an 
old  intimate  whom  it  was  necessary  to  hate  ;  and 
she  had,  consequently,  nothing  of  importance  on 
her  hands ;  while,  fortunately,  all  the  half-dozen 
coiffures  were  so  unbecoming,  that  every  thing  like 
indecision  was  out  of  the  question,  and  therefore 
they  created  no  delay. 

*'Take  away  all  those  horrors,  F^licie,  and  order 
the  open  carriage  for  Putney  f ^  she  said  suddenly : 
"  giving  strict  charge  that  it  come  round  instantly.'*' 

The  sovbrette  disappeared. 

'^  I  slept  wretchedly  last  night  f'  yawned  Lady 
Madelaine  when  her  waiting-woman  re-entered ; 
'^  I  shall  go  alone ;  the  fresh  air  from  the  river 
will  refresh  me.'' 

^^  But  milady  will  be  ennuUe  en  route^^  suggested 
F^licie  in  some  surprise. 

^^  No — I  shall  endeavour  to  sleep.  Desire  that 
the  paper  which  contains  Mr.  Tilden's  last  speech 
may  be  put  into  the  landau.  Jervis  will  knpw 
which  I  mean.  It  is  on  impressment,  or  colonizar 
tion,  or  the  bread  biU,  or  something  of  that  sort. 
She  will  find  it  in  one  of  the  morning  rooms." 

The  waiting-woman  rang  for  her  deputy ;  and 
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having,  in  all  probability,  a  project  of  her  own  which 
the  absence  of  her  lady  would  by  no  means  tend  to 
mar,  very-  speedily  arranged  the  new  costume 
which  had  so  suddenly  become  necessary ;  and 
my  mother  then  descended  to  the  library  to  await 
the  appearance  of  her  equipage. 

There  was  something  very  delicate  and  touching 
in  Lady  Madelaine'^s  idea  of  making  the  eloquent 
speech  of  her  husband  the  companion  of  her  sub- 
urban excursion.  It  was  wifely  and  womanly.  But, 
alas  !  we  have  it  upon  record  that  the  Princess 
Talleyrand,  being  desirous  on  one  occasion  to  do 
homage  to  the  talent  of  Denon,  by  affecting  an  ac- 
quaintance with  his  writings,  and,  unhappily  con- 
fusing his  name  with  that  of  Defoe,  whose  Robinson 
Crusoe  was  one  of  the  few  books  that  she  had  ever 
really  read,  inquired,  during  a  pause  in  the  dinner 
at  which  he  was  an  honoured  guest  whom  the 
Prince  was  anxious  to  conciliate,  "What  had  become 
of  his  man  Friday  V  and  I  am  greatly  afraid  that 
had  any  one  been  indiscreet  enough  to  ask  Lady 
Madelaine,  in  her  opera- box  that  evening,  the 
actual  subject  of  the  aforesaid  burst  of  eloquence 
with  which  my  father  had  electrified  the  Commons, 
and  which  shared  her  drive  to  Putney,  they  most 
have  contented  themselves  with  an  equally  lucid 
description  as  that  with  which  F^cie  had  pre- 
viously been  favoured. 
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The  little  impromptu  excursion  was  delightful. 
The  atmosphere,  when  once  the  close  streets  were 
left  behind,  was  redolent  of  sweetness.  The  breeze 
came  lovingly  to  the  cheek  and  brow  of  my  mother  ; 
and  she  sank  luxuriously  upon  her  padded  silk 
damask,  and  slept  quietly  j  while  Psyche,  her 
favourite  and  petted  spaniel,  amused  its  ennui  by 
tearing  to  pieces  the  printed  record  of  my  fether^s 
parliamentary  prowess.  Suddenly,  however,  both 
were  startled  by  the  rapid  galloping  of  a  horseman 
who  appeared  to  be  endeavouring  to  overtake  the 
carriage ;  and  the  noise  of  whose  approach  ren- 
dered the  high-bred  bays  who  drew  it  somewhat 
unmanageable.  Their  uneasy  movements  dispelled 
Lady  Madelaine'^s  slumber ;  and,  as  she  looked  up 
suddenly,  the  first  object  upon  which  her  eyes 
rested  was  the  scrupulously  well-gloved  hand  of 
Lord  Otterford^  resting  upon  the  side  of  the  landau. 
For  the  only  time,  perhaps,  since  they  had  been 
acquainted,  my  mother  blushed  instead  of  smiling 
her  welcome ;  for,  unaccountable  as  it  may  seem, 
she  had  really  wished  to  be  alone  for  two  or  three 
hours ;  and,  as  it  was  a  wholesome  inclination 
which  might  have  produced  a  good  result,  the  more 
beneficial  firom  its  novelty,  it  was  provoking  enough 
that  she  was  &ted  to  disappointment. 

"  You  are  doubtlessly  bound  Putney^ard,  my 
dear  Lady  Madelaine,  since  I  find  you  here  T  he 
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commenced,  as  he  lifted  his  hat.  ^^  Nothing  was 
surely  ever  so  pleasantly  devised.  I  caught  a 
glimpse  of  yoar  equipage  as  I  turned  an  angle  of 
the  road  ;  and  here  I  am,  ready  to  protect  yoa  in 
your  rural  reveries ;  and  to  prevent  your  nmning 
the  chance  of  losing  yourself  so  &r  from  St.  James'^s, 
and  becoming  a  novel  specimen  of  a  demoMh 
errante^  without  her  knight.^ 

'^  I  am  not  quite  sure  that  I  shall  admit  of  year 
attendance  ;'^  was  the  languid  reply  ;  ^'  the  day  is 
so  lovely,  and  I  am  so  des(Buvr4e  ^xlA,  exhausted  that 
i  really  want  rest — added  to  which  I  wished  to 
say  something  civil  to  Mr.  Tilden  concerning  his 
Wednesday  night's  speech,  which  every  one  who 
meets  me  is  perpetually  complimenting  me  upon, 
and  of  which  I  have  not  read  a  word ;  and  I  in- 
tended to  skim  it  over  in  one  of  the  lawn  chainsr ; 
tliough  that  part  of  my  plan  is,  I  see,  rendered 
abortive,  Psyche  having  disposed  of  the  paper 
in  a  manner  more  consonant  to  her  own  ideas  of  its 
value." 

^*  And  do  you  actually  intend  to  be  so  cruel  as 
to  reftise  me  the  pleasant  office  of  rempUtfawt  to  a 
torn  gazette?" 

''  1  have,  at  all  events,  no  seat  to  offer  you  here. 
Psyche  must  not  have  her  airing  spoilt  by  your 
presuming  caprices." 

''  I  submit.     Haroun  will  walk  quietly   beside 
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your  trittmphal  car  f*  said  Otterford  laughingly,  as 
he  bent  low  over  the  neck  of  his  beautifid  Arabian, 
which  made  a  mute  reply  to  his  caresses.  ^^  Only 
promise  that  when  you  alight,  you  will  not  issue 
orders  to  your  seneschal  to  shut  the  gates  upon  me 
as  I  gain  the  boundary  of  Eden."" 

My  mother,  half  pleased  and  half  annoyed, 
smiled  again ;  and  then,  throwing  herself  back  in 
the  comer  of  the  carriage,  closed  her  eyes,  and 
affected  to  renew  her  reyerie.  She  had,  neverthe- 
less, not  only  no  fear,  but  not  even  the  most  vague 
suspicion  of  Otterford^s  real  principles ;  but  she 
was  proud.  She  believed,  in  her  heart  of  hearts, 
that  she  had  never  been  degraded  by  the  most  idle 
breath  of  calumny.  She  felt  satisfied  that  she  was 
perfectly  irreproachable.  How  could  it  be  other- 
wise? She  was  constantly  in  a  crowd.  She  ad- 
mitted no  t^te-ii-tAe ;  and,  therefore,  if  men  of 
fashion  chose  to  affidter  themselveci  as  her  admirers 
under  the  eyes  of  the  public,  the  fi^iult  was  wholly 
their  own,  and  she  had  nothing  whatever  to  do 
with  it.  She  was,  herself,  perpetually  en  evidence ; 
made  no  mysteries ;  encouraged  no  penc^nU ; 
maintained  her  own  dignity  y  never  uttered  a  word 
of  which  her  husband  might  not  have  been  an 
auditor  ;  and  —  consequeiutly  —  she  de^ed  the 
world  ! 

It  is  to  be  supposed  that  my  mother  did  not 
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probe  her  conscieuce  too  deeply.  All  operatious 
are  irksome  and  painiiil ;  and  a  self-inflicted  smart 
18  never  a  favourite  amusement  with  any  of  us. 
How  tlien  could  it  be  imagined  that  a  young  and 
flattered  beauty  would  submit  to  writhe  beneath 
such  unprofitable  and  uninviting  penance!  And 
yet — as  she  remembered  that  she  was  on  the  brink 
of  a  lengthened  tete-ct-tSte  with  Otterford  amid  the 
solitude  of  iier  suburban  villa,  visions  of  a  score  of 
Mrs.  Grundys,  with  mob-caps  and  ruffles,  sharp 
eyes,  and  shrill  voices,  rose  upon  her  mental  per- 
ception with  appalling  distinctness.  But  in  the 
next  instant  she  felt  a  contempt  for  her  own  weak- 
ness. Was  she  to  suffer  the  idle  and  ignorant  gos- 
sipry  of  a  few  ill-natured,  and  (what  was  worse 
still)  ill-bred  women,  to  control  her  movementa, 
and  to  decide  upon  her  motives !  She  replied  to 
her  own  question  by  a  laugh  of  mockery. 

And  in  five  minutes  more  they  reached  the  Wlla. 

''  Never  was  there  a  more  charming  device  than 
this  marble  basin  filled  with  lilac  lotus,  Lady 
Madelaine ;"  said  Otterford,  when  he  had  handed 
my  mother  from  the  carriage,  and,  arm  in  arm, 
they  had  reached  the  river-front  of  the  house :  "  to 
me,  a  lawn  like  a  green  baize  cloth,  without  orna- 
ment or  relief  of  any  kind,  is  as  insipid  as  a  water 
jsuchet^  or  your  dear  friend,  Devereux's  wife.*" 

*'  H-u-m,"*'  intonated  my  mother ; "  I  cuinot  quite 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  325 

agree  to  the  position.  A  handsome  lawn  is  ftlways 
an  agreeable  object,  and  perfectly  harmless,  at  all 
events."'* 

'^  I  stand  corrected  ;'^  said  the  gentleman  with 
mock  gravity ;  ^^  ^id  beg  to  rescind  my  second 
comparison ;  for,  according  to  your  more  correct 
view  of  the  case,  it  does  not  by  any  means  apply.""* 

"  Which  object  did  it  involve  ? "'  asked  my 
mother  laughingly  ;  "  the  fish,  or  the  lady  V 

'^  I   am    compelled    to    confess   to  the   bella  e 


cara^'' 


''  Surely  you  do  not  attempt  to  imply  that  Lady 
Devereux — ^"'* 

'^  Is  a  woman,  and  a  withering  beauty  ?  Yes,  I 
do.  And  did  you,  &ir  lady,  ever  know  one  such 
fraction  of  society  who  was  not  a  viper  ?  If  you 
can  conscientiously  lay  your  hand  upon  your  heart 
and  say  '  Yes,"  then  will  I  tell  you,  what,  before 
such  an  avowal,  I  believe  to  be  an  utter  impossibi- 
lity, and—"" 

"  And  that  is—  f" 

''  That  you  can  really  be  in  error,  as  well  as  the 
rest  of  your  sex."" 

The  lady  blushed,  and  said  *'  Pshaw  !""  but  she 
nevertheless  accepted  the  compliment  very  calmly ; 
and  as  she  seated  herself  under  a  willow,  and  mo- 
tioned her  companion  to  a  chair  beside  her,  she  re- 
marked quietly ;  '^  I  cannot  account  for  the  fact, 
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but  it  is  certain  that  yoa  never  did  like  poor  Lady 
Devereux/'' 

^'  Do  ^ou  consider  it  remarkable  that  such  should 
have  been  the  case  V  asked  the  gentleman,  gather- 
ing up  half  a  dozen  loose  stones  from  the  gravel, 
and  throwing  them,  at  regular  and  slow  intervals, 
into  the  water. 

'^  Most  assuredly  I  do.  She  is  so  general  a 
favourite."''  • 

^^  There  was  a  time  when  that  circumstance  alone 
would  have  sufficed  to  make  me  detest  a  woman,'" 
was  the  incorrigible  reply. 

''  How  truly  absurd  !'' 

'^  Shall  I  tell  you  to  whom  I  am  indebted  for 
having  cured  me  of  the  said  absurdity  V* 

"'  You  had  better  not,  if  it  be  a  secret.  You 
know  the  proverb,  ^  Se  U  $egreto  i  confideto^  n<m  i 
piu  segreto? ''"' 

^^  Ha,  indeed  !  is  that  your  creed  f^  demanded 
the  gentleman,  somewhat  maUciously ;  ^^  I  must  in 
that  case  answer  you  by  another ;  *  Chi  ben  ierra, 
ben  apre^ 

"  I  do  not  understand  you.**' 

''  No  !  and  yet  it  is  as  &ir  Italian  as  your  own.''^ 

My  mother  bit  her  lip,  and  turned  aside.  She  felt 
displeased,  although  she  scarcely  knew  wherefore. 

'*  Then  you  do  not  care  to  learn  my  mystery  f' 
pursued  her  companion. 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  327 

*'*'  It  can  be  matter  of  interest  only  to  yonrself  f^ 
was  the  chilling  reply. 

"  True,  very  true ;""  said  Otterford  bitterly ;  "  I 
was  to  blame  to  imagine  that  it  could  be  subject  of 
concern  to  any  other  person ;  and  I  should  aLso 
have  remembered  that  I  am  now  too  old  to  play 
the  coxcomb  gracefully.*" 

Lady  Madelaine  was  no  whit  i^peaaed.  On  the 
contrary,  she  became  more  irritable  and  uneasy 
than  before. 

"  And  yet,  it  is  just  possible^^ — continued  Otter- 
ford.  ^^  Do  not  mistake  me.  Lady  Madelaine ;  I 
simply  say  it  is  just  possible— that,  in  the  present 
instance,  you  may  not  have  altogether  pronounced 
au  absolute  verity.  Indeed,  I  venture  to  affirm 
that,  in  this  particular  case,  you  have  assuredly 
not  done  so ;  for  it  is  to  yourself  that  I  am  in- 
debted for  emancipation  from  this  unjust  and  un- 
generous prejudice.''^ 

"  To  me,  my  lord  !     You  surely  jest.**' 

*'''  "By  no  means.  At  a  moment  like  the  present, 
when  all  my  words  are  taken  au  grand  serieux^  I 
want  courage  to  presume  so  far.***" 

'^  You  are  actually  childish,^'  said  my  mother,'*" 
forcing  a  smile. 

''  I  trust  that  childhood  is  too  happy  an  age  to 
know  the  miserable  feeling  with  which  I  last 
spoke.**' 
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''  Again  I  repeat,  Otterford,^  said  Lady  Made- 
lain  e,  hurriedly,  but  less  coldly,  "  that  I  do  not 
understand  you.*" 

''  I   begin    to  fear  that   you   have   never   done 


so."'' 


"  You  are  really  inexplicable  to-day  —  a  perfect 
sphynx.     You  profess  to  love  the  country,  while 
you  make,  in  truth,  a  miserable  Celadon,**' 
''  Is  that  my  fault  r 

"  Most   decidedly.     Am    I    to   blame  for  this, 
also  V 

"  I  adopt  your  own  words — most  decidedly."*^ 

''  You  really  put  me  beyond  my  patience.*" 

*'  You  have  long  tried  the  same  experiment  upon 


in 
me. 


Lady  Madelaine  gasped  for  breath.  What  could 
this  mean  ?  She  felt  that  she  was  crimson  j  some- 
thing told  her  that  she  ought  to  be  displeased ;  and 
she  was  intuitively  conscious  that  she  should  at 
once  terminate  so  singular  a  dialogue.  She  did 
not  hesitate  for  a  moment.  She  had,  unfortu- 
nately, ordered  luncheon  as  she  alighted ;  and  she 
saw  at  once  that  she  had  no  plausible  pretext  for 
leaving  the  house  without  partaking  of  it ;  for  she 
shrank  from  the  idea  that  Otterford  should  sus- 
pect her  alarm ;  and  accordingly  she  rose  as  he 
ceased  speaking,  and  complaining  that  the  river- 
breeze  had  affected  her  head,  proposed  that  they 
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should  return  to  take  some  refreshment,  and  order 
the  carriage. 

The  gentleman  obeyed,  without  uttering  a  syl- 
lable ;  and,  gravely  offering  his  arm,  they  passed 
through  the  French  doors  into  the  dining-room,  in 
utter  silence. 

The  movement  of  my  mother  was  as  natural  as 
it  was  ill-judged.  In  her  anxiety  to  escape  from 
a  continuance  of  so  inauspicious  a  dialogue,  she  forgot 
that  the  seat  upon  which  she  had  originally  placed 
herself  partially  protected  her :  she  could  only  be 
verbally  annoyed,  overlooked  as  was  the  lawn  from 
the  river  on  one  side,  and  by  the  windows  of  the 
villa  on  the  other ;  whereas,  by  entering  the  house, 
she  rendered  the  solitude  of  her  position  infinitely 
more  decided.  If  she  were  blinded  to  this  feet  by 
her  increasing  agitation,  it  is  not,  however,  to  be 
supposed  that  her  companion  was  so  completely  a 
novice  as  to  be  so  likewise.  He  did  not  attempt  to 
controvert  the  abruptness  of  her  resolution,  for 
which  mark  of  consideration  towards  her  she  felt 
grateM  ;  and  she  almost  began  to  doubt  if  she  had 
not  been  deceived  by  her  own  fears.  She  accord- 
ingly seated  herself  at  the  table  with  more  calmness 
and  self-possession  than  she  had  expected ;  and, 
during  the  attendance  of  the  servants,  sustained  a 
desultory  conversation  with  her  chance-guest  with 
very  commendable  indifference.     This  was,  how- 
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ever,  fated  to  be  somewhat  shaken  by  the  intelli- 
gence that  her  coachman  had  discovered  a  loose 
shoe  upon  one  of  the  horses,  which  it  was  necessary 
to  secure  before  her  return  to  town.  Instinctively, 
in  her  first  vexation,  she  glanced  towards  Otteiford ; 
but  he  did  not  appear  to  have  even  heard  the  «oM0 
w)ce  communication  of  the  servant.  He  was  busily 
employed  in  arranging  a  number  of  bread-crumbs 
which  had  been  scattered  beside  his  plate  into  a 
variety  of  miniature  ramparts,  extremely  ingenious 
and  imaginative. 

This,  at  least,  was  consoling;  and  Lady  Made- 
laiue,  having  desired  that  all  possible  haste  might 
be  made,  saw  the  man  depart  without  any  visible 
feeliug  of  misgiving.  She  nevertheless  retained  her 
scat  at  the  table,  and  for  a  moment  remained  silent ; 
but,  conscious  of  the  awkwardness  of  such  a  silence 
at  such  a  time,  she  suddenly  affected  great  interest 
in  the  elaborate  invention  of  the  impromptu  pro- 
fessor of  fortification. 

'*'  I  was  not  aware,^  she  said  hurriedly,  anxious 
only  to  break  the  stillness,  *^that  you  were  so 
skilfiil  a  master  of  the  art  of  defence."*^ 

''  It  has  long  been  necessary  for  me  to  encourage 
the  study ;""  replied  Otteiford,  raising  his  lai^, 
earnest  eyes  to  her  face ;  '^  for  during  the  last— I 
was  about  to  say,  fifteen  years,  but  I  dare  not,  as 
it  would  involve  others  besides  myself — I  have  con- 
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stantly  been  called  upon  to  defend  myself  against 
misconstructions,  disappointments,  cold  hearts,  and 
malicious  toncraes.'" 

''  You  really  make  me  smile  f^  said  Lady  Made- 
laine,  forcing  a  poor  attempt  at  raillery,—"  You 
who  are  so  thoroughly  the  enfcmt  gdt^  of  the  world 
— that  were  it  not  for  half  a  dozen  individuals,  who 
have  evinced  sufficient  moral  courage  to  doubt  your 
perfectibility,  you  would  at  this  moment  be  little 
better  than  unbearable.*^ 

"  I  am  greatly  indebted  to  their  very  kindly 
exertions ;''  was  the  retort ;  "  and  am  possibly  the 
most  so  to  your  ladyship  for  the  formation  of  so 
notable  a  clique  of  critics.'^'' 

"  Bjr  no  means.     I  only  jomed  their  ranks." 

"  From  some  well-reasoned  conviction,  I  liave 
no  doubt ;  and  perhaps  with  more  cause  than  many 
who  have  enrolled  themselves.'" 

"  I  complain  of  nothing  very  heinous.*" 

"  And  yet,  upon  consideration,  you  might  have 
done  so.**' 

"  I  wished  to  be  a  generous  opponent,  and  the 
more  so,  that  I  was  conscious  of  being  in  a  minority.^ 

'^  I  would  much  rather  that  you  had  shown 
resentment  than  cowardice.**** 

"'  Resentment  r** 

"  Even  so.  Do  you  remember.  Lady  Madelaine, 
that  I  have  known  you  for  seventeen  years  V 
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^^  Perfectly.  Can  no  modem  philosopher  disco- 
ver a  means  of  staying  the  progress  of  time  I'" 

"  Can  you  recall  the  period,^  pursued  the  gentle- 
man, regardless  of  the  question ;  ^^  when  you  made 
your  first  appearance  in  society  under  the  guardian- 
ship of  that  paragon  of  chaperones,  Lady  Sinclair, 
with  a  face  and  form  which  set  competition  at 
defiance,  and  a  heart  as  proud  as  it  was  pure! 
You  may  have  forgotten  it,  but  I  never  shall /^ 

^^  And  am  I  to  resent  your  having  known  me  at 
that  happy  time  ?  '*'' 

''  Yes,  and  no :  in  one  respect  you  dare  not  hold 
me  in  displeasure,  for  you  are  well  aware  that  I  no 
sooner  saw  you  than  I  became  your  devoted  slave."*^ 

'^  A  romantic  appellation  truly  for  the  partner  of 
a  drawing-room  flirtation  !  ""^ 

^^  You  are  not  ingenuous,  Lady  Madelaine 
Tilden  ;  did  your  clever  and  careful  aunt  permit 
such  ^drawing-room  flirtations,^  save  where  she 
thoroughly  approved  the  possible  results !  I  think 
not.  Thus  far  I  have,  I  trust,  proved  that  I  was 
worthy  of  your  notice — of  your  friendship— of  your 
companionship — ^for  I  was  fully  conscious  of  the 
value  of  the  privilege  which  had  been  accorded  to 
me ;  but  although  I  enjoyed  it  long  and  intimately, 
and  although  I  had  not  hesitated  to  afficker  myself 
as  the  devoted  slave  (for  I  persist  in  maintaining 
my  personage)  of  the  new  idol ;  still,  on  tlie  death 
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of  Lady  Sinclair,  Reginald  Otterford  went  on  the 
continent — a  bachelor;  and  the  Marguerite  de$ 
Marguerites  returned  to  the  Highlands — Lady 
Madelaine  Glenfillan/** 

"  My  lord,  you  astonish  me  !  "  said  my  mother 
haughtily. 

"  Nay,  nay ;  believe  me  that  you  mistake  the 
term :  I  only  remind  you  \  nor  should  you  take 
offence  at  the  frank  confession  which  I  am  making 
of  my  sins.  Look  you  !  T  have  levelled  one  of  my 
outworks  in  token  of  a  first  defeat.  You  had  every 
reason  and  every  right  to  expect  an  explanation  at 
my  hands."" 

^^  I  am  at  a  loss  to  know  to  what  climax  such  a 
conversation,  or  almost,  I  might  say,  such  a  mono- 
logue as  the  present,  is  to  tend  ? " 

"  Simply  to  my  own  self-justification.'" 

"  It  is  perfectly  needless,  my  lord.  Nothing  had 
ever  passed  your  lips  by  which  I  was  entitled  to 
believe  that  you  considered  yourself  compromised  ; 
nor  had  I  ever  given  you  the  slightest  reason  to 
infer  that  you  were  otherwise  than  perfectly  indif- 
ferent to  myself.'"* 

Her  companion  quietly  shook  his  head,  as  he 
again,  with  great  composure,  fixed  his  eyes  upon 
hers,  which  were  flaming  with  insulted  pride ;  and 
there  was  a  strangely  withering  intonation  in  his 
voice,  as  he  said — "  You  do  not  do  yourself  justice 


33  i-  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 

by  such  an  assertion.  Custom  has  placed  a  padlock 
upon  the  lips  of  w  omen,  of  which  society  keeps  the 
key ;  but  custom,  and  convention,  and  even  policy 
itself,  can  do  no  more  than  this,  while  human  beings 
possess  eyes,  and  hearts,  and  preferences.  Either 
1  was  then  beloved,  or  you  were  not  the  pure  being 
before  whom  I  poured  out  my  worship ;  and  this  I 
will  not  think.  No,  no— -vou  could  not  at  that 
early  age  have  been  a  callous,  cold,  and  calculating 
coquette — one  of  those  heartless  and  selfish  triflen 
with  the  happiness  of  others,  who  have  studied  to  a 
nicety  how  far  they  may  make  a  traffic  of  a  man*fl 
feelings  with  safety  to  themselves.  I  would  not 
overthrow  the  bright  and  beautiful  visions  of  seven- 
teen years  to  embrace  so  foul  a  creed  for  all  mv 
future  hopes  in  life.  You  loved  me,  then,  or  there 
is  no  truth  in  nature  !  ^ 

My  mother  silently  laid  her  hand  upon  a  silver 
bell  beside  her.  She  could  not  trust  herself  to 
speak.  The  summons  was  instantly  answered,  and 
her  inquiry  for  the  carriage  met  by  the  informa- 
tion that  the  horse  had  not  yet  returned  from  the 
village  forge.  Poor  Lady  Madelaine  was  not  aware 
that  the  groom  of  Lord  Otterford  always  obeyed 
the  directions  of  his  noble  master  to  the  letter,  and 
that  he  had  accordingly  subdued  all  symptoms  of 
undue  impatience  on  the  part  of  her  ladyship^a 
coachman  in  a  wav  which  did  him  honour. 
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They  were  once  more  alone  ;  and  then,  and  not 
till  then,  the  D;entleman  resumed  the  thread  of  his 
discourse. 

"  This  point  conceded,  then  ;  for,  in  order  to  cast 
the  responsibility  of  this  cold  parting  wholly  upon 
me,  it  is  necessary  that  it  should  be  so ;  may  I 
not,  in  extenuation  of  my  self-abnegatory  offence, 
explain  the  cause  which  induced  me  to  silence  where 
inclination,  tenderness,  and  honour  appeared  to 
exact  an  explanation  ?  ^ 

*'  It  were  worse  than  idle  to  impose  so  ungra- 
cious a  task  upon  you  j**'  said  my  mother  bitterly. 
"  It  was  my  want  of  fortune.^ 

"  Say  rather  that  it  was  my  own  ;'^  interposed 
Otterford ;  "  that  it  was  my  poverty — ray  debts — 
which  closed  my  lips,  and  only  left  me  the  more 
keenly  susceptible  of  my  own  uncalculating  and 
egregious  folly  !  Still,  something  whispered  me 
that  we  should  meet  again,  and  I  fled  from 
London  in  order  to  retrench,  and  give  myself  room 
for  hope  when  that  meeting  came.  We  did  meet 
again  ;'^  and  a  disdainful  smile  played  for  an  instant 
round  his  proud  lips ; — "  but  how  ?"*^ 

"  Surely,  my  lord,''  gasped  my  mother,  "  you 
have  forgotten  that  I  am  a  wife  I'' 

"  Forgotten  it !''  exclaimed  Otterford,  as  he 
started  from  his  chair,  and  began  to  pace  the  room 
with  hasty  and  uneven  steps.  "  Can  I  foi^et  my  own 
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vitality  I  Can  I  forget  that  I  have  flung  the  whole 
tide  of  my  affections  on  the  thirsty  sands !  I  pray 
you  not  to  mock  me  by  such  a  supposition.^ 

"  \Vhat  am  I  to  reply  to  rhapsodies  like  these  T 
fault  ered  my  mother.  ^^  You  take  an  ungenerous 
advantage  of  our  momentary  seclusion,  of  which  I 
have  ever  hitherto  believed  you  incapable.  Once 
more  let  me  enjoin  you  to  remember  that  I  am  a 
wife.^' 

'^  You  are,^  said  her  companion,  pausing  imme- 
diately beside  her  ;  "  you  are — The  haughty  and 
hidi-boni  daughter  of  Lord  Glenfillan — the  star 
of  fashion — the  beloved  of  all — ^the  feir  prize  which 
so  many  were  eager  to  win  and  wear— had  woven 
out  a  new  and  erratic  destiny  for  herself  before  our 
Hecond  meeting  came.  The  peer^s  daughter  had 
become  the  wife  of  an  obscure  and  nameless — (for 
he  was  nameless  then  at  least) — of  an  obscure  and 
nameless  commoner  —  the  bright  star  had  shot 
downward  through  the  heavens — the  idol  had 
overthrown  her  own  shrine — the  prize  had  been 
awarded,  none  could  understand  wherefore,  until 
the  name  of  Lady  Madelaine  Tilden  was  to  be 
seen  written  in  diamonds  and  gold-dust  in  every 
resort  of  luxury  and  fashion.  And  yet — although 
I  knew  this — although  I  was  compelled  to  admit  it 
to  my  own  heart,  still — '^  and,  as  he  suffered  the 
apparent  mortification  of  his  disappointment  to 
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carry  him  along  bj  its  impetuous  violence,  he 
possessed  himself  of  my  mother'^s  hand :  "  still  was 
I  fated  to  remain  the  victim  of  my  blighted  and 
unlucky  passion.  And  now — now — ^when  I  have 
suffered  the  long  martyrdom  of  years — ^when  I  have, 
if  not  patiently,  at  least  guardedly,  lived  within  tlie 
spell  of  your  resistless  influence,  with  all  my  old 
hopes,  and  aspirations  still  clinging  closely  about 
my  spirit — even  now,  will  you  not  acquit  me  of 
either  word,  or  look,  or  action,  calculated  to  pain 

your 

"  I  could  have  done  so  this  morning." 
"  And  have  you  not  pronounced  your  own  con- 
demnation by  thus  acquitting  me  i  Can  you  venture 
to  assert  that  you  feel  no  self-reproach  at  having 
permitted  the  perpetual  worship  of  a  devoted  heart 
without  one  quickening  pulse !  without  one  grateful 
feelincr!  It  cannot  be-»it  shall  not  be—'*'*  and 
still  retaining  the  captive  hand,  he  flung  himself  on 
his  knees  before  his  quailing  and  speechless  victim  ; 
^^  By  heaven  !  you  have  long  known  and  understood 
the  impulse  upon  which  I  acted:  you  offered  no 
resistance  to  the  exclusiveness  of  my  attentions — 
either  your  heart  or  your  vanity  has  spoken  loudly 
for  me,  and  I  will  not  believe  that  it  could  be  so 
pitiftil  an  influence  as  the  last,  upon  which  ^ou 
coldly  saw  fit  to  hinge  my  destiny.  Why,  then, 
noble  and  high-hearted  woman  !  do  you  thus,  year 
VOL.  I.  Q 
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after  year,  persist  in  playing  the  tyrant  and  the 
prude,  when— ^ 

''  Enough,  sir,  enough — ^  exolaimed  my  mother 
in  a  shrill  whisper,  and  with  qoiyoring  lipa  as 
white  as  the  hand  which  she  proudly  withdrew  from 
his  clasp ;  ^'  you  have  said  more  than  enough.  I 
am  sufficiently  humbled.  I  have  miBtaken  both 
you  and  myself.  I  will  utter  no  reproach—*!  can 
find  none  which  would  suffice  fiir  so  cruel  and 
cowardly  an  attack.  We  meet  henceforth  as 
.strangers ;  and  I  now  spurn  you  as  I  would  cast  a 
foul  reptile  from  the  folds  of  my  veiL*^ 

As  she  ceased  speaking,  Lady  Madelaine  prepared 
to  pass  into  the  garden,  a  movement  which  her  com- 
panion sprang  from  his  knee  to  prevent ;  and  as  she 
was  in  the  act  of  placing  her  foot  on  the  grarel,  he 
seized  her  arm,  exclaiming:  ^^Do  not  hope  it, 
madam,  we  part  not  thus— -^ 

"  Fie — for  shame,  my  lord  f  ^  said  the  lady,  as 
she  paused,  and  looked  upon  him  with  an  eye  as 
cold  as  stone,  and  a  contemptuous  smile,  which 
made  his  pulses  beat  with  liquid  fire ;  ^^  have  you 
no  mercy  upon  an  unprotected  woman!  Am  I 
to  be  subjected  also  to  violence  under  my  own 
roofr 

There  was  a  majesty  in  the  magnificent  beauty 
and  suppressed  indignation  of  my  mother,  which 
did  not  fail  in  its  effect  even  upon  her  diaaolnte 
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companion.  Without  another  effort  to  detain  her 
he  removed  his  grasp  ;  and,  bowing  stiffly,  followed 
her  to  the  water^s  edge,  where  they  stood  for  a  few 
instants  side  by  side  in  perfect  silence  ;  and  it  was 
probably  no  slight  relief  to  either  when  Lady 
Madelaine'^s  carriage  was  announced.  Lord  Otter- 
ford  assisted  her  to  enter  it  with  as  much  care  and 
courtesy  as  he  had  shown  on  all  former  occasions  ; 
and  then,  haughtily  raising  his  hat,  he  vaulted  into 
the  saddle,  and  galloped  off  in  the  direction  of 
London ;  while  my  mother,  burying  herself  as  much 
as  possible  among  her  cushions,  gave  free  way  to 
her  pent-up  feelings,  and  wept  bitterly. 
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At  sixteen,  she  came  out ;  presented,  vaunted. 
She  put  all  coronets  into  commotion; 

At  seventeen,  too,  the  world  was  still  enchanted 
With  the  new  Venus  of  their  brilliant  ocean  : 

At  eighteen,  though  below  her  feet  still  panted 
A  hecatomb  of  suitors  with  devotion,' 

She  had  consented  to  create  again 

That  Adam  called  **  the  happiest  of  men.** 
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CHAPTER  I. 

It  is  really  curious,  in  after-life,  to  look  back 
upon  the  various  incidents  by  which  our  past  ex- 
istence has  been  diversified,  and  even  governed  in 
its  great  outline,  or  by  which  its  interests  have  been 
involved  so  inextricably  as  to  have  operated  even 
upon  our  most  sacred  and  secret  relations ;  and 
then  to  weave  their  antecedents  and  their  results 
into  its  chequered  web,  with  the  aid  of  time  and 
experience.  Episodes,  incomprehensible  at  the  mo- 
ment of  their  introduction,  fall  quite  naturally  into 
their  places  during  these  reminiscent  reveries, 
although  they  appeared  at  the  instant  of  their  oc- 
currence alike  extraneous  and  impertinent ;  and 
events,  once  considered  as  extraordinary  and  alto- 
gether gratuitous,   prove  to  have  been  only  the 
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uatural  result  of  a  certain  lino  of  conduct,  and  a  c 
tain  succession  of  ideas,  and  to  form  no  more  tlj 

!  I  a  regular  link  in  tlie  great  chain  of  calculation  a 

i  expediency. 

13 ut  enough  of  such  reflections  as  these,  whi 
only  serve  to  sadden  the  writer  and  to  weary  t 
reader,  without  making  either  the  one  or  the  otl 
a  jot  the  wiser.  They  might  bo  all  very  well 
the  time  of  our  great-grandfathers,  when  peo] 
had  much  more  leisure — when  gentlemen  ma 
their  wills  before  journeying  from  York  to  Londc 

,  and  despatclied  bulletins  of  health  to  their  anxio 

families  at  the  close  of  every  longer  sta<ije  thj 
usual— when  ladies  made  one  piece  of  tapestry  wo 
extend  over  a  whole  life — and  young  men  served,  11! 
Jacob,  seven  years  for  their  wives.     Then,  indee 

i'l  a  grave  thought  or  a  seiious  apophthegm  might  ha 

-j  been  wclcomo^  pour  passer  le  temps;  but  it  is  n 

so  with  us ;  we,  who  are  incessantly  running  aft 

him,  to  hold  him  back,  and  seldom  clutching  evei 

!  single  feather  for  our  pains.     Such  being  the  cac 

I  will  at  once  resume  my  narrative. 

By  the  way,  this  allusion  to  the  said  namati 
reminds  me  that  I  ought  to  congratulate  mysi 
upon  my  original  resolve  to  declare  myself  gui] 
loss  of  all  design  to  perpetrate  a  novel.  I  nev 
had  anv  such  intention.  I  could  not  have  done 
if  I  would.     I  have  attempted  nothing  beyond  n 
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own  personal  liistory — and  surely,  &ir  ladies  and 
fonnidable  critics,  I  have  a  right  to  do  that  as  I 
please  ?  Nevertheless,  I  will  pledge  ray  faith  wil- 
lingly to  be  as  veracious  as  a  traveller,  as  consci- 
entious as  a  money-lender,  as  self-denying  as  an 
aldei'Hian,  and  as  prudent  as  a  newly-emancipated 
heir :  and  having  volunteered  thus  much,  let  the 
ladies  and  the  critics  quarrel  with  me — if  they  can. 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  remark  that  I  knew 
notliing  of  the  adventure  related  in  the  last  chapter 
for  years  after  its  occurrence ;  and  I  was  compara- 
tively astonished  by  the  receipt  of  a  letter  from  my 
mother,  which  followed  closely  upon  that  of  Mr. 
Tilden,  to  announce  her  intention  of  being  his  com- 
panion to  Biooksley ;  in  order,  as  she  said,  to  wel- 
come the  new-comers,  and  to  judge  by  her  own 
observation,  in  how  far  I  had  myself  profited  by 
the  salutarv  solitude  to  which  she  had  found  it  ne- 
cessary  to  subject  me,  with  a  view  to  the  correction 
of  my  unfortunately  imperious  and  overbearing 
temper.  Had  I  been  aware  at  the  time  of  the 
actual  cause  of  Lady  Madelaine'*s  sudden  solicitude, 
and  hor  anxiety  to  absent  herself  from  town,  it  is 
probable  that  I  should  have  been  very  differently 
affected. 

"  Here  is  a  letter  from  our  mother  ;'**  I  said  care- 
lessly, as  I  laid  it,  open  as  it  was,  beside  my  sister. 
''Bead  it:  you  will  doubtlessly  find  it  amusing; 

b2 
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and  it  will  also  gratify  jou  to  ascertain  how  per- 
fectly your  own  quiet  and  reserved  temperament 
will  suit  her.  1  quite  prophecy  already  an  alli- 
ance, both  offensive  and  defensive.  Only,^  I  added, 
as  I  turned  to  leave  the  room  ;  ^^  I  have  one  serious 
counsel  to  give  you  —  be  carefiil  not  to  grow  any 
taller  !'*'*  And  with  these  words,  uttered  with  a 
laugh  which  expressed  far  more  bitterness  than 
pleasantry,  I  disappeared. 

Lady  Madclaine  had  adopted  any  other  than  a 
judicious  mode  of  improving  my  natural  dispo- 
sition. She  had  commenced  upon  a  wrong  system, 
and  she  had  persevered  in  her  error  year  after  year 
with  a  tenacious  fidelity,  as  little  creditable  to  her- 
self as  it  was  mortitying  to  me.  I  was  determined 
t«>  show  her  this  ;  and  I  could  discover  no  method 
more  effectual  of  so  doinof  than  that  of  exhibiting: 
her  letter  to  whomsoever  might  be  supposed  to  take 
anv  interest  in  its  contents.  It  was  too  late  for 
me  to  be  brow-beaten  into  reformation.  She  had 
herself  made  a  woman  of  the  child,  and  the  work 
of  her  OAvn  hands  could  not  now  be  undone. 

in  about  half  an  hour,  Adela  returned  the  letter 
through  the  hands  of  my  maid,  carefully  enclosed 
in  an  envelope,  which  1  immediately  re-directed 
and  despatched  to  Lady  Flora,  as  a  solace  to  her 
sick  room  :  it  was  a  becoming  attention  on  my 
part ;  and  as  it  was  the  first  which  I  had  found 
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occasion  to  offer  her,  I  had  no  doubt  whatever  of 
its  being  properly  appreciated.  On  her  return  from 
her  mission,  charged  with  the  acknowledgments  of 
the  interesting  invalid,  Josephine  made  me  her 
compliment  on  the  happy  intelligence  contained  in 
the  letter  of  miladi.  I  inquired  upon  what  pre- 
mises she  presumed  that  its  contents  were  so  hyper- 
agreeable,  when  she  nmvely  replied  that  she  had 
inferred  as  much  from  the  eagerness  with  which 
Lady  Flora  had  possessed  herself  of  the  packet, 
and  the  pleasure  which  beamed  in  the  eyes  of 
Mademoiselle  Ad^le,  qui  gagnoit  etonnantment  cL 
cette  petite  mine  eveiUee, 

For  a  moment  I  had  a  sore  struggle  with  myself. 
There  could  be  no  doubt  of  the  correctness  of  Jose- 
planers  report,  simply  because  she  could  have  no 
motive  in  the  present  instance  to  suspect  that  my 
sister  was  triumphing  in  what  she  supposed  to  be  my 
mortification  ;  and  for  a  few  instants  I  was  mortified  ; 
less  at  the  uno:enerous  amusement  of  so  near  a  rela- 
tive  than  at  the  idea  that  Lady  Flora  GlenfiUan,  the 
object  of  my  supreme  contempt  and  dislike,  was  the 
partner  of  her  pastime.  I  was  at  first  tempted  to 
regret  my  mode  of  proceeding,  and  to  blame  myself 
for  not  having  simply  announced  the  approaching 
advent  of  my  mother,  without  ampliation  or 
comment  of  any  kind  ;  but  this  was  a  mere  transi- 
tory weakness,  which  my  pride  soon  enabled  me  to 
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conquer.  I  had  a  higher  aim  than  that  of  striving 
to  shine  in  the  eyes  of  a  Lady  Flora.  She  was  to 
be  my  companion  for  mouths  —  perhaps  for  years. 
The  trial  for  mastery  beween  us  had  commenced 
on  the  very  evening  of  her  arrival.  I  felt,  more- 
over, that  I  must  brave  the  combat  alone ;  while 
she  had  a  stanch  and  a  subtile  ally  in  my  sister, 
and  miglit,  for  aught  that  I  could  determine,  soon 
find  a  second  in  my  own  friend.  Lady  CHalloran, 
whose  leaning  towards  Adela  had  already  become 
palpable  ;  but,  although  it  may  be  true  enough,  as 
a  general  principle,  that  il pesce  prossa  dhora  il  pic^ 
colo,  still  I  was  conscious  of  a  power  within  myself 
which  would,  in  every  case,  preserve  me  from  the 
risk  of  becoming  so  very  small  a  fish  as  to  move 
among  my  adversaries  without  troubling  the  water. 

All  these  thoughts  swept  rapidly  through  my 
brain,  and  my  resolution  was  instantly  taken.  I  at 
once  felt  that  I  must  bo  consistent,  or  my  cause 
was  lost ;  and  Jiccordingly  I  again  despatched  my 
souhrette  to  Lady  Flora's  apartment,  to  request  the 
restoration  of  the  letter,  which  I  was  anxious  to 
forward,  without  loss  of  time,  to  Lady  O'Halloran, 
lest  the  expected  visit  of  my  mother  should  inter- 
fere with  any  of  her  arrangements.  As  I  had  fore- 
seen, my  message  created  what  is,  in  the  present 
(lay,  denominated  a  "great  sensation.'*''  The  in- 
valid insisted  that  Josephine  had  committed  some 
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grand  mistake.  "  It  was  no**  that  possible,^  she  de- 
clared, "  that  the  lassie  could  purpose  to  do  ony- 
thing  sae  awfu^ !  Why,  it  was  a  clean  shaming  o* 
her  own  proudfu"*  nature  —  and  she  would  advise 
her—" 

What  the  valuable  counsel  would  have  been,  and 
in  what  degree  it  might  have  operated  upon  my 
determination,  it  is  impossible  to  decide,  as  the 
hand  of  my  sister,  pressed  heavily  upon  the  arm  of 
the  eager  orator,  arrested  her  utterance  at  the  cri- 
tical moment ;  while,  in  a  calm  and  low  tone,  she 
said  quietly,  "  Forgive  me,  my  dear  aunt ;  but  had 
Eveleen  believed  that  she  required  advice  upon  this 
extraordinary  occasion,  she  would,  in  all  probabi- 
lity, have  asked  it  of  yourself.  She  has  not  done 
so :  and  believe  me,  that  it  is  far  too  good  to  be 
flung  away,  as  it  most  decidedly  would  be,  in  this 
case."*"* 

"  A"*  weel,  a"*  weeV  replied  the  aunt;  "'wilfu"* 
woman  maun  ha"*  her  way,^  as  the  poet  says.  Give 
the  lass  the  letter,  and  geud  luck  go  wi"*  it !  It's  a 
rampaging  scrawl,  to  say  the  best  of  it.^' 

In  five  minutes  it  was  on  its  way  to  the  Hall. 

The  morrow  was  the  day  appointed  for  my  own 
visit  to  the  kind-hearted  widow,  but  I  had  ceased  to 
look  forward  to  it  with  pleasure.  Like  the  skeleton  of 
the  Egyptian  banquets,  the  presence  of  my  incom- 
prehensible sister  would  suffice,  as  I  well  knew,  to 


8  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 

poison  my  enjoyment.  It  was  to  me  like  the 
coupling  of  the  dead  man  and  the  living  one  in  the 
German  story ;  and  the  simile  was  the  more  per- 
fect that  Adela  appeared  wholly  heedless  or  uncon- 
scious of  tlic  annoyance  of  our  compulsatory  union ; 
while  to  myself  it  was  hateAil.  Had  I  possessed 
one  feeling  or  sentiment  in  common  with  my  sister, 
I  might  have  looked  forward  to  brighter  and  better 
times  ;  but,  unhappily,  the  solitary  sympathy  which 
had  ever  existed  between  us  had  served  only  to 
sunder  us  in  heart  and  spirit.  We  had  each  been 
brought  up  to  despise  the  other  —  our  earliest  jea- 
lousies had  taken  the  same  direction,  and  had  been 
quickened  and  nourished  until  they  had  become  as 
bitter  as  the  waters  of  Marah,  and  as  numerous  as 
the  sands  of  the  African  desert.  In  my  own  case, 
other  feelin^rs  no  less  hostile  had  blended  them- 
selves  with  this  first  principle  of  future  hate.  My 
sister  had  always  been  described  to  me  by  the  auto- 
crats of  the  nursery  and  the  schoolroom  in  nega- 
tives. She  was  not  handsome ;  she  was  not  accom- 
plished ;  she  was  not  fashionable ;  she  was  a  mere 
wild,  sun  freckled,  ignorant  child  of  the  hills,  with- 
out either  toumure  or  pretensions. 

At  first  I  was  shocked,  and  even  sorry  for  the 
poor  neglected  girl ;  then  I  proceeded  to  hope  that 
she  would  remain  at  Glenfillan  all  her  life,  lest  by 
approaching  town,  and  undergoing  the  inspection 
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of  my  mother'*s  "set,"*"  she  should  disgrace  not  only 
herself,  but  me.  And  why  could  she  not  remain 
there  t  Glenfillan  might  almost  be  considered  her 
birth-place.  At  all  events,  it  was  her  home,  and 
it  would  be  so  easy  for  her  to  marry  there  !  With 
her  name,  and  her  fortune,  she  could  assuredly 
captivate  some  Highland  chief,  with  a  kilt,  and  a 
cock"*s  feather  in  his  bonnet,  who  would  forgive  her 
want  of  beauty  in  consideration  of  the  "  siller  ;  "** 
and  never  be  aware  of  her  want  of  education.  De- 
cidedly she  had  no  business  in  England.  This  was 
the  second  phase  of  my  vision ;  but  the  third  was 
not  slow  in  its  succession.  Adela  might  have 
no  partiality  for  kilts  and  cock''s  feathers  ;  and,  as 
she  grew  older,  might  be  inconsiderate  enough  to 
assert  her  rights ;  and  as  in  dear,  righteous  old 
England,  there  are  no  convents  for  the  reception  of 
refractory  young  ladies,  the  claim  could  not  ulti- 
mately be  neglected.  In  this  case,  she  must  appear 
in  the  world — she  mtist  share  at  once  both  my  aris- 
tocratic home  and  my  brilliant  destiny — that  is,  in 
as  far  as,  under  all  her  disadvantages,  the  world 
would  permit  her  to  do  so ;  and  this  reflection  was 
to  me  insufferable. 


B  5 
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loving  lioart ;  but  my  affections  had  either  be 
tritltHl  witli,  or  repulsed — and  yet  not  altogeli 
Kii,  tor  to  two  puraoDB,  at  least,  I  had  been  dear,- 
my  tathcr  aiid  Emily  Vemon ;  but  of  the  firat 
h»d  Hci^ii  far  too  little  to  be  enabled  to  retmn 
til  appreciate  his  tenderuesB,  while  tlie  oonsiden 
kiiidiioi>8  of  pour  Emily  had  been  circumscribed  I 
the  tyranny  of  my  mother.  Under  these  eircaii 
staucca,  iny  bc»t  and  hoUeat  feeUngs  had  been  flni 
hack  upon  me  ;  and,  profiting  by  the  example  coi 
tinuallv  before  my  eyee,  young  as  I  was,  I  hi 
tnkcii  ri'fugt'  in  coquetry ;  and  my  reader  is  alread 
aware  that  I  trifled  with  this  new  pastinie  until 
xubjected  myself  to  severe  mortification  ;  and  b 
i-iiino,  moreover,  consciouB  that  it  had  left  behiv 
it  a  dcqier  feeling  of  regret  and  tenderness  in  m 
own  biMoni  tlmn  I  could  easily  shake  ofl^  even  hi 
i  t!ndc:ivourpd  to  overcome  it,  which  was  far  froi 
heiiii;  tlie  co-te.  I  have  said  notliing  for  a  lor 
time  of  Dcvereux;  but  it  must  not  be  Buppoet 
that  I  ha<l  forgotten  him.  It  was  the  only  romai 
ti'-  [lage  in  tlie  little  volume  of  my  Wk ;  and 
dwelt  upon  it  unceasingly. 

Poor  commonplace  probability  waged  but  aneqn 
war  au:iiiiiKt  my  girlish  vanity ;  I  would  not  belie* 
it  ]iossibIc  that  he  had  forgotten  me.  I  mnat  aon 
day  be  released  from  my  present  state  of  exile,  ai 
produced  in  the  world.      My  mother  and  Lac 
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Devereux  were  still  inseparable  ;  and  it  was  conse- 
quently evident  that  our  renewed  meeting  could 
not  be  prevented  for  ever.  It  was  a  subject  of 
unceasing  regret  to  me  that  I  had  no  one  to  whom 
I  could  speak  of  him,  and  to  whom  I  could  explain 
all  the  energy  and  constancy  of  my  feelings.  I  was 
too  proud  to  make  a  confidante  of  Josephine ;  I 
dared  not  venture  to  trust  the  sympathy  of  Lady 
0"*Halloran,  for  she  would,  in  all  probability,  have 
made  a  jest  of  my  anxiety,  and  even  considered  it 
her  duty  to  lay  the  matter  before  my  father.  I 
was  utterly  and  hopelessly  alone  with  my  secret ; 
and  it  weighed  the  more  heavily  upon  my  heart  in 
consequence. 

My  sister?  Ay,  there  indeed  I  might  have 
found  a  friend,  a  counsellor,  a  confidante,  had  she 
been  any  other  than  Miss  Adela  Tilden  ;  but,  under 
the  present  circumstances,  there  was  no  prospect  of 
such  a  solace. 

Never  was  gray-haired  matron  more  impracti- 
cable than  my  sister  ;  cold,  silent,  and  self-centered, 
there  was  not  a  grain  of  romance  in  her  composi- 
tion. She  had  never,  since  her  arrival,  displaced 
a  single  novel  on  the  shelves  ;  her  conversation  was 
a  string  of  axioms  and  aphorisms ;  Pygmalion 
might  have  worn  out  all  his  tools  upon  her,  and 
she  never  would  have  breathed,  though  his  impious 
daring  had  wrapped  the  world  in  flames. 
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Still,  dexpito  these  reflectiona  snd  eooTictic 
tliG  iiU-a  ciiiitiiiued  to  haunt  Die.  Adelft  -waa 
yuuii<r,  and  a  youug  heart  is  naturally  so  prone 
take  an  intcn-^t  in  evei^  history  of  aflection.  N 
who  could  Sly  tliat  Bueh  a  confidence  an  this  mi. 
not  li-^Ki'H  the  distance  between  ua  I  Thus  argued 
eager  inclination  to  ease  my  overburthened  hei 
by  sliaring  itsi  load  with  another ;  and  aceordingl; 
be^ii  to  watch  my  sister  closely,  in  order  to 
courage  every  gliiiiniering  Dianifestatiou  of  fed 
i>r  intcreift  ou  her  part ;  but  I  might  ae  i>r 
have  awaited  light  and  fire  from  the  piled- 
aAics  of  au  oxtin^ished  conflaj^tion.  Sometin 
1  became  aiigr^'  willi  niy!<elf  fur  being  so  weak  as 
anticipate  such  a  result — at  others  I  pitied  1 
inipa«enbility,  and  felt  th^  no  lute  could  son 
until  its  chords  were  struck  ;  and  this,  in  Adel 
case,  wais  clearly  inii>ossibIe. 

In  this  wavering  mood  of  mind  I  was  prepai 
to  sacrtficG  my  own  feelings  and  ideas  during  our  y\ 
to  the  ilall,  to  which  I  have  already  alluded ;  ■ 
I  »o  ^r  sHccoeded  in  at  least  accomplishing  th 
concealment,  that  on  our  departure  thence.  La 
O'llalloran  drew  me  apart,  and  warmly  oongts 
latcd  nie  upon  the  victory  whicli  I  had  obtaii 
over  iiiyi<elf  in  my  altered  and  lew  authoritat 
manner  towanls  my  xister. 

'*  Depend   upon  it,   my  dear  child,"    she   k 
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warmly,  "  you  are  working  out  your  own  happinesa 
as  well  as  hers.  How  shall  I  rejoice  the  affectionate 
and  anxious  feelings  of  your  fether  by  this  joyful 
intelligence  !  Your  heart  is  good,  Eveleen  ;  it  must 
suffer  from  your  errors,  for  I  am  perfectly  convinced 
that  you  are  quite  conscious  of  them,  even  at  the 
very  moment  of  their  committal ;  you  owe  them 
rather  to  your  age,  and  to  your  peculiar  education, 
than  to  your  nature.  In  order  to  be  all  for  which 
you  were  originally  intended,  my  love,  let  me  now 
intreat  you  to  make  a  yet  mightier  effort  over  your- 
self than  you  have  even  done  within  these  last  few 
weeks ;  abjure,  and  not  only  abjure,  but  repair  them 
all.  Open  up  the  treasures  of  your  really  loving 
heart  to  Adela.  You  will  one  day  learn  how 
precious  a  treasure  is  the  affection  of  an  only  sister. 
Yours  has  a  thousand  good  qualities  ;  but,  even  if 
she  had  a  thousand  faults,  so  that  they  were  merely 
involuntary,  and  that  she  regretted  them  when 
committed,  you  should  consider  yourself  only  the 
more  compelled  to  sustain  and  comfort  her.  Come, 
my  dear  Eveleen,  and  promise  me,  here  in  my  arms, 
and  upon  my  heart,  that  you  will  use  all  your  most 
tender  influence  to  make  her  happy.  From  what 
you  tell  me,  and  from  what  I  had  myself  ascer- 
tained, her  guardian-aunt  is  ill-calculated  to  be 
either  an  appropriate  companion  or  a  judicious 
guide.     You  have  it  in  your  power  to  be  both.    Be 


16  THR  CONFESSIONS  OP 

to  her  then  a  fond  sister  and  a  firm  friend.     Yon 
will  do  this,  will  you  not  V* 

"  Alas  !  you  seek  to  compel  me  to  a  Herculean 
task  ;"  I  said  sadly  ;  "  would  she  only  meet  me  half 
way,  I  should  have  courage  to  make  the  attempt."^ 

"  In  that  case  it  would  require  none  j**^  insisted  my 
warm-hearted  monitress  ;  "  but  you  expect  success 
too  soon.  Redouble  your  attempts  to  overcome  her 
coldness,  and  your  merit  will  only  be  the  greater 
when  it  is  conquered :  that  she  will  resist  it 
resolutely  for  a  time  assure  yourself,  for  you  most 
feel  that  the  poor  child  has  much  to  forgive.*** 

"  But  not  to  forgive  me,  Lady  O'Halloran  V 

"  You  are  in  error,  Eveleen.  Are  not  all  the 
preferences — all  the  outlay — all  the  cares  which 
have  been  so  profusely  lavished  upon  yourself,  and 
so  grudgingly  bestowed  upon  her — all  the  superiority 
which  you  have  assumed — are  these  not  wronsrs  in 
which  you  have,  voluntarily  as  well  as  involuntarily, 
borne  a  part  ?  and  are  not  these  likely  to  fester  in 
a  young,  fresh  heart,  unconscious  of  evil !  I  have 
no  doubt  she  lias  made  you  feel  that  she  has  not 
borne  them  all  without  a  pang.  Such  conduct 
would  have  been  sublime,  and  who  would  dare  to 
expect  sublimity  from  a  girl  of  thirteen  years  of 
age  ?  I  am  equally  convinced  that  she  will  be  long, 
very  long,  before  she  can  overcome  their  withering 
effects,  or  cease  to  sliow  you  that  they  still  rankle 
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in  her  mind ;  but  this  should  only  stimulate  you  to 
greater  concessions  ;  and  remember  that  it  is  the 
province  of  the  happy  to  heal  the  wounds  of  those 
who  suffer,  and  that  the  sufferer  should  be  met 
by  kindness,  forbearance,  and  the  most  delicate 
demonstrations  of  affection. "*' 

As  she  ceased  speaking,  Lady  CHalloran  em- 
braced me  affectionately,  while  I  wept  from  a 
mingled  feeling  which  I  did  not  seek  to  analyze. 
This  judicious  friend  affected  to  mistake  the  motive 
oi*  my  emotion ;  she  congratulated  me  upon  my 
worthy  sympathy  in  the  past  sorrows  of  my  sister, 
and  my  evident  intention  to  terminate  them  ;  and 
then  hastily  but  clearly  explained  to  me  the  line 
of  conduct  which  she  would  advise  me  to  pursue. 
I  whispered  out  my  determination  to  follow  it  up 
to  the  letter  upon  her  bosom,  making  but  one 
reservation, 

''  Permit  me  only,  my  dear  friend,'**  I  said  hur- 
riedly, "to  leave  everything  in  its  present  state, 
and  to  make  no  demonstration,  until  after  the  visit 
of  our  parents.  When  we  are  again  alone,  I  will 
apply  myself  resolutely  to  this  formidable,  and,  I 
fear,  hopeless  undertaking  "  , 

"  I  can  admH  of  no  such  moral  cowardice,  my 
Eveleen  f"*  was  her  calm  reply ;  "  every  hour  of 
supineness  is  an  hour  lost,  which  you  may,  here- 
after, bitterly  regret,     I  will  not  give  you  a  day"*8 
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respite— not  an  bourns.  The  ascendency  which 
you  will  have  gained  over  yourself  and  your  own 
egotism,  before  the  arrival  of  Lady  Madelaine  and 
Mr.  Tilden,  will  strengthen  you  to  re-commence  a 
trial,  which  will  be  no  longer  in  its  first  infiinoy. 
Their  visit  may  be  delayed,  even  deferred  ;  in  short, 
trust  not  to  circumstances  in  so  holy  a  duty,  but  to 
yourself." 

Her  firmness,  aided  by  my  own  secret  wish,  de- 
termined me  at  once.  I  was,  moreover,  greatly 
agitated  at  the  moment ;  nor  could  I  bear  to  let 
her  feel  that  I  was  less  generous  than  she  had 
believed.  I  accordingly  withdrew  my  opposition, 
and  pn)mised  all  she  wished. 

My  first  attempts  at  conciliation  and  friendship 
were  not,  however,  successful.  Adela  was  too  fiir- 
sighted  to  believe  for  an  instant  that  I  had  so 
suddenly  changed  my  nature.  She  suspected  a 
snare,  or  at  least  imagined  a  weakness  and  incon- 
sisten(»y  of  character  which  irritated  her,  and  put 
her  upon  the  defensive.  Every  look  of  kindness 
which  I  turned  upon  her  she  studiously  avoided ; 
my  most  conciliatory  words  were  unanswered,  or 
only  induced  a  reply  so  cold,  and  dry,  and  formal, 
that  it  froze  me  to  the  soul ;  while,  by  a  strange 
coincidence,  T  became  in  my  turn  embarrassed  and 
timid  in  her  presence,  and  divested  myself  uncon- 
sciously of  my  natural  arrogance.     However  much 
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I  might  gain  in  the  opinion  of  a  third  person  by 
this  extraordinary  transformation,  it  never  pro- 
duced even  a  momentary  effect  upon  Adela,  while 
it  made  me  absolutely  unhappy.  I  did  not  know 
myself  I  had  not  even  the  consolation  of  feeling 
that  I  was  doing  right,  for  I  was  burthened  with 
the  everlasting  consciousness  that  my  present  con- 
duct sprang  from  no  impulse,  was  actuated  by  no 
principle  of  my  own ;  but  that  I  was  a  mere 
puppet,  and  that  the  wires  by  which  I  was  moved 
were  in  the  hands  of  another.  I  was  nothincr  more 
than  an  awkward  and  inexperienced  actress,  saying 
what  was  *'  sot  down  for  me,'"*  and  constrained  at 
every  instance  to  sacrifice  myself  to  the  part  which 
I  represented. 

Often  did  I  indulge  in  bitter  reveries  on  my 
extraordinary  and  irksome  position.  Often  did  I 
repeat  to  myself  that  ogni  medapUa  ha  il  sua  roves- 
do.  I  was  undergoing  this  moral  misery,  to  reclaim 
the  heart  of  Adela.  But  would  it  consent  to  be 
reclaimed  ?  Would  it  ever  exchange  its  haughty 
indifference  for  the  tiiraldom  of  a  sister'^s  regard  ? 
And,  alas  !  seldom,  very  seldom,  could  I  compel 
myself  to  answer,  'yes."*  Why,  then,  should  I 
any  longer  tamely  undergo  this  martyrdom,  which 
made  me  a  stranger  even  in  my  home !  I  can 
scarcely  answer  the  question.  SuflSce  it,  that  I 
remembered  my  promise  to  Lady  0''Halloran,  and 
also  that  I  had  never  yet  compelled  myself  to  any 
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measure  in  wliich  my  pride  had  suffered  me  to  fail 
through  my  own  weakness. 

This  remark  reminds  me,  that  the  letter  of  Lady 
Madelainc,  which  I  had  forwarded  to  the  Hall, 
had  been  received  by  its  mistress  with  a  AiU  ap- 
preciation of  the  feeling  which  had  induced  me  to 
send  it.  She  well  knew  my  haughty  disposition, 
and  that  I  would  rather  brave  the  little  world  about 
me  than  shun  its  blame.  She  first  chided  me  jest- 
ingly, but  took  an  after-opportunity  of  pointing  out 
the  danger  and  impolicy  of  such  a  proceedmg,  and 
earnestly  entreated  me  never  to  repeat  it. 

Had  I  only  possessed  such  a  friend  a  few  years 
earlier !— But,  alas  !  this  is  an  implied  excuse  for 
my  past  faults,  which  at  the  present  day  I  should 
be  too  proud  and  too  just  to  make.  Let  me  rather 
remember  in  my  old  age,  that,  whatever  may 
have  been  the  errors  of  those  around  me,  I  was, 
nevertheless,  my  own  worst  enemy.  It  is  so  easy 
to  imitate  when  both  egotism  and  vanity  are  gra- 
tified by  the  mimicry. 

But,  to  recur  for  a  moment  to  my  new  state  of 
existence,  I  can,  upon  looking  back,  frankly  declare 
my  conviction,  tliat  either  my  health  or  my  will 
must  have  yielded  before  the  stoicism  of  my  sister 
and  my  own  internal  struggle,  had  it  been  &ted  to 
endure  much  longer.  It  was  not — it  was  fearfully 
and  fatally  abridged ! 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Time,  meanwhile,  continued  its  heavy  course. 
Day  after  day  sank  into  night.  Lady  Flora  had 
declared  herself,  at  last,  to  be  convalescent ;  and  de- 
ficended  to  the  drawing-room,  closely  enveloped  in 
the  GlenfiUan  tartan,  to  the  great  amusement  of 
that  portion  of  the  establishment  whom  she  digni- 
fied by  the  appellation  of  "  the  flunkies."*''  Nor 
had  she  made  her  second  appearance  without  a 
firm  resolution  to  assert  her  privileges  as  the  tem- 
porary mistress  of  the  mansion.  Her  orders  and 
lier  lectures,  ere  long,  became  infinite.  For  a  time 
I  ventured  to  oppose  her  distasteful  and  ungentle- 
womanly  innovations,  but  she  met  me  with  the 
glance  of  a  vixen,  and  the  accents  of  a  shrew,  and 
asrainst  these  I  could  not  condescend  to  contend. 
I  then  ventured  upon  expostulation,  but  my  feJlure 
was  signal ;  and  after  these  efibrts  to  save  the  re- 
spectability of  poor  Rooksley,  I  abstained  fi-om  all 
comment  or  expostulation,  to  the  great  astonish- 
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mont  and  manifest  disappointment  of  Lady  Flora, 
who  bad  evidently  anticipated  a  long  and  exciting 
course  of  domestic  warfare. 

IJefore  the  arrival  of  Lady  Madclaine^s  Scotch 
connection,  I  had  been  constantly  annoyed  by  inti- 
mations from   the   housekeeper  that    the    under- 
sei'vants  were,  one  and  all,  threatening  to  leave  my 
fatlier\s  servi(;e,  unless  they  were  allowed  at  stated 
periods  to  replace  those  in  town — the  quiet  uni- 
formity of  Hooksley  not  suiting  either  their  yolatile 
spirits  or  their  social  habits.     These  terrible  an- 
nouncements liad,  as  will  be  believed,  never  dis- 
turbed my  e(|uanimity  for  a  moment.     My  uni- 
versal reply  was  expressive  of  the  necessity  of  their 
communicating  their  discontents  to   Mr.  Tilden; 
and  for  a  time  I  had  heard  no  more  of  the  kitchen 
rebellions.     Now,   however,  the   case  was   indeed 
changed — there   was   no  more  stagnation   in   the 
house.     Lady  Flora  commenced  by  papering  and 
bagging  up  every  remain  of  ornamental  furniture 
left  in  Rooksley.     She  even  invaded   the  apart- 
ments of  my  father;  but  I  no  sooner  discovered 
this,  than  causing  every  remnant  of  rag  and  paper 
with  which  she  had  desecrated  them  to  be  instantly. 
removed,  I  turned  the  master-key  which  gave  ad- 
mittance to  the  whole  suite,  and  never  again  suf- 
fered it  to  pass  from  my  own  possession. 

So  far,  the  Booksley  servants  cared  little  for  the 
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innovations  of  Lady  Flora,  who  now  appeared  to 
be  really  in  her  element ;  the  only  person  who  was 
annoyed  and  inconvenienced  being  myself;  for 
Adela  sat  by,  perfectly  unmoved,  like  one  accus- 
tomed to  similar  proceedings,  and  for  whom  they 
possessed  neither  interest  nor  hindrance.  But 
when,  having  made  everything  about  her  wear  as 
wretched  an  appearance  as  it  was  capable  of  assum- 
ing, the  thrifty  Scotch  lady  condescended  to  de- 
scend to  the  servants'"  hall  to  commence  her  refor- 
mation in  that  privileged  department,  matters  at 
once  became  desperate.  She  had  already  once  or 
twice  been  heard  to  mutter  between  her  teeth  at 
the  dinner-table  something  about  "  awfii**  extrava- 
gance f  and  consequently  the  whole  establishment, 
each  being  interested  in  the  question,  were  fully 
prepared  for  the  assault.  Lady  Flora  talked  loud, 
but  the  housekeeper  talked  still  louder,  and  precisely 
at  the  same  moment,  and  consequently  no  one  heard 
a  syllable  of  the  noble  maiden'^s  harangue.  When 
she  sought  to  enter  the  butler's  sanctum,  he  acciden- 
tally let  a  basket  of  plate  fall  upon  her  right  foot, 
which,  from  some  cause  or  other,  was  peculiarly 
susceptible  to  contact  with  any  hard  substance ; 
and,  while  she  was  leaning  against  the  wall,  and, 
writhing  with  pain,  he  quickly  locked  the  door  of 
the  room,  and,  putting  the  key  in  his  pocket, 
w^alked  away. 
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When  the  yictim  of  his  obstinacy  had  iu  some 
degree  recovered  from  the  shock  she  had  received, 
she  next  attempted  an  inroad  upon  the  kitchen, 
where  she  was  received  b j  the  cook  bearino^  a  greasy 
spit,  with  which,  as  she  crossed  the  floor,  she 
bruslied  violently  against  her  unwelcome  visitor ; 
but  the  GlenfiUan  tartan  was  proof  against  all  such 
unctuous  contact ;  and  the  resolute  spinster  stood 
her  <::round,  until  men  and  maids  rushed  in  a  pha- 
lanx through  the  open  door ;  and  the  unfortunate 
reformer  was  so  unmercifully  hustled,  jostled,  and 
run  over,  that  she  was  glad  to  make  good  her  re- 
treat to  her  legitimate  sphere  of  action. 

I  shall  never  forget  her  when  she  re-entered.  1 
dare  not  venture  to  describe  her  appearance.  Suffice 
it  that  I  burst  into  an  involuntary  fit  of  laughter  so 
undisguised  and  so  genuine,  that  I  believe  it  obtained 
for  me  her  life-long  hatred.  My  sister  looked  at  her 
for  a  moment  without  the  movement  of  a  muscle, 
and  then  calmly  continued  her  work. 

Habit  is  assuredly  all-powerful,  or  I  am  convinced 
that  Adela,  stoic  as  she  seemed,  must  have  laughed 
as  I  did  at  the  comical  efiects  of  Lady  Florals 
foray. 

Baffled,  but  not  defeated,  the  resolute  lady  re- 
turned on  the  morrow  to  the  charge ;  but,  as  she 
had,  on  the  first  onslaught,  encountered  such  bitter 
perils,  she  saw  fit,  on  her  second  essay,  to  remember 
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that  "  discretion  is  the  better  part  of  valour ;"  and 
feeling,  no  doubt,  that  the  pantries  and  sculleries 
were  hopelessly  closed  against  her,  she  assumed  a 
more  dignified  position,  and  summoned  the  delin- 
quent housekeeper  to  the  breakfast-room,  where  she 
was  duly  apprised  that  Lady  Flora  would,  in  future, 
herself  regulate  the  supplies  of  both  the  upper  and 
lower  tables  ;  and  that  Mrs.  Locksley  must  be  re- 
sponsible for  all  additional  outlay  which  might 
occur  from  her  want  of  obedience  to  the  mandate 
issued  for  her  observance.  The  worthy  soul  looked 
absolutely  petrified  with  horror  and  mortification 
for  a  few  seconds,  but  she  soon  rallied  sufficiently 
to  say  that  she  was  not  sure  that  she  had  under- 
stood her  ladyship,  for  she  did  not  speak  Scotch ; 
nor  indeed,  for  that  matter,  did  anv  servant  in  the 
house ;  but  she  was  sure,  from  the  orders  she  had 
received  from  her  own  lady,  that  Lady  Madelaine 
Tilden  had  never  entertained  an  idea  that  her  lady- 
ship would  demean  herself  by  meddling  with  the 
housekeeping. 

This  perfectly  respectful,  but  stinging  rejoinder, 
told  in  two  ways,  and  I  saw  a  burning  spot  of  red 
mount  to  the  brow  of  Lady  Flora,  while  her  lips 
turned  blue  with  suppressed  rage.  She  struggled 
resolutely  against  it,  however ;  and  contented  her- 
self by  remarking  that  she  expected  obedience,  and 
not  ar^rument. 

VOL.  H.  C 
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*'  But,  Miss  Tilden  —  Miss  Eveleen ""  —  com- 
menced tlie  excited  guardian  of  the  keys. 

I  merely  waved  my  hand  to  silence  all  reference 
to  myself.  My  disgust  was  too  great  for  me  to 
venture  any  attempt  at  utterance. 

''  But,  pray,  my  dear  young  lady,  for  nay  sake, 
for  all  our  sakes,  do  remember  that  when  my  ho- 
noured lady  is  absent,  you  are  the  mistress  of  the 
house — ''''  persisted  Mrs.  Locksley. 

I  was  still  silent ;  but  not  so  the  thrifty  dan^ter 
of  Glenfillan.  In  words  infinitely  more  energetic 
than  eloquent,  the  dismayed  and  deposed  function- 
ary was  ordered  to  leave  the  room  on  the  instant ; 
and  she  obeyed  with  most  undignified  alacrity, 
evidently  more  from  bewilderment  of  mind  than 
from  any  intention  of  acquiescence  to  the  will  of 
her  new  tyrant.  Throughout  the  whole  scene  I 
had  suffered  bitterly.  Wounded  pride,  suppressed 
indignation,  and  withering  contempt,  had,  each 
iu  turn,  swelled  my  heart  almost  to  bursting.  I 
foil  that  Ilookslcy  and  its  inhabitants  would  become 
the  fable  of  the  neighbourhood.  The  world,  ever 
ready  to  seize  the  malicious  side  of  eveiy  question, 
would  reluctantly  admit  the  possibility  that  any 
guest,  however  closely  connected  with  the  mistress 
of  the  house,  could  permit  herself  to  interfere  with 
its  domestic  economy.  It  would,  therefi>re,  be  be- 
lieved that  all  the  steps  so  authoritatively  and  on- 
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ceremoniously  taken  by  the  new  inmate,  had  been 
suggested  by  my  mother  herself* ;  and  the  haughty 
Lady  Madelaine,  who  had  borne  herself  so  proudly 
towards  the  first  families  in  the  county,  would  be 
mixed  up  in  legends  of  famished  housekeepers,  and 
exasperated  underlings.  I  was,  in  short,  so  tho- 
roughly excited  by  Lady  Plora'^s  presumption, 
exhibited  as  it  was,  moreover,  with  the  coarsest 
vulgarity,  that,  as  I  chanced  to  glance  towards  the 
unmoved  and  immoveable  Adela,  who,  flung  back  in 
an  arm-chair,  was  calmly  amusing  herself  with  a 
volume  of  Florian^s  Pastorals,  I  could  have  torn 
the  book  from  her  hand,  and  hurled  it  to  the  other 
extremity  of  the  apartment. 

My  reader  may  possibly  feel  some  surprise  that, 
suffering  so  acutely  as  I  did  from  what  was  passing 
before  my  eyes,  I  did  not  retire  to  my  own  room, 
and  shut  out  so  painful  a  spectacle.  It  would  have 
been  contrary  to  my  nature  to  have  made  so  undeni- 
able a  demonstration  of  cowardice.  There  was  some- 
thing in  the  self-gratulatory  and  magnificent  deport- 
ment of  the  lady  who  now  ruled  Rooksley,  which 
convinced  me  that  the  despicable  drama  was  not  yet 
played  out ;  and  I  resolved  to  remain,  in  order  to 
ascertain  how  far  the  disgrace  of  my  parents  was  to 
extend.  I  remarked  that  the  keen  gray  eye  of  Lady 
Flora  had  been  several  times  turned  earnestly  to- 
wards me  since  the  exit  of  Mrs.  Lockslev,  and  I 

c  2 
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felt  convinced  that  she  was  anxious  to  see  it  suc- 
ceeded by  my  own.  Brave  matters  as  she  might, 
she  could  not  conceal  that  I  was  de  trop ;  and  I  was 
glad  of  it.  I  accordingly  seated  myself  more  commo- 
diously  in  my  chair,  and  took  up  a  daily  paper 
which  was  lying  on  the  table  beside  me.  She  saw 
at  once  that  there  was  no  hope  of  my  disappear- 
ance; and  lost  not  a  moment  in  asserting  her 
supposed  power  over  myself  in  consequence. 

"  Ring  the  bell,  Eve-leen,''  she  said  abruptly. 

I  neither  moved,  nor  looked  up. 

"  Do  ye  no'  hear  me,  Miss  Tildenf* 

"  Yes,  madam,'*'  I  answered  in  a  calm  voice,  as 
1  deposited  the  paper  once  more  upon  the  table, 
and  looked  her  demurely  and  steadily  in  the  face. 

"  Then,  why  did  ye  no'  ring  the  bell  when  I 
desired  ve  ?" 

"  Because  I  only  obey  the  orders  of  those  who 
have  a  right  to  give  them.  Had  you  made  a  re- 
quest, madam,  I  might  possibly  have  complied 
with  it.*" 

"  The  Lord  be  gude  unto  me  !*"  exclaimed  the 
irate  lady !  "  things  are  ceme  to  a  pretty  pass 
indeed  when  a  set-up  miss  will  no'  obey  her  own 
aunt !" 

"  You  are  not  my  aunt,  Lady  Flora  Glenfillan ;" 
I  replied  haughtily ;  "  I  have  already,  upon  a 
former  occasion,  explicitly  made  this  known  to  you. 
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None  of  the  blood  of  the  Maespleuchans  runs  in  my 
veinfi.*" 

'*  And  ye  obstinately  refuse  to  do  as  I  desire  yei 
Ye  will  no'  ring  the  bell  T 

"  I  absolutely  reAise — I  will  not!^ 

Lady  Flora  groaned  aloud;  and  then,  abruptly 
reverting  to  my  slighting  remark  on  her  family, 
she  said,  with  a  sneer  which  appeared  to  be  the 
most  natural  expression  of  her  countenance,  so 
instantly  and  easily  did  it  settle  itself  upon  her 
shrewish  features  j  "  Yell  be  telling  us  soon,  I 
suppose,  Miss  Eve-leen  Tilden,  that  the  young 
lady  opposite  is  no'  your  sister/' 

"'  I  never  amuse  myself  by  useless  &llacies,  and 
&r  less  by  direct  untruths,  madam  ;  and  I  am  well 
aware  that,  by  the  accident  of  birth,  Adela  and 
myself  bear  the  relationship  you  mention.  I  am 
aware  that  we  are  the  children  of  the  same  parents, 
and  consequently,  as  I  have  just  remarked  —  by 
birth  at  least — sisters." 

I  had  emphasized  my  reply  as  markedly  as  1 
could ;  and  I  detected  a  quick  glance  and  a  nervous 
movement  in  Adela,  which,  for  an  instant,  led  me 
to  hope  that  I  had  provoked  a  rejoinder  ;  but 
I  deceived  myself.  In  the  next  moment  she  sat 
calm  and  still,  with  her  eyes  once  more  riveted 
on  the  Pastorals. 

^^  Hech,  sirs !  here's  wonderfii'  condescension," 
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ejaculated  the  worsted  enemy,  grasping  the  leathern 
arms  of  hor  chair  and  lifting  herself  half  out  of  it, 
only  to  regain  her  seat  with  a  sndden  jerk  mightily 
uupoetical  in  sound.  "  An  EarPs  daughter  is  no" 
grand  enough  for  the  upstart  queans  o'  the  present 
day ;  and  mo  looked  up  to  at  my  own  pUu!e  as  a 
leader  !     Ifs  wise-like^that,  o**  ray  conscience."" 

Then,  after  a  momentary  silence  which  I  had 
felt  no  inclination  to  break,  she  exclaimed  with 
a  startling  vehemence  which  made  me  spring  in 
my  chair — 

''  Ring  the  bell,  Adela.'" 

*'  Yes — aunt,*"  said  the  young  lady  thus  gently 
apostrophized  ;  and  having  complied  with  the  com- 
mand, she  demurely  resumed  her  teat. 

A  servant  instantly  appeared. 

*'  I  wish  to  speak  vrith  Mr.  Bottlemore  —  in- 
stantly,'*'* said  the  prima-donna. 

The  man  bowed,  and  withdrew ;  but  not  before 
I  had  detected  a  roguish  smile  playing  about  his 
lips. 

The  precise  and  polite  butler  made  his  appearance 
within  five  minutes,  during  which  time  no  word  had 
been  spoken  in  the  breakfast-room. 

Lady  Flora  leaned  forward  in  her  chair,  and 
returned  his  punctilious  salutation  with  an  elong»- 
tory  motion  of  her  chin.  She  evidently  felt  herself 
at  that  moment  in  a  very  responsible  and  dignified 
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position.  Not  another  moment  was  lost.  In  the 
same  masterly  style  in  which  she  had  discussed 
with  poor,  discomfited  Mrs.  Locksley,  the  pecu- 
liarly agreeable  and  well-chosen  subject  of  cookery, 


all  the  way 


From  soup  to/ondu  and  soufflt' 

Although,  to  quote  once  more  the  same  witty  poet, 
the  busy  lady  could 


n 


scarcely  tell 


A  Saimi  fVom  a  Bechamelle^ 

and  bewildered  my  mother'^s  good  and  clever  house- 
keeper quite  as  much  in  her  turn,  by  talking  of 
"  bannocks,'*'  and  "  griddlecakes,''  and  other  delica- 
cies of  her  highland  tablC)  not  omitting  the  popular 
"  stirabout,*"  which  she  had  been  pre-eminently 
anxious  to  introduce  into  the  Rooksley  kitchen — 
even  after  the  same  &shion  did  she  proceed  to 
question,  and  to  direct  staid  Mr.  Bottlemorc,  my 
father'^s  especial  favourite. 

"  Nothing  but  port  and  sherry  at  the  upper 
table,  did  I  understand  your  ladyship  to  say?*" 
asked  the  demure  voice;  "even  in  the  event  of 
guests.'^ 

"  Do  I  no'  speak  plain,  sirT'  was  the  counter- 
question. 

"  Most  assuredly,  my  lady ;  your  ladyship's 
voice  is  very  distinctly  audible ;  a  trifle  of  difficulty 
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tliere  raay  be,  perhaps,  in  the  expression  of  yoar 
ladyship^s  meaning  occasionally ;  but  with  patience 
and  attention  on  my  part,  that  may,  without  doubt, 
bo  overcome." 

Lady  Flora  looked  delightfully  mystified.  With 
all  his  polite  placidity  of  countenance  and  de- 
meanour, she  evidently  had  a  suspicion  that  Mr. 
Bottlemore  was  laughing  at  her.  As  for  n^e,  I 
could  have  knighted  him  on  the  spot,  had  I  been  a 
sovereign,  and  worn  a  sword.  Under  my  actual 
circumstances,  I  was  obliged  to  content  myself 
by  sitting  silent,  and  playing  with  the  poker. 

Let  her  impression  have  been  what  it  might, 
however,  before  she  next  spoke,  the  Great  Agitator 
had  made  up  Jier  mind  to  pacific  measures  for  the 
moment ;  and  when  the  sly  old  man  inquired,  with 
a  profound  inclination,  whether  her  ladyship  had 
any  further  orders  for  him  before  he  withdrew,  she 
put  the  finishing  stroke  to  her  financial  arrange* 
ments  by  strictly  forbidding  all  wine,  of  whatever 
description,  at  the  housekeeper'*s  table. 

Bottlemore  smiled  quietly,  as  he  remarked  that 
perhaps  her  ladyship  was  not  aware  that,  in  ail  lai^ 
establishments,  this  privilege  was  a  matter  of  course 
at  the  tables  of  the  upper  servants. 

"  Then  the  sooner  yeVe  all  unprivileged  the 
better ;"  angrily  exclaimed  my  mother^s  representa- 
tive ;  '^  a  pack  o*"  lazy  loons  that  are  naVorth  your 
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saat !  Set  ye  up,  forsooth,  with  wine  !  It  shan't 
be  done,  I  say,  while  I  am  mistress  here.  Gude 
save  us  a^ !  wine,  indeed  !  Why,  my  sister  maun 
be  distraught.  Ye  have  my  last  word,  Mr.  Butler 
— no  more  wine  shall  ye  have,  to  sit  guzzling 
o'*er  below  there,  instead  o'*  minding  to  do  your 
business.^ 

"  I  fear,  my  lady,  that  I  must  disobey  your 
ladyship'^s  commands  on  this  subject  f  **  said  the 
placid  individual  she  addressed;  ^^and  not  only 
disobey  them  myself,  but  also  assist  Mrs.  Locksley 
and  the  ladies'*  maids  to  do  the  same.  The  wine, 
my  lady,  is  in  our  agreements.*" 

Again  the  dark,  red  spot  rose  to  the  forehead  of 
Lady  Flora ;  Bottlemore'^s  last  assertion  was  not  to 
be  overruled ;  yet  still,  with  an  obstinacy  which 
spoke  volumes  for  her  nerve,  she  determined  not  to 
be  entirely  baffled ;  and,  accordingly,  assuming  an 
air  of  majestic  authority,  which,  the  subject  con- 
sidered, made  her  look  at  the  moment  exceedingly 
like  the  superannuated  Siddons  of  a  barn-tragedy, 
she  thundered  out,  in  a  voice  which  would  have 
made  itself  audible  amid  the  very  "fury  of  the 
elements  f** 

"  Then,  sir,  ye  maun  drink  Cape  r 

Poor  Bottlemore !  I  think  I  see  him  once  more 
before  me.  He,  whose  &stidious  master  declared 
him  to  be  the  best  judge  of  wine  with  whom  he  had 

C5 


34  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 

ever  come  into  contact  —  never  shall  I  forget  bis 
look  of  blank  amazement.  He  was  several  minutes 
before  he  recovered  the  shock;  but  he  had  no 
sooner  done  so  than,  in  an  accent  of  indignation 
wliich  almost  revenged  the  injured  dignity  of 
Rooksley,  he  exclaimed  boldly  :— 

^^  I  am  proud  to  say,  madam,  that  the  cellars  of 
Mr.  Tilden,  since  I  have  had  control  over  them, 
have  never  been  disgraced  by  the  filthy  compound 
it  has  pleased  your  ladyship  to  mention.  Mr. 
Tilden,  madam,  drinks  wine,  not  drags ;  and  so  do 
all  who  have  the  honour  to  belong  to  him.  I  re- 
gret to  seem  wanting  in  respect  to  your  ladyship ; 
but  this  I  solemnly  declare,  that  I  will  neither  be 
art  nor  part  in  the  purchase  of  any  such  poison, 
uor  will  I  be  held  responsible  for  any  such  proceed- 
mg. 

"^  Hout,  tout,  man,  gie  us  nane  o^  your  din  !*" 
vehemently  broke  in  Lady  Flora ;  ^'  I'^m  just  deaf- 
ened wi**  it.     Can  I  no**  buy  the  wine  mysel  r* 

'^  Certainly,  madam,  if  your  ladyship  also  pur- 
poses to  drink  it  after  it  is  bought  f  said  the  butler 
sturdily ;  '^  but  this  much,  my  lady,  I  most  re- 
spectfully inform  you,  that  not  a  single  cork  shall 
be  drawn  in  Mrs.  Locksley^'s  room ;  nor  shall 
a  drop  be  forced  down  the  throat  of  my  dear 
young  lady  here.**^  Then,  approaching  me  with  the 
greatest  deference,  he  asked,  in  a  low  and  well-bred 
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tone — '*  What  description  of  wine  shall  I  supply 
for  your  use,  madam,  under  the  new  regulation  of 
the  femily  T 

"  I  leave  it  entirely  to  yourself,  my  good  Bottle- 
more  f"  I  fiaid  smilingly ;  only,  pray  do  not  allow 
me  to  be  poisoned.  I  am  too  young  to  be  envious 
of  such  a  fate." 

He  bowed,  and  at  once  left  the  room,  without 
any  further  impediment  from  his  tormentor ;  and 
when  I  had  allowed  him  sufficient  time  to  traverse 
the  gallery,  I  rose  from  my  chair,  and  pausing  for 
a  moment  before  the  chagrined  and  disappointed 
author  of  my  present  mortification,  I  said  slowly 
and  coldly ;  ^^  I  have  borne  all  the  hideous  scene  of 
this  morning,  madam,  in  silence  ;  but  I  can  bear  no 
more ;  and  I  now  leave  you  to  the  pleasant  triumph 
which  you  must  necessarily  feel  after  your  well- 
bred  contention  with  my  father^s  menials.  I  have 
but  one  remark  to  make,  one  piece  of  advice  to 
offer  to  you,  and  I  do  it  emphatically.  Suffer  the 
disgrace  which  you  have  this  day  wilfully  brought 
upon  your  sister  to  suffice ;  believe  me,  it  is  already 
more  than  sufficient ;  and  do  not  venture,  for  your 
own  sake,  to  drive  to  the  county-town  with  the 
Tilden  liveries,  to  make  purchases  which  will 
render  my  family  the  common  laughing-stock  of 
the  neighbourhood.     You  do  not  understand  my 
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father,  or  you  would  not  have  dared  the  imper- 
tinences of  this  morning.'^ 

I  had  no  opportunity  of  ascertaining  the  effect 
of  my  words  ;  for,  when  I  ceased  to  utter  them,  I 
left  the  room  ;  and,  shutting  myself  into  my  own 
oJiauiber,  gave  free  vent  to  the  bitter  feelings  which 
I  liad  so  long  suppressed. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

On  the  following  morning,  immediately  that  t  had 
left  the  break&st-room,  and  was  awaiting  in  the 
saloon — the  wretched-looking,  desolate  apartment 
which,  during  my  mother^s  residence  at  Booksley 
had  always  been  a  scene  of  light  and  movement 
— the  arrival  of  one  of  my  masters,  I  was  in 
my  turn  honoured  with  a  deputation  from  the 
servants'*  hall.  I  sickened  as  I  saw  them  enter,  but 
there  was  no  remedy ;  and,  accordingly,  when  I 
beheld  Mrs.  Locksley  and  Mr.  Bottlemore  respect- 
fully approach  me,  while  the  remainder  of  the 
party  paused  deferentially  just  within  the  door, 
which  they  closed  carefully  after  them,  I  threw 
myself  into  a  seat,  and  abandoned  myself  to  my 
fate. 

I  was  not  left  long  in  suspense  as  to  their  pur- 
pose. Complaints,  loud  and  long ;  expostulations, 
logical  and  earnest ;  and  entreaties,  anxious  and 
emphatic,    were   poured  out  before  me.      '^  Her 
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Scotch  ladyship'*''  was  declared  to  be  more  than 
they  could  bear  up  against  $  she  had  not  left  her 
room  more  than  three  or  four  hoars  before  their 
peculiar  territories  were  invaded,  and  their  ears 
assailed  by  unsavoury  epithets,  which  to  them 
appeared  even  more  obnoxious  from  their  not 
bcin^  able  to  understand  half  their  meaning ;  and 
now  their  supplies  were  to  be  cut  off,  and  the  gar- 
rison to  be  starved  out,  unless  it  pleased  '^  their 
young  lady""  to  come  to  the  rescue. 

^'Only  imagine,  Miss  Tilden,'"  sobbed  out  the 
housekeeper,  when  the  general  grievances  had  been 
laid  before  me ;  ^^  only  imagine,  ma^am,  the  disgraoe 
to  my  situation  and  my  time  of  life,  to  be  followed 
up  and  scolded  at,  like  a  common  kitchen-maid ! 
I  couldnH  live  through  it.  I^m  sure,  it  would 
break  my  heart.  And  then  the  bill  of  fiire  every 
day  for  both  tables,  Miss  Eveleen  !^we  shall  all  be 
starved  before  the  yearns  at  an  end.  Sheep^s 
heads,  with  the  wool  on,  ma^am,  and  cakes  made  of 
oats.  The  coachman  was  the  first  to  declare  that 
he  would  leave  if  they  were  set  before  him ;  for 
he  should  be  a&aid  his  own  horses  would  mn 
over  him  out  of  pure  spite,  if  he  was  guilty  even  of 
tasting  them.  And  if  such  a  prospect  frightened 
Jones,  Miss  Eveleen,  who  is  not  a  man  to  be 
easily  daunted,  only  think  of  their  being  served  up 
to  you  !"'* 
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^*  But,  if  that  were  all/^  broke  in  the  modulated 
tones  of  the  butler,  ^'  it  might  be  got  over,  madam, 
for  it  would  be  a  mere  ease  of  ^take  it  or  leave  it  f 
but  the  wine,  Miss  Eveleen,  is  a  more  serious 
matter.  I  have  already  declared  my  mind  on  the 
subject  to  her  ladyship,  who,  it  seems  to  me  (if  I 
may  say  so  vrithout  disrespect  to  the  family), 
doesn''t  appear  to  understand  clearly  what  she'^s 
about,  and  has  undertaken  more  than  she  can 
manage ;  but  I  can'*t  endure  to  lire  in  this  state  of 
open  rebellion  under  the  roof  of  so  kind  and 
honoured  a  master  ;  and  therefore,  madam — there- 
fore. Miss  Tilden'*'* —  and  here  he  paused  a  moment 
in  order  to  clear  his  throat,  and  render  the  utterance 
of  what  he  still  had  to  say  less  difficult ;  ^'  there- 
fore I  have  consented,  in  the  name  of  all  the  esta- 
blishment (including  the  out-door  servants),  to  wait 
upon  you  for  the  purpose  of  entreating  your  inter- 
ference 5  or,  in  the  event  of  your  refosing  it,  to 
inform  you  of  our  intention  to  quit  Mr.  Tilden**s 
service,  although  we  are  all  grateful  for  the  past, 
and  shall  at  all  times  be  happy  to  acknowledge 
that  we  shall  never  find  a  better  than  it  wm^ 

Here  the  phalanx  of  men  and  maids  upon  the 
threshold  performed  divers  shame&ced  and  awk- 
ward salutations. 

^^  As  for  myself,"*^  continued  the  spokesman,  at  the 
close  of  this  pantomime ;  ^^  I  never  thought  to  have 
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had  to  look  for  another  home.  I  hoped  to  live 
and  die  in  the  &mily.  But  to  be  told  to  lay  in  a 
stock  of  Gape  wine  at  the  chief  town  of  the  very 
county  for  which  my  master  aits  in  parliament, 
and  where  he  has  always  spent  his  money  like  a 
prince,  as  indeed  he  is  in  his  heart,  it^s  more  than 
I  can  do  !  To  go  and  disgrace  both  him  and  my- 
self before  a  parcel  of  backbiting  people,  that  have 
always  looked  up  to  us  !^t  cau'^t  be  done  with 
any  consistency ;  and  so,  my  dear  young  lady,  as 
I  said  before,  Fd  rather  go  than  be  guilty  of  it.^ 

Here  the  worthy  man  brushed  his  handkerchief 
across  his  eyes,  and  shook  his  head  so  porten- 
tously that  he  made  the  powder  fly  in  all  di- 
rections. 

'^  My  complaint  is  altogether  the  same,  ma^am  f^ 
said  the  lachrymose  housekeeper,  as  she  thrust  her 
hand  into  her  capacious  pocket  in  search  of  a  similar 
piece  of  drapery. 

'^  Indeed !  my  trusty  Locksley,^  I  said  with  a 
smile ;  ^'  and  were  you  also  commanded  to  drive  to 
the  county  town  for  a  stock  of  Gape  V 

^*  No,  ma^am — no.  Miss  Ereleen  f  ^  was  the  plain- 
tive reply,  as  the  tears  rolled  down  her  smooth 
and  comely  cheeks  ;  '^  Mine  was  even  worse,  fitf 
worse— sheep^s  heads,  with  the  wool  on,  twice  a 
week.  It  would  ruin  us  all  in  the  village  5  and, 
like  Mr.  Bottlemore,  Td  rather  go.^ 
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"  My  good  people,"*"  I  said,  as  I  rose  from  the 
sofa,  dirided  between  amusement  and  annoyance, 
^'  yon  most  all  be  well  aware  that  I  am  still  too 
young  for  the  exerci«3e  of  such  an  act  of  authority 
as  that  of  changing  the  whole  establishment  of  my 
father^s  house.  You  know  also,  that  I  am  now 
daily  expecting  his  arrival ;  and  I  am  quite  sure 
that  your  wrongs  will  only  require  to  be  known  to ' 
him,  to  be  at  once  redressed.  Is  not  this  rea- 
sonable f 

An  affirmative  salutation  was  the  reply. 

"  So  (ur  well  f**  I  continued ;  "  but  to  thus  much 
I  pledge  myself,  that  should  his  visit  be  by  any 
chance  delayed,  I  will  myself  write  and  inform  him 
of  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case."*" 

A  murmur  of  approbation  greeted  the  promise. 

'^  This  is  not  the  first  time,  you  are  aware,  Mrs. 
Locksley,'*'*  I  pursued,  "  that  I  have  been  informed 
of  similar  intentions,  although  never  before  of  a 
general  intention  of  leaving  Booksley,  on  the  part 
of  some  of  your  subordinates ;  and  the  plea  was, 
on  those  occasions,  if  I  remember  rightly,  the  dull 
monotony  and  perpetual  quiet  of  the  place,  under  a 
mistress  of  fifteen,  who  had  not  the  power  to  give 
it  greater  animation.  Do  not  believe  that  I  am  in- 
sensible to  your  present  annoyance,  when  I  remind 
you  of  a  fable  with  which  you  must  be  familiar ; 
and  in  which,  tired  of  the  ease  and  liberty  of  a 
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commonwealth,  the  frogs  petitioned  Japiter  for  a 
king,  who  in  pity  of  their  ignorance  cast  a  log  of 
wood  into  the  lake,  and  bade  them  receive  their 
sovereign.  For  a  time  the  sight  of  this  hage  mass 
floating  upon  the  sorfisM^  of  the  water  sufficed  to 
amuse  them — they  had  the  semblance  of  a  monarch, 
and  were  content  ;  but,  ere  long,  as  they  expe- 
rienced no  interference  from  his  placid  majesty, 
and  that  his  possession  had  left  them  in  precisely 
the  same  condition  of  ease  and  freedom  as  formerly, 
they  complained  that  Jove  had  jested  with  them, 
and  renewed  their  supplications.  This  time  they 
had  their  wish — King  Stork  appeared  upon  the 
borders  of  the  lake,  and  so  assiduously  devoured 
such  of  Iiis  living  subjects  as  chanced  to  fall  into 
his  way,  that  the  diminished  remainder  were 
afraid  to  put  their  noses  above  water ;  and  such  as 
did  contrive  to  escape  during  the  brief  intervals 
when  his  majesty  had  ovei^rged  himself,  hastened 
to  emigrate  to  another  sheet  of  water,  where  they 
might  regain  the  quiet  they  had  lost.^ 

At  this  moment  some  one'knocked  at  the  door, 
and  a  groom  extended  to  the  footman  by  whom  it 
was  opened  a  letter  which  had  just  arrived  for  me, 
and  which  was  superscribed  ^'  Immediate.'^ 

I  lost  not  a  moment  in  breakingt  he  seal,  and  the 
servants  had  not  yet  quitted  the  room,  when,  with 
a  piercing  scream,  I  fell  senseless  to  the  floor. 
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When  I  recovered  consciousness  I  found  myself 
lying  upon  a  sofe,  and  tended  by  the  housekeeper 
and  Josephine.  My  first  movement  was  to  motion 
them  to  close  the  blinds — I  could  not  bear  the 
light ;  and  then  I  again  sank  back  in  an  agony  of 
grief,  and  buried  my  face  among  the  cushions. 

'*  Pour  Vamowr  de  la  Sainte  Vierge  I  Mademoi- 
selle, tell  us  what  is  the  matter  f*  exclaimed  the 
kneeling  Josephine. 

"  For  pity'*s  sake  let  us  know  the  worst  I""*  en- 
treated Mrs.  Locksley. 

"  Bead  I"*"*  I  exclaimed,  suddenly  raising  my 
head,  and  pointing  to  the  &tal  letter,  which  still 
remained  where  it  had  fallen  froin  my  hand,  '^  read, 
and  aloud,  that  my  heart  may  break  at  once  !"''  I 
was  obeyed.  It  was  written  by  my  father^s  body- 
servant,  and  its  contents  were  these : — 

"  Grosvenor  Square,  Thursday. 
^^  Madam, 

"  By  desire  of  her  ladyship,  I  write  to  in- 
form you  of  the  dreadful  calamity  which  ha^t  taken 
place  in  the  family,  and  I  have  instructions  to  re- 
quest that  you  will  immediately  communicate  the 
mournful  tidings  to  Miss  Adela  Tilden  and  the 
Lady  Flora  Glenfillan.  We  are  all  in  a  state  of 
the  greatest  grief,  and  seem  to  feel  more  every 
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hour  the  value  of  him  that  we  have  lost.  Mj 
honoured  master  is  uo  more.  After  speaking  for 
upwards  of  an  hour  in  the  House,  which  was  very 
close  and  crowded,  Mr.  Tilden,  in  order  to  refresh 
himself  after  his  exertion,  dismissed  the  carriage, 
and  determined  to  walk  home.  He  took  cold; 
but,  as  the  question  in  which  he  felt  so  much 
interest  was  still  before  the  House,  he  could  not  be 
prevailed  upon  to  absent  himself;  and  so,  from  bad 
he  rapidly  became  worse,  and  died  on  the  fifth  day 
(yesterday)  of  pleurisy.  The  deceased  is  to  be  in- 
terred in  ten  days  after  that  of  his  demise  ;  and  I  am 
sure  it  will  be  a  great  consolation  to  you,  madam, 
to  know  that  the  Premier,  and  nearly  all  his 
Majesty'^s  ministers,  will  attend  the  ftineral ;  and 
as  regards  the  nobility,  we  have  already  sixty  car- 
riages upon  our  list.  This,  madam,  as  you  may 
believe,  is  very  comforting  to  her  ladyship,  who  is 
as  well  as  can  be  expected,  but  lias  neither  time 
nor  spirits  to  write  herself  as  yet.  Af  y  lady  in- 
structs me  to  say,  that  directly  the  last  honoois 
are  paid  to  my  poor  master  she  shall  set  uff  post 
for  Booksley,  where  she  desires  that  Mrs.  Locksley 
will  have  Mr.  Tilden^s  private  sitting-room  hung 
with  black  before  Sunday  next ;  it  is  to  be  done 
precisely  after  the  plan  of  which  I  have  the  honour 
to  enclose  a  sketch,  and  which  was  approved  by 
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her  ladyship  for  the  principal  drawing-roora  in 
Grosvenor  Square.  I  have  no  fiirther  instructions, 
and  therefore  subscribe  myself, 

^^  Madam, 
"  Your  most  obedient  humble  servant, 

"  John  Dale.**" 

And  this  was  all !  My  father,  my  fond  but  ill- 
requited  father  was  dead — was  in  a  few  brief  days 
to  be  carried  to  his  grave — and  I  knew  no  more  ! 
I  cannot  describe  the  agony  of  my  grief,  the  an- 
guish of  my  remorse.  Every  detail  of  the  past  rose 
up  before  me ;  and  the  hopes  which  I  had  almost 
unconsciously  formed  for  the  future,  and  in  which 
the  figure  of  my  father  had  been  ever  prominent, 
mingled  with  the  bitterness  of  my  soul.  I  ceased  to 
weep.  PA  deeper  and  sterner  feeling  took  possession 
of  me.  I  should  be  henceforth  alone.  My  mother 
had  ceased  to  love  me— my  sister  had  never  done  so ; 
even  my  last-acquired  friend— even  Lady  0'*Hal- 
loran  herself — although  delegated  by  that  very  fa- 
ther whom  I  had  now  lost  to  cheriiA  and  protect 
me,  and  who  had  taught  me  to  love  and  to  cling  to 
him  as  I  had  never  before  done — she  had  already 
given  symptoms  of  preferring  a  stranger  to  myself. 
I  was  bewildered  by  the  extent  of  my  misfortune. 
I  thought  with  contemptuous  pity  of  the  poor  and 
futile  distinctions  to  the  dead,  which  had  already 
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helped  to  afford  consolation  to  Lady  Madelain< 
to  his  widow — whom  he  had  surrounded  with  opu- 
lence and  honour ;  and  then  I  remembered,  as  if 
in  contrast  to  these,  the  fresh  flowers  with  which  I 
had  each  morning,  since  his  expected  arrival 
fondly  decorated  his  room,  in  order  that  he  might 
breathe  their  welcome  upon  his  very  entrance — a 
welcome  which  he  was  never  more  to  experience 
beneath  his  own  roof. 

Profound   and  heartfelt  grief  lingers  willingly 
over  details  like  these ;  they  are  the  stones  which 
the  spirit  piles  upon  the  cairns  of  the  departed. 
For  all  other  sorrows  there  is  consolation — ^in  all 
other  trials  there  is  hope ;  but  on  this  earth  there 
is   none   for   death.      It   comes   boldly,  suddenly 
before  us,  and  defies  all  remedy.      I  had  heard 
more,  I  had  spoken  more,  and,  above  all,   I  had 
thought  more,  of  my  &ther  during  the  last  few 
mouths  than  I  had  ever  before  done.    I  had  strivm 
to  bring  his  image  before  me  incessantly.     I  had 
treasured  up   every  evidence   of  his  taste,  every 
shade  of  his  character,  in  order  to  form  my  own 
after  that  model.     I  had  made  his  fifcvourite  apart- 
ment my  refuge,  when  vexation  and  annoyance  had 
wounded  my  spirit ;  I  had  accustomed  myself  in 
its  genial  solitude  to  review  the  folly,  the  coldness 
of  my  ungrateful  girlhood  to  the  only  being  who 
really  loved  me  for  myself;  and  there  had  I  shed 
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those  regretfiil  but  soothing  tears  which,  sum- 
moned by  sorrow  for  the  past,  inspire  better  reso- 
lutions for  the  future.  And  all  had  been  too  late  ! 
I  had  sought  strength  only  of  myself;  I  had  never 
learned  that  without  higher  and  holier  assistance  I 
was  powerless,  nor  did  I  feel  it  even  now.  My 
sole  sensation  was  one  of  grief  and  wrong.  Others, 
many  others,  were  beloved  by  scores  of  tender  rela- 
tives and  friends  ;  I  had  but  one,  and  even  he  was 
taken  from  me — taken,  too,  just  at  the  moment 
when  I  was  prepared  to  pour  out  before  him  the 
iong-hoarded  treasure  of  my  filial  affection  ;  I  had 
no  consolation — none  ! 

Let  no  one  imagine  this  description  of  my  first 
orrief  to  be  exacrnrerated.  Let  them  rather  search 
into  human  nature,  and  admit  its  truth.  As  I 
now  look  back,  I  cannot  contemplate  it  with  the 
same  complacency  as  I  did  even  in  the  earlier 
period  of  my  sorrowing.  I  had  learned  to  love 
my  father  with  a  fervour  which  bordered  on 
romance — to  feel  proud  alike  of  his  talents  and  of 
his  virtues — to  experience  gratitude  for  the  neg- 
lected tenderness  which  he  had  lavished  on  me  in 
my  childhood,  and  to  form  hearty  resolutions  of 
reluming  it  tenfold  in  the  time  to  come.  But, 
alas  !  I  now  see  what  I  did  not  then  even  suspect. 
All  the  tears  which  I  so  passionately  shed  did  not 
embalm  the   memory  of  my  father.     Many,  too 
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The  feeling  of  Adela  were  more  extraordinary 
and  inexplicable.  There  were  moments  when  her 
depression  was  so  great,  that  she  could  not  endure 
any  companionship  ;  and  would  rush  abruptly  from 
the  presence  of  every  one,  and  shut  herself  into 
her  room  for  hours.  On  her  re-appearance,  there 
was  no  mistaking  the  agony  in  which  the  interval 
had  been  passed :  her  eyes  were  swollen  with  weep- 
ing, and  her  cheeks  pale  and  sunken  ;  and  yet,  at 
timeSf  she  rallied  so  wonderfully  as  to  display  more 
bodily  and  mental  energy  than  I  had  ever  before 
believed  her  to  possess.  She  produced  upon  me  the 
effect  of  a  person  who  had  suddenly  flung  ofi"  a 
heavy  weight,  and  who  experienced  some  great  and 
hidden  relief. 

The  first  occasion  upon  which  we  had  ever  spoken 
together  with  the  confidence  and  affection  of  rela- 
tives— I  dare  not  say  of  sisters — was  on  the  even- 
ing of  the  day  when  the  fatal  news  reached  us.  I 
had  desired  that  no  one  should  disturb  me ;  and 
hour  after  hour  had  passed,  as  I  lay  silent  and 
almost  motionless  upon  my  bo&,  sunk  in  those  sad 
and  bitter  thou^rhts  which  I  have  endeavoured  to 
describe.  The  sun  had  set  unheeded ;  the  twilight 
h%d  faded  into  darkness ;  and  to  me  there  had 
seemed  no  change.  I  was  absorbed  in  my  own 
anguish,  when  I  distinctly  heard  a  light  stroke  upon 
the  door,  but  I  was  too  listless  in  my  misery  to 
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duties  delegated  to  us  which  we  must  perforin.    Our 
father^s  room — " 

"  He  will  never,  never  occupy  it  more !  '*''  I 
exclaimed  in  a  fresh  paroxysm  of  grief — *  Adela, 
Adela,  we  have  lost  our  best  friend  ! '' 

"  I  know  it — I  feel  it  f"  replied  my  sister,  in  the 
same  low  and  firm  tone  as  she  had  hitherto  spoken  ; 
^^  perhaps  our  only  one.  But  it  is  not  in  order  to 
aggravate  your  regrets  that  I  am  here.  You  have 
the  key  that  is  needed,  Eveleen ;  there  was  no 
means  of  ingress  without  an  application  to  yourself. 
There  are  strangers  in  the  house,  who— who  " — she 
struggled  with  her  emotion,  as  a  convulsive  shudder 
made  me  tremble  in  every  limb ;  and  then  added 
hastily,  as  though  she  feared  that  she  could  not 
much  longer  restrain  her  tears — ''  and  Lady  Flora 
is  already  with  them,  and  will  superintend  every- 
thing, if  you  will  send  her  the  key." 

'^  I  thank  you,  Adela ;"  I  said,  with  a  sudden 
calmness  for  which  I  could  not  account  even  to 
myself ;  ^'  there  are,  indeed,  duties  delegated  to  us. 
You  know  how  carefully,  how  reverently  I  have 
hitherto  guarded  that,  to  me,  sacred  spot  from  the 
pollution  of  a  stranger's  curiosity.  I  will  do  so 
still.  You  have,  indeed,  performed  a  sister's  part 
towards  me  to-night — complete  it  now.  Withdraw 
Lady  Flora  &om  the  gallery ;  her  services  are  not 
needed,  nor  can  they  be  either  accepted  or  per- 
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iiiittcd.     I  would  rather  not  meet  her  yet — nor 

Adela  looked  steadily  at  me  for  a  momeDt,  and 
then,  taking  up  her  lamp,  left  the  room.  I  required 
a  few  moments  to  compose  myself,  and  to  prepare 
tor  the  dismal  and  trying  duty  which  I  had  refused 
to  transfer  to  another ;  and  ere  I  had  well  sac- 
cc'eded,  Jos^'phinc  appeared  with  a  light,  which  she 
})laced  upon  a  console  near  the  door,  and  instantly 
withdrew.  I  walked  slowly  towards  it,  lifted  it, 
and  stood  quietly  until  I  found  that  I  could  carry  it 
with  a  steady  clasp  ;  and  then,  having  steeped  uiy 
Ihinds  and  face  in  Hungary  water,  I  passed  out  into 
the  gallery. 

A  confused  murmur  of  hoarse  whisperings  fell 
on  my  ear  as  I  advanced,  and  I  soon  stood  opposite 
the  impatient  group  who  were  to  drape  the  apart- 
ment of  my  father  in  its  lugubrious  trappings.  As 
1  stopped  before  them,  all  the  servants  whom 
curiosity  or  interest  had  attracted  to  the  spot 
silently  retired,  save  the  butler ;  who,  drowned  iu 
tears,  had  not  yet  perceived  my  arrival. 

"  Bottlemore,'*''  I  said  firmly ;  "  where  is  the  en- 
closure of  Lady  Madelaine'^s  letter  V 

Ho  tendered  it  silently,  and  without  raising  his 
eves. 

^^  Here,  gentlemen,  is  tlie  task  which  you  have  to 
perform.     Can  it  be  accomplished  to-night  V 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  53 

^^  I  fear  it^^s  impossible,  miss  ;'^  said  he  who 
appeared  to  be  the  leader,  and  who  was  exhausting 
himself  in  reverences,  each  lower  than  the  last, 
amid  bales  and  packages  all  rolled  in  black  wrap- 
pers, and  looking  like  a  group  of  coffins  waiting  for 
interment,  as  they  lay  huddled  together  in  the 
dusky  light ;  "  unless,  indeed,  we  worked  till  morn- 
ing ;  but  then,  nightwork  is  double  pay.*" 

"  Let  it  be  done  ;^  said  I,  as  I  drew  out  the  key 
and  opened  the  door ;  ^^  such  a  scene  would  be  diffi- 
cult to  bear  twice.*" 

My  foot  was  already  on  the  threshold,  when  I 
suddenly  started  back  with  a  slight  scream,  and 
clung  to  Bottlemore,  who  was  following  closely 
behind  me. 

*•*  Madam,  dear  Miss  Eveleen,  what  have  you 
seen  f  inquired  the  faithful  old  man,  as  he  strove 
to  look  over  my  shoulder,  while  the  sable-clad  func- 
tionaries in  his  rear  endeavoured  in  vain  to  discover 
the  cause  of  my  panic,  for  the  second  battant  of  the 
door  was  still  unopened,  and  the  butler  and  myself 
had  filled  the  vacant  space. 

In  an  instant  I  recovered  myself.  I  was 
ashamed  of  my  folly,  although  I  still  trembled  from 
its  effects.  As  I  before  stated,  I  had  taken  no 
heed  of  time,  and  was  not  aware  that  it  had  pro- 
gressed so  rapidly.  The  moon,  then  at  its  full, 
was  pouring  a  flood  of  light  over  the  room ;  and  as 
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the  door  gave  way  under  mj  hand,  a  stream  of 
cold  air  swept  like  an  icy  breath  across  my  fi^e, 
while  the  draperies  of  the  curtains  flapped  heavily, 
with  a  dull  and  smothered  sound.  In  my  excited 
state  of  mind,  it  was  not  wonderful  that  I  ?raB 
startled;  but  my  surprise  was  still  further  in- 
creased, when,  on  entering  the  room,  and  advancing 
towards  the  marble  table  which  occupied  the  centre 
of  the  floor,  I  saw  the  magnificent  exotic  flowers 
which  I  had  collected  from  the  conservatories  only 
that  morning  lying  scattered  and  withering  beside 
the  overturned  vase  which  had  contained  them. 
As  I  was  about  to  utter  an  exclamation,  something 
suddenly  rose  from  the  floor  beside  me,  and  with  a 
rushing  noise  made  for  the  moonlighted  window, 
and  beat  itself  heavily  against  the  glass.  All  was 
instantly  explained.  It  was  a  wood-pigeon,  which, 
probably  pursued  by  a  hawk,  had  found  an  en- 
trance, by  some  means,  into  the  apartment.  But 
how  i  That  enigma  also  was  soon  solved,  by  one 
of  the  workmen  discovering  a  broken  pane  of  glass 
in  the  centre  window. 

All  these  trifling  fiMts,  simple  as  they  seemed, 
nevertheless  perplexed  me  greatly.  That  no  acci- 
dent of  the  sort  had  taken  place  until  long  past 
noon,  I  was  well  aware;  for,  after  having  com- 
pleted my  floral  offering  to  my  Bsither,  I  had  re- 
mained for  several  hours  reading  and  musing  in  his 
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apartment.  I  felt  that,  weak  as  it  seemed,  my 
nerves  were  now  too  much  shaken  to  admit  of  my 
following  np  the  trying  duty  which  I  had  been 
about  to  perform ;  and  when  I  saw  the  cold  and 
business-like  proceedings  of  the  callous  men  about 
me,  and  beheld  the  floor  and  furniture  heaped  with 
sable  masses  which  appeared  to  my  excited  senses  to 
have  a  death-scent  hanging  about  them,  I  could  con- 
tend no  longer ;  but  hurriedly  desiring  Bottlemore 
to  take  the  whole  direction  upon  himself;  not  to 
suffer  a  soul  save  my  sister  Adela,  no  matter 
whom,  to  enter  except  the  workmen  ;  and  to  bring 
me  the  key,  which  I  would  await  in  my  dressing- 
room,  the  instant  they  had  departed,  I  hurriedly 
retired.  I  felt  the  necessity  of  once  more  being 
alone ;  and,  as  I  closed  the  door  of  my  chamber 
behind  me,  I  again  flung  myself  into  a  seat,  to 
mourn  in  bitterness,  and,  if  possible,  to  weep. 
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strangers  ;  and  thus  I  sat,  hour  after  hour,  nursing 
my  sad  and  bitter  thoughts :  now  weeping  over  my 
sudden  and  irreparable  loss,  now  asking  myself 
what  would  be  my  future  fate  under  the  guidance 
and  authority  of  such  a  mother  as  Lady  Madelaine. 
Daylight  came  creeping,  dull  and  cheerless, 
through  the  windows  of  my  room  ;  in  the  confusion 
consequent  upon  the  fatal  event  which  had  occurred, 
the  curtains  had  been  left  undrawn  ;  and,  as  I  had 
refused  all  attendance,  the  omission  had  escaped 
notice.  I  saw,  therefore,  for  the  first  time,  the 
dreary  contest  between  light  and  darkness  which 
ever  precedes  a  new  day.  I  involuntarily  rose 
and  looked  out,  for  the  scene  was  consonant  to  my 
then  state  of  feeling.  Poets  have  sung  brightly 
of  the  birth  of  day,  and  they  are  well  borne  out  by 
the  glories  of  a  rising  sun  ;  but,  before  the  roseate 
and  golden  splendour  of  this  fskir  vision  can  be 
enjoyed,  the  watcher  must  first  undergo  the  sad- 
dening and  dreary  spectacle  of  the  morning  twi- 
light ;  and  it  was  upon  this  that  I  stood  and  gazed 
at  that  melancholy  moment.  As  the  light  broke, 
a  cold  shiver  crept  over  my  firame,  and  I  drew  my 
shawl  more  closely  about  me ;  everything  upon  whi^ 
I  looked  partook  of  the  same  chilling  character  ;  a 
mass  of  wreathing  mists  overhung  the  surface  of 
the  lake,  and  dispersed  slowly  and  sullenly,  as  if 
reluctant   to   disclose  its   limpid    beauties.      The 
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dew  hnng  heavily  upon  the  trees,  and  at  intervalfl 
fell  in  large  drops  to  the  earth,  like  tears  wrung 
from  a  suffering  spirit.  The  flowers  were  still 
closed  ;  the  sky  was  louring  and  leaden  ;  and  even 
the  wind,  as  it  swept  by,  moaned  as  though  it 
bewailed  the  comfortless  aspect  of  the  objects  by 
which  it  was  surrounded.  The  light,  in  oold  and 
quivering  streaks,  looking  in  their  dull  setting  like 
lances  of  polished  steel,  by  slow  degrees  pierced 
through  the  dark  vapours ;  and,  lengthening  and 
broadening  into  warmer  beauty,  eventually  took  a 
glow  and  a  glory  which  foretold  the  coming  of  the 
mighty  orb  tliat  was  about  to  flood  the  earth  with 
warmth  and  radiance. 

I  instinctively  closed  my  eyes.  My  sympathies 
were  no  longer  with  the  scene  before  me.  The 
sun  was  again  rising  to  gladden  the  earth — ^my 
hope  was  still  buried.  There  was  no  longer  any 
thing  in  common  between  us  ;  and  I  was  in  the  act 
of  letting  fall  the  heavy  curtains,  in  order  once 
more  to  shroud  myself  in  darkness,  when  I  heard 
the  sound  of  footsteps  approaching  my  room,  and 
immediately  afterwards  a  cautious  stroke  upon  the 
door.  As  I  replied  to  the  signal  for  admission, 
Bottlemore  opened  it  quietly,  and  moved  to- 
wards me. 

^^  Is  all  completed  T  I  asked. 

^^  Not  yet,  madam  ;^  he  replied  in  a  suppressed 
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Toice :  "  though  every  thing  is  in  active  progreea, 
and  exactly  according  to  the  instructions ;  but  this, 
my  dear  young  lady,  is  not  my  errand.  I  have 
thought  it  my  duty  — ^  Here  he  paused — looked 
embarrassed,  and  then  glanced  from  me  to  a  small 
parcel  which  he  held  in  his  hand. 

"  Whatever  it  may  be,  if  you  feel  that  your 
duty  requires  it  of  you,  do  it  fearlessly  i^  I  said, 
totally  indifferent  to  every  subject  save  that  by 
which  I  was  absorbed. 

''  I  have  discovered  the  cause  of  the  broken 
window  f "  resumed  the  butler,  still  evidently  ill  at 
ease  ;  ^^  I  have  brought  it  to  you,  madam ;  it  is 
indeed  addressed  to  you.'' 

^^  To  me  !''  I  exclaimed,  as  I  extended  my  hand 
tremblingly  to  receive  it.  "  What  can  this  mean, 
Bottlemore  V 

The  man  shook  his  head.  He  had  probably 
asked  himself  the  same  question  more  than  once 
since  the  mysterious  missile  came  into  his  pos- 
session. 

The  parcel,  although  small,  was  heavy ;  and  as 
I  eagerly  carried  it  to  the  window,  where  the  light 
had  become  sufficiently  strong  to  enable  me  easily 
to  trace  the  superscription,  I  found  that  it  was,  as 
he  had  said,  directed  to  myself.  I  became  much 
agitated  ;  and  as  I  tore  it  open,  the  curtain  which  I 
had  hitherto  held  back  with  my  hand  fell  behind 
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"  and  at  such  a  moment,  too  !  But  you  say 
rightly,  my  dear  young  lady ;  we  have  now  no  time 
for  fooleries  like  these.  Before  long,  perhaps—^' 
and  he  paused  as  I  had  done,  made  a  low  bow,  and 
retired.  If  he  felt  any  suspicion  that  he  had  been 
mystified,  he  at  least  looked  none. 

And  now  I  was  again  alone.  The  blood  was 
burning  oyer  brow  and  bosom.  I  remained  motion- 
less—undetermined^-with  my  gaze  fastened  upon 
the  curtain  behind  which  lay  the  letter  that  I  had 
flung  down  when  I  emerged  to  dismiss  Bottlemore. 
For  the  moment  I  had  forgotten  all — my  dead 
father — the  approaching  arrival  of  my  mother — the 
clouds  which  had  gathered  around  my  future 
destiny.  I  remembered  nothing  save  myself  and 
Devereux — ^the  Devereux  whom  I  had  loved,  and 
by  whom  I  had  been  beloved  in  my  turn.  He  was 
here  then — breathing  the  same  air — looking  upon 
the  same  Ught.  Here ! — ^but  at  what  a  moment ! 
Deep  shame  came  upon  me.  The  remembrance  of 
my  loss — a  loss  yet  known  to  me  only  a  few  hours- 
made  me  recoil  with  disgust  from  my  own  selfish- 
ness ;  but  the  feeling  did  not  last  long — it  could 
not.  The  very  memory  that  I  had  »no  longer  a 
fisither — ^that  I  should  hereaft'Or  be  the  tool,  and 
perhaps  the  victim,  of  the  unloving  rule  of  an 
estranged  and  careless  mother — that  I  was,  morally 
at  least,  an  orphan — and  that,  without  other  sup- 
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port,  I  was  helpless,  soon  reconciled  me  with 
myself.  Moreover,  there  was  a  tinge  of  romance  in 
the  whole  affair,  which  doubtlessly,  although  I  was 
at  the  moment  unconscious  of  its  influence,  served 
not  a  little  to  silence  my  self-accusations. 

The  time  went  by  so  rapidly  during  this  mental 
conflict,  that,  before  I  had  decided  on  reading  the 
letter,  and  ascertaining  its  purpose,  Bottlemore  was 
once  more  at  my  door  to  intimate  that  the  funereal 
fomiture  of  my  father''s  apartment  was  completed ; 
and  to  urge  me  respectfully  to  visit  it  in  his  pre- 
sence, in  order  tliat  he  might,  after  obtaining  my 
sanction,  dismiss  the  workmen.  I  extended  my 
hand  for  the  key,  but  declined  the  invitation. 
"  Dislhiss  them  on  your  own  responsibility ;""  I 
said ;  '^  I  know  that  I  can  trust  you.  I  dare  not 
trust  myself  yet.  I  have  undergone  much,  too 
much  within  the  last  few  hours.  I  need  rest  before 
I  can  venture  upon  such  a  visit.**^ 

'^  But  will  you  really  take  the  rest  that  you  re- 
quire, my  dear  young  lady  f*  asked  the  worthy  old 
man.  ^^  You  are  indeed  beaten  down  by  your 
grief;  and  no  wonder.  Miss  Eveleen,  no  wonder ! 
Ah,  we  shall  all  soon  better  understand  what  we 
have  lost.  We  never  made  enough  of  him  when  he 
was  here,  but  we  shall  have  time  enough  to  mourn 
him — time  enough  and  cause  enough,  firom  the 
highest  to  the  lowest.'*'' 
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Subdued  as  I  preyiously  was  by  conflicting  emo- 
tions, this  generous  and  impulsive  burst  of  sorrow 
completely  overcame  me.  It  unlocked  mj  tears, 
and  once  again  I  found  relief. 

"  Leave  me,  my  worthy  friend  ]"  I  sobbed  with 
difficulty ;  and,  all  my  haughtiness  levelled  for  the 
moment  by  this  common  demonstration  of  a  com- 
mon grief,  I  extended  my  hand  to  the  &ithful 
&vourite  of  my  father,  who  pressed  his  lips  reve- 
rentially upon  it,  and  then  silently  disappeared. 

No  !  I  had  said  rightly ;  I  could  not  accompany 
him  to  the  death-chamber^I  dared  not.  It  would 
have  seemed  to  me  like  sacrilege  to  have  intruded 
there  when  I  had  so  recently  loosened  my  grasp  of 
Devereux'^s  letter,  with  feelings  all-absorbed  in  its 
receipt.  No — this  I  could  not  do.  There  was  a 
short  interval  of  tumult  in  the  gallery.  The 
strangers  were  departing.  I  then  heard  the  crush- 
ing sound  of  wheels  upon  the  gravel ;  this  soon 
died  away  also,  and  then  all  was  silence  both  with- 
out and  within  the  house.  I  flung  open  a  window 
— it  was  not  that  beneath  which  the  letter  lay — 
and  the  sweet,  soft  air  of  the  early  morning  came 
upon  me  like  incense.  All  upon  which  I  looked 
was  glowing  with  freshness  and  beauty.  The  lake- 
ripple  danced  with  its  silver  feet  joyously  in  the 
sunshine,  to  the  music  of  the  fresh  breeze  that  bore 
it  company ;  the  flowers  had  all  opened  their  cups, 
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and  the  bees  and  butterflies  were  sipping  their 
morning-draughts  from  the  jewelled  chalices ;  while 
the  birds,  Heaven'^s  own  chojsen  choir,  were  ringing 
their  matins  in  notes  which  seemed  to  invite  all 
nature  to  join  in  their  hallelujahs.  A  change  had 
come  over  the  whole  earth,  yet  I  shrank  from  it  no 
longer.  I  was  still  in  tears — still  sorrowing — but 
a  sun  had  risen  in  my  heart,  which  had  wrought 
its  own  change  also. 

And  still  the  letter  lay  where  I  had  cast  it  down. 

I  do  not  remember  the  course  of  my  thoughts 
during  the  hours  that  I  sat,  silent  and  motionless, 
beside  that  open  window.  I  believe  that  at  intervals 
I  could  not  strictly  be  said  to  think  at  all.  My  brain 
whirled  from  ovcr-cxertion,  and  induced  that  phy- 
sical apathy  which  makes  us  shrink  from  Airther 
efforts ;  and^  in  this  way,  also,  do  I  account  for  the 
length  of  time  which  I  suffered  to  elapse  before  I 
determined  on  the  perusal  of  Devereux^s  letter.  I 
knew  that  it  lay  near  me;  that  I  could  possess 
mvself  of  it  in  an  instant ;  and  I  was  satisfied  with 
this  conviction.  He  had  not  forgotten  me ;  that 
was  enough  for  the  present  moment.  Like  the 
crater  of  a  volcano,  which  trembles  for  a  time  after 
the  violence  of  the  explosion  is  past,  so  did  I  suffer 
from  the  shock  of  the  blow  I  had  experienced,  and 
helplessly  yield  myself  up  to  its  latent  effects.  Yet, 
despite  the  intensity  of  my  first  anguish,  a  feeling 
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of  calm  had  stolen  over  me,  which  had  soothed  me 
into  quietude ;  and,  for  awhile,  this  alone  was  almost 
happiness.  There  was  no  jarring  influence  either 
within  or  about  me.  I  was  dreaming  a  waking 
dream,  in  which  occasionally  I  was  so  mentally 
annihilated  that  I  was  unconscious  even  of  my  own 
existence. 

But  this  state  of  things  could  not  last  for  ever. 
The  new  day  brings  its  claims  and  its  duties  to  all 
classes  of  society.  I  was  recalled  to  myself  by 
passing  footsteps  and  answering  voices.  With  some 
difficulty  I  overcame  my  reluctance  to  terminate 
my  solitude,  and  to  return,  as  it  appeared  at  the 
moment,  into  life  ;  but  I  knew  that  I  had  no  alter- 
native ;  so,  gathering  up  the  long-neglected  letter, 
I  locked  it  away  carefully  in  my  desk,  without 
hazarding  one  glance  at  its  contents,  and  rang  for 
Josephine. 


66  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 


CHAPTER  VI. 

It  was  not  until  I  began  to  exert  myself,  and 
had  gone  through  the  weariness  of  another  toilette, 
that  I  discovered  the  extent  of  my  &tigae.  As  I 
glanced  into  the  dressing-glass,  I  scarcely  knew 
myself;  my  eyes  were  dull  and  heavy,  my  cheeks 
and  lips  colourless,  and  my  whole  countenance 
swollen  and  disfigured.  ^^And  this  is  then  the 
work  of  grief  f^  I  murmured  to  myself;  ^'  this  is  all 
the  opposition  which  youth  and  beauty  can  offer  to 
the  sorrows  and  trials  of  the  world.^  My  vanity 
was  humbled  by  the  conviction.  I  had  never  un- 
derstood, until  I  became  myself  the  proof,  that  a 
few  hours  could  have  wrought  such  havoc  in  early 
life. 

I  swallowed,  with  considerable  effort,  a  few  spoon- 
fiils  of  chocolate ;  dismissed  Josephine  as  hastily 
as  possible ;  and  resolved  at  once  to  examine  the 
letter  of  Devereux,  which  would,  in  all  probability 
— ^thus  did  I  argue  as  an  apology  to  myself  fur 
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giving  to  it  the  precedence  of  nearer  and  higher 
duties— enable  me  to  endure  with  more  composure 
the  trials  of  the  day. 

Hurriedly  I  drew  it  from  its  concealment.  I  felt 
like  a  guilty  thing,  and  moved  away  from  the  win- 
dow, as  though  to  prevent  the  very  sunshine  from 
penetrating  my  secret.  My  breath  came  thick,  my 
hands  trembled,  and  the  room  and  all  the  objects 
which  it  contained  appeared  to  revolve  about  me. 
Nevertheless,  I  persisted ;  and  as  I  read  I  became 
less  agitated.  These  were  the  contents  of  the 
letter : — 

"  My  own  Eveleen ! 

"  Yes,  so  I  will  call  you  until  your  own 
lips  forbid  it— I  address  you  in  an  awful  and  me- 
lancholy moment.  I  have  just  learnt  your  fatal 
loss.  In  another  hour  I  shall  have  left  town  for 
Booksley.  Do  not  misjudge  me  for  urging  my 
ovm  interests  in  the  very  midst  of  your  first  great 
sorrow :  it  is  because  I  trust  to  mitigate  your  grief 
by  my  assurances  of  sympathy  and  tenderness  that 
I  feel  urged  to  do  so.  I  am  aware  that  in  losing 
your  admirable  father  you  have  also  lost  your  best 
and  surest  hope  for  the  ftiture.  I  know  that  the 
rule  of  your  mother  will  be  one  of  cold-heartedness 
and  caprice.  It  is,  therefore,  at  this  hour  that  you 
need  a  friend.     I  shall  trust  to  the  fortune  which 
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generally  favours  those  who  love,  for  the  opportu- 
nity of  seeing,  or,  at  least,  of  hearing  from  you.  I 
dread  everything  from  the  violence  of  your  grief: 
but  remember,  you  once  assured  me  that  yoa  loved 
me ;  you  received  my  vows  in  return ;  you  are 
consequently  mine— my  own— and  you  must  learn 
to  be  comforted  for  my  sake.  Hitherto,  I  have 
been  passive,  because  I  felt  that  time  must  do^much 
for  us,  and  I  was  anxious  not  to  mar  its  beneficial 
effects  by  any  premature  imprudence ;  now,  how- 
ever, I  hold  myself  bound  by  our  common  affection 
to  be  near  you,  even  although  I  may  not  be  enabled 
to  see  you  beneath  your  paternal  roof;  fbr,  cruel  as 
this  deprivation  will  necessarily  prove  to  both  of 
us,  it  is  one  to  which  I  feel,  my  Eveleen,  that  we 
must  be  resigned.  We  are  not  yet  at  an  age  when  we 
can  emancipate  ourselves  from  authority ;  but  I 
have  been  too  long  an  utter  stranger  to  all  your 
movements.  Your  name  has  been  studiously 
avoided  both  by  your  mother  and  my  own.  There 
can  be  no  doubt  that,  at  the  termination  of  her 
mourning,  Lady  Madelaine  will  introduce  yon  into 
the  world :  you  are  young,  beautiAil,  and  attractive ; 
and  I  tremble  when  I  remember  how  little  we  yet 
know  of  each  other ;  when  I  reflect  upon  the 
homage  and  adulation  by  which  you  will  be  imme- 
diately surrounded.  It  is  true  that  I  have  already 
mixed  with  that  same  world,  and  that  I  have  found 
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nothing  there  which  could  for  a  moment  divert  my 
heart  from  you  ;  but  how  can  I  be  mad  enough  to 
hope  that  such  would  be  your  case !  Suffer  me, 
then,  I  implore  you,  by  any  means  which  we  can 
mutually  adopt,  to  secure  a  deeper  and  a  more  ten- 
der interest  in  your  affections.  Let  me  be  at  once 
a  brother  and  a  lover. 

"  I  am  interrupted.     Adieu — till  I   reach 

Booksley.  When  I  have  ascertained  how  I  can 
best  communicate  with  you,  I  will  add  a  postscript. 
Till  then — ^good  angels  guard  you  ! 

"  Herbert  Devereux. 

"  PS.  I  am  here,  my  own  Eveleen ;  here,  at 
the  little  inn  near  the  Park  gate  —  how  happy,  I 
need  not  add,  when  I  tell  you  that  I  have  seen 
you.  I  could  not  have  sought  a  fairer  vision  for 
my  dreams !  I  have  seen  you,  Eveleen,  standing 
near  a  window,  arranging  flowers  in  a  porcelain 
vase,  and  thus  have  I  discovered  your  apartment. 
So  far,  destiny  has  been  propitious  to  me !  I  have 
prowled  like  a  poacher  through  the  Booksley  woods 
since  daylight.  I  am  now  about  to  make  a  cold, 
senseless  stone  my  envied  messenger.  My  only 
terror  is  lest  I  should  alarm  you  by  the  rude  me- 
thod which  I  am  compelled  to  adopt  to  insure  the 
safe  and  secret  receipt  of  my  letter  —  lest  I  should 
scare  you  from  your  soft  rest,  and  awaken  you 
from  some  sleeping  vision  in  which,  perchance,  my 


70  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 

image  may  have  found  a  place.  But,  no;  your 
dreams,  my  poor  Eveleen,  your  rest  is  too  previ- 
ous to  me ;  and  both  will  be  so  soon  and  sadly 
clouded,  that  I  will  forbear  until  I  feel  convinoed 
that  you  have  loft  your  chamber.  I  find  that  they 
are  still  ignorant  in  the  villas^e  of  the  iatal  event 
which  has  occurred,  and  consequently  the  tidings 
cannot  yet  have  reached  Booksley.  Sleep  on  then, 
my  stricken  love,  sleep  on  in  peace,  wliile  such 
slumber  may  still  be  yours.  In  a  few  hours  yon 
may  welcome  mo  as  a  comforter. 

"H.  D.'^ 

"  I  do — I  do — "*'  I  exclaimed  mentally,  as  I 
pressed  the  paper  to  my  lips  and  bosom ;  ^^  generous, 
confiding  Devcreux !  you  have,  indeed,  spoken 
peace,  where  all  was  wretchedness  and  dread.^  I 
was  for  a  moment  steeped  in  happiness ;  my  tears 
were  stayed,  or,  if  they  continued  to  fall,  it  was 
from  a  feeling  which  rendered  me  unconscious  of 
the  fact.  A  rainbow  had  burst  through  the  storm- 
clouds  by  which  I  had  been  so  lately  enveloped.  .  I 
might  not  see  him  ;  but  all  my  doubts,  all  my  mis- 
givings, were  now  over— Devereux  still  loved  me ! 
Nor  need  the  reader  wonder  at  my  temporary  ex- 
altation. I  have  already  shown  how  fondly,  yet 
how  fearfully,  I  had  long  accustomed  myself  to 
dwell  upon  his  image ;  nor  will  any  one,  who  knows 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN,  71 

aught  of  human  nature,  doubt  how  much  my  boy* 
lover  had  gained  by  these  retrospective  reveries. 

My  first  burst  of  gratified  vanity  and  satisfied 
affection  over,  however,  darkness  once  more  gathered 
about  my  spirit.  My  sorrows  were  not  removed, 
although  they  were  mitigated,  by  this  selfish  joy. 
Alas!  they  admitted  of  no  present  remedy.  I  closed 
the  letter  slowly  and  sadly,  for  I  felt  that  I  could 
have  dwelt  upon  it  for  hours ;  I  replaced  it  in  my 
desk,  and  was  in  the  act  of  turning  the  key  which 
was  to  conceal  my  treasure  from  all  eyes  save  my 
own,  when  the  door  of  my  apartment  softly  opened, 
and  Adela  stood  before  me.  I  felt  the  blood  leap  to 
my  brow.  One  instant  sooner,  and  my  secret 
might  have  been  discovered  !  It  was  evident  that 
she  mistook  the  cause  of  my  emotion  :  for,  stopping 
abruptly  in  the  centre  of  the  floor,  she  said  hastily, 
as  a  slight  flush  rose  to  her  own  cheek : 

"  Forgive  me,  Eveleen,  not  only  that  I  have 
intruded  upon  you  unsought,  but  also  for  the  un- 
ceremonious manner  in  which  I  entered.  I  forbore 
to  make  any  noise,  in  the  hope  that  you  were 
endeavouring  to  obtain  a  little  rest ;  and  I  ventured 
here  to  ascertain  if  it  indeed  were  so,  having 
learnt  from  Josephine  that  you  had  watched  all 
night." 

'^  I  thank  you,  Adela ;'"-  I  said  in  surprise,  as  I 
extended  my  hand ;  ^'  I  have  sought  sleep  in  vain. 


72  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 

The  cYiI  has  come  too  suddenly — I  had  so  mach  to 
regret — so  much  to  repent.** 

''  We  have,  indeed,  learnt  our  dark  lesson  early  ;** 
replied  my  sister,  with  a  sigh ;  ^^  should  life  con- 
tinue to  seem  to  me  what  both  the  present  and  the 
past  have  hitherto  made  it,  regret  and  repentance 
must,  I  should  think,  be  the  inseparable  companions 
to  which  we  are  all  fated.^ 

^^  Yet  the  world  looks  upon  us  both  as  objects  of 
envy,  Adcla,'"'  I  said  bitterly. 

"  Upon  us? — say,  rather,  upon  yourself,  Eyeleen. 
Young,  beautiful,  rich,  idolized — well  might  you 
inspire  the  feeling.  But  of  me  the  world  knows 
nothing,  and  recks  less;  the  banished  daughter, 
the  outcast  alien,  the  discarded  exile,  the  helpless 
girl,  who  for  years — and  those  the  years  when  all 
tlie  purest  affections  are  ready  to  gush  forth  on  all 
around,  and  the  awakening  intellect  takes  note  of 
every  deprivation,  both  of  heart  and  spirit,  was 
banished  and  forgotten,  or  else,  I  say,  that  world 
of  which  you  speak,  would  perchance  have  turned 
an  eye  less  misjudging  upon  me.^ 

I  was  startled,  almost  affrighted,  by  the  deep 
and  concentrated  passion  with  wliich  this  young 
girl,  not  yet  fifteen  years  of  age,  gave  utterance,  in 
these  burning  words,  to  the  indignation  of  her  souL 
In  themselves  they  were  calculated  only  to  excite 
sympathy,  and  to  awaken  tenderness   and  pity; 
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but  the  expression  of  her  flashing  eye,  the  withering 
bitterness  of  her  quivering  lip,  the  haughty  defiance 
which  appeared  to  dilate  her  whole  form,  were 
beyond  all  written  description.  Tullia  must  have 
worn  such  a  look  when  she  drove  her  chariot- wheels 
over  the  dead  body  of  her  father.  My  sister  could 
never  again  be  to  me  the  silent  and  supine  being  to 
whom  I  had  become  accustomed,  and  whom  I  had 
despised  in  the  haughty  independence  of  ray  own 
nature.  I  felt  awed  by  the  excess  of  an  emotion 
of  which  I  had  never  believed  her  capable,  and 
before  which  I  involuntarily  recoiled.  I  was  at  once 
conscious  that  in  my  hasty  judgment  of  her  cha- 
racter I  had  made  a  dangerous  mistake.  I  now 
saw  that  she  did  not,  like  myself,  fritter  away  her 
powers  of  mind  and  body,  or  betray  the  inward 
workings  of  her  spirit,  upon  every  petty  provoca- 
tion ;  but  that  she  had  already  learned  the  secret 
of  burying  her  thoughts  too  deeply  to  expose  them 
to  the  scrutiny  of  every  idle  observer. 

We  were  more  estranged  in  heart  from  that 
moment  than  ever.  I  felt  that  my  sister  was  an 
enemy  to  be  feared ;  and  a  strange,  shapeless, 
phantom-like  conviction  came  suddenly  upon  me 
that  she  was  destined  to  be  my  enemy.  Neverthe- 
less, I  approached  her ;  I  even  extended  my  hand, 
but  she  affected  not  to  perceive  it. 

"  I  pray  you,  Adela,  do  not  yield  to  feelings  so 

VOL.  IT.  E 
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painful  at  such  a  moment  as  this,**^  I  said  with 
difficulty. 

'^  I  thank  you  for  the  counsel  ;^^  she  replied  coldly 
and  placidly,  already  restored  to  perfect  calm ; 
''  the  error  was  involuntary-^I  blush  to  have  dis- 
covered so  much  weakness.  The  stricken  deer 
should  hide  itself  to  weep,  not  call  the  hunters 
round  it/' 

''  Nay,  speak  less  bitterly,  Adela,*"  I  rejoined; 
''  you  know  not  how  grateful  I  should  be  for  your 
confidence  at  another  moment.'" 

'^  I  have  no  secrets  to  confide.  I  have  just  laid 
bare  my  whole  history  before  you ;  not  that  this 
communication  was  necessary,  but  simply  that  yon 
might  not  again  confuse  my  past  career  and  your 
own,  in  your  memory.  Enough,  however,  of  my- 
self; as  you  have  just  reminded  me-— this  is  not 
the  moment." 

''  Do  not  believe  that  I  intended  to  imply  a 
rebuke  by  the  remark."** 

'^  1  had  no  such  suspicion.  It  was  right  that 
you,  who  had  just  spent  so  many  hours  in  one 
deep,  unbroken  chain  of  agonizing  grief— in  one 
long  flood  of  ceaseless  and  inconsolable  tears,  with- 
out indulging  in  a  single  thought  of  self,  ahoald 
shrink  with  almost  loathing  from  any  less  demon- 
»trative  exhibition  of  filial  regret.^ 
Adela  had  stabbed  me  to  the  quick.     My  head 
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sank  upon  my  breast ;  I  was  crashed.  And  she 
stood  there  before  me,  cahn,  and  cold,  and  placid, 
as  though  no  storm  of  passion  had  ever  swept 
across  her  brow,  and  that  she  was  an  alien  from  all 
the  frailties  and  weaknesses  of  humanity.  After 
a  moment's  pause,  my  awakening  pride  lent  me 
words. 

'*•  You  are  mistaken,  ^dela  ;'*'  I  said  steadily ; 
"  mine  was  no  such  devoted  vigil.  That  I  wept 
and  sorrowed  for  my  dead  father  is  indeed  true ; 
wept,  as  the  repentant  and  the  bereaved  alone  can 
weep— -wept,  as  perchance  I  never  may  again  in  this 
world.  But  there  were  many,  many  intervals  when 
I  sorrowed  alone  for  myself — ^for  you." 

^'  The  last  was  needless  f*  interposed  my  listener 
with  a  bitter  smile;  'Hears  are  not  so  strange 
to  my  eyelids  that  another  should  shed  them 
for  me ;  nor  am  [I,  even  young  as  I  am,  so  unac- 
quainted with  sorrow  as  to  be  unable  to  bear  my 
own  burthen.'*'' 

*'  Do  you  refuse  my  sympathy  T' 

'^  I  do.  It  comes  too  late.  I  have  mastered 
the  lesson  of  self-dependence.  I  ask  sympathy 
from  no  one."*' 

"  Yet,  from  an  only  sister — '*'* 

^^  Bather  say,  only  a  sister— from  a  friend  I 
might  perchance  be  brought  to  endure  it.^ 

"  Why  should  we  not  be  friends  f 

e2 
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'*  Have  you  ever  believed  it  possible !  I  could 
give  you  a  hundred  reasons  to  tlie  contrary ;  but  it 
were  idle  to  do  so  when  you  can  read  them  in  your 
own  heart  —  in  your  own  stru^les  to  affect  the 
more  semblance  of  friendship  for  the  forsaken 
daughter  and  the  despised  sister.  Let  us  abjure 
such  mockery,  Eveleen.  I  am  content  to  await 
your  affection,  until,  like  my  prototype  Cinderella, 
I  have  fitted  on  the  slipper  of  high  fortune.  There 
is  a  moral  in  that  little  tale.^ 

I  was  sick  at  heart.  Overwhelmed  by  this  new 
and  sudden  development  of  my  sister^s  cliaraoter, 
my  thoughts  once  more  turned  back  to  Devereux. 
He  was  the  one  star  in  my  horizon  of  darkness.  I 
felt  that  without  his  love  and  the  consciousness  of 
his  proximity,  I  should  have  fallen  into  a  state  of 
apathy  and  despair.  In  my  own  home  I  had  now 
nothing  to  hope.  And  was  this  to  be  the  termina- 
tion, this  the  climax  of  my  brilliant  girlhood! 
Again  the  image  of  Devereux  rose  upon  my  mental 
vision,  and  rebuked  me  for  the  thought.  My  sister 
had  left  the  room  as  she  ceased  speaking,  nor  did  I 
make  one  effort  to  detain  her.  I  was  glad  to  be 
for  a  time  alone  with  my  secret.  At  that  moment 
I  felt  no  inclination  to  confide  to  her  the  anxiety  by 
which  I  was  overwhelmed.  Perhaps,  had  she  evinced 
some  evidence  of  sisterly  sympathy  and  feeling,  it 
might  have  been  otherwise;  for  nothing  so  tlio- 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  77 

roughly  opens  the  heart  as  sorrow ;  but  this  was 
not  to  be,  and  we  parted  even  more  coldly  than  we 
had  met. 

Solitude,  nevertheless,  brought  me  little  comfort, 
for  reflection  had  become  painful,  and  she  had 
added  to  its  bitterness.  I  wrung  my  hands  in 
despair.  Conscious  as  I  was  that  I  had  already 
lived  through  a  long  life  of  emotion  and  mental  expe- 
rience, I  was  painfully  aware  that  those  about  me  still 
affected  to  consider  me  as  a  child,  and  I  revolted  at 
the  injustice,  I  felt  degraded  by  the  position  in 
which  I  was  placed.  The  memory  of  Lady  Made- 
laine  could  not  have  been  so  utterly  blunted  but 
that  she  must  have  thoroughly  comprehended  the 
nature  and  extent  of  the  mortification  to  which  the 
companionship  of  a  Lady  Flora  GlenfiUan  must 
naturally  subject  me,  as  well  as  that  of  an  estranged 
and  unloving  sister.  In  my  &ther  I  might  indeed 
have  found  encouragement  and  support ;  and, 
in  a  few  short  days,  he  would  be  in  his  grave. 
Even  in  the  persevering  affection  of  Devereux  there 
was  bitterness;  for  he  did  not  dare  to  seek  me 
openly,  as  an  avowed  and  permitted  suitor,  but  was 
condemned  to  prowl  surreptitiously  about  the  house 
which  I  inhabited,  subject  to  constant  surprise  and 
perpetual  insult  from  my  mother'^s  menials. 

This  last  reflection  brought  with  it  another  which 
touched  me  nearly.     He  was  still  mistaken  as  to 
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the  identity  of  my  apartment ;  and  might,  by  this 
error,  be  led  into  a  second  impmdence  similar  to 
that  by  which  I  had  become  possessed  of  his  letter. 
And  how  was  this  danger  to  be  avoided  i  I  could 
not  condescend  to  make  a  confidant  of  one  of  my 
own  attendants.  I  could  not  invite  their  suspicioDS 
or  their  sarcasms  by  avowing  my  acquaintance 
with  his  presence  in  the  village ;  nor  did  the  whole 
course  of  my  desultory  reading  fUmish  me  with 
any  other  alternative.  I  knew  not  how  to  proceed. 
I  had  so  long  accustomed  myself  to  indulge  my 
melancholy  musings  in  the  study  of  my  fiither, 
that  rather  from  instinct  than  reason,  at  this  period 
nf  my  reverie,  1  rose  from  my  seat,  and,  drawing 
the  key  from  my  pocket,  bent  my  way  slowly 
thither,  utterly  thoughtless  or  regardless  of  the 
change  which  had  been  wrought  in  its  appearance 
since  I  last  loft  it.  Great  was  indeed  that  change. 
The  walls,  the  floors,  the  windows,  all  wore  one 
solemn  livery.  There  was  a  mockery  of  magni- 
ficenco  throughout  the  elaborate  arrangement  of 
the  whole  apartment.  The  garb  and  trappings  of 
death  had  been  distorted  into  vanity ;  and  my  soul 
sickened  as  I  entered,  and  closed  the  door  behind 
nie.  The  draperies  of  dull  and  heavy  velvet, 
with  their  tasselled  cords,  shut  out  the  beams  of 
the  mid-day  sun,  and  left  within  a  dim,  ghastly 
twilight.     The  care  of  a  kindly  hand  had  indeed 
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replaced  the  rase  of  flowers  which  I  had  left  over- 
thrown and  scattered,  and,  it  formed  the  only  point 
of  life  in  the  solemn  picture,  for  the  books  and 
mirrors  were  alike  veiled  from  sight. 

I  felt  as  though  I  were  an  intruder ;  and  I 
threw  myself  down  in  agony  upon  a  sofa  draped 
with  a  deeply  fringed  pall,  to  weep  afresh  over  my 
bereavement.  After  awhile  I  became  oppressed  by 
the  weight  of  the  atmosphere,  and  flung  open  one 
of  the  windows,  even  suffering  the  light  and  warmth 
fix)m  without  to  pass  for  a  moment  into  the  apart- 
ment. The  effect  of  the  change  was  cheering; 
and  I  was  about  once  more  with  regret  to  let  &11 
the  drapery,  when  my  eye  rested  on  the  figure  of  a 
man  stealthily  emerging  from  the  nearest  shrubbery. 
My  heart  bounded  as  I  watched  him.  He  was 
tall  and  slight,  and  dressed  in  deep  mourning. 
Suddenly  he  raised  his  head,  and  glanced  hurri- 
edly over  the  house.  I  could  not  be  mistaken.  It 
was  Devereux ! 

In  extreme  agitation  I  withdrew  from  the  win- 
dow; and,  in  another  instant,  I  heard  his  step 
beneath  it.  The  black  curtains  had  evidently 
startled  him  into  doubt,  for  durinc;  several  seconds 
no  result  followed.  He  was  apparently  communing 
with  himself.  At  the  end  of  that  period,  however, 
a  similar  missive  to  that  which  he  had  first  em- 
ployed struck  against  the  curtain,  and  then  fell 
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heavily  to  the  floor.  Then,  and  then  only,  I  ven- 
tured for  one  moment  to  the  window,  and  looked 
down  upon  him.  As  he  saw  me,  he  stood  for 
an  instant  motionless,  and  was  about  to  speak, 
when,  motioning  him  to  silence,  I  pointed  to  the 
funereal  draperies,  and,  shaking  my  head,  indi- 
cated by  my  outstretched  finger,  as  I  leant  for  a 
brief  minute  from  the  casement,  the  window  of  mv 
own  apartment.  That  done,  I  drew  back  horri- 
(Hily  ',  and,  letting  fall  the  curtain,  listened  from 
behind  it  to  his  light  and  hasty  steps  as  he  de- 
parted ;  and  then,  snatching  up  the  new  letter  of 
which  he  had  been  the  bearer,  I  hurried  trem- 
blingly to  my  own  room. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

The  deed  was  done.  I  had  now  sanctioned  his 
intrusion ;  had  permitted  his  clandestine  corre- 
spondence; and  had  virtually  acknowledged  his 
claim  5  yet  I  felt  no  remorse.  What,  I  mentally 
asked  myself,  could  there  be  blameable  in  my  case, 
in  such  a  concession  I  He  alone  remained  on  earth 
to  love  me.  Was  it  not  natural  that  I  should 
cling  to  his  affection  ?  I  did  not  allow  myself  the 
hesitation  of  a  moment.  With  eager  hands  I  tore 
away  the  covering  of  the  letter  5  and,  having  pressed 
it  to  my  lips,  read  it  throughout  with  all  the  eager- 
ness of  strong  emotion.  It  was  replete  with  tender- 
ness ;  and  my  heart  beat  joyfully  as  I  ascertained 
that,  fearfiil  of  discovery  for  my  sake,  he  had  re- 
solved never  again  to  repeat  the  dangerous  experi- 
ment of  approaching  the  house,  and  had  accordingly 
sought  and  discovered  a  place  of  concealment  for 
his  letters  in  the  hollow  trunk  of  a  willow  over- 
hanging the  lake,  which  he  indicated  with  a  care 
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that  rendered  mistake  on  my  part  impossible,  and 
where  lie  besought  me  to  deposit  my  replies. 

At  a  happier  moment  the  romance  of  such  an 
arrangement  would  have  enchanted  me  ;  and  even 
in  that  hour  of  sorrow  and  perplexity,  I  derived 
consolation  from  the  promise  which  it  held  oat  of 
a  lengthened  communion.  I  wiped  away  my 
tears,  pressed  back  the  hair  that  had  &llen  over 
my  face,  and  resolved,  assisted  by  this  new  and 
momentary  energy,  to  brave  the  meeting  with  Lady 
Flora  from  which  I  had  hitherto  shrunk.  I  was 
evidently  unexpected  in  the  drawing-room.  Adela 
was  drowned  in  tears,  and  appeared  to  have  resigned 
herself  to  a  paroxysm  of  silent  grief;  while  Lady 
Flora  sat  behind  her  tapestry  frame,  on  which  a 
white  handkerchief  was  ceremoniously  displayed, 
deep  in  the  mysteries  of  her  laborious  idleness. 

My  stay  in  the  apartment  was  cold  and 
brief.  I  listened,  with  all  the  patience  I  could 
command,  to  the  maudling  and  lip-deep  condole- 
ments  which  were  poured  forth  before  me ;  but  for 
the  speculations  which  had  grown  out  of  the  recent 
bereavement,  I  had  no  ear ;  and  I  accordingly  broke 
in  upon  them  by  a  stately  curtesy,  and  escaped 
from  the  room.  I  had  not  yet  cast  off  my  shawl, 
so,  folding  it  closely  round  me,  I  passed  through 
the  conservatory,  and  soon  found  myself  beside  the 
willow  of  the  lake.    I  sat  down  beneath  its  pendent 
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branches.     I  felt  as  though  I  had  there  found  a 
new  home  and  a  new  hope.     All  was  bright  and 
beautifiil  about  me ;  I  was  young.     I  believed  my- 
self to  be  beloved.     I  tried  to  remember  that  every 
sorrow,    however  deep  and  heartfelt,  must  have 
its  term ;  and  to  feel  that  I  alone  should  not  be 
excluded  from  this,  the  great  and  blessed  privilege 
of  time.     No  philosophy  can  be  more  welcome  or 
more  easy  to  a  sanguine  spirit  than  this — ^how 
then  could  I  fail  to  be  comforted  by  such  a  train  of 
thought  I    I  did  not.     I  was  still  sad,  still  remorse- 
fuU   but  I  no  longer  despaired.     I  ceased  to  feel 
terror  as  the  image  of  my  mother  rose  up  before 
me— the  tears  which  I  continued  to  give  to  the 
memory  of  my  father  lost  their  bitterness ;  I  no 
longer  suffered  myself  to  be  troubled  by  visions  of 
the  hatred  of  Lady  Flora  and  my  sister ;  in  one 
word,  I  was  reconciled  to  myself;  I  was  no  longer 
an  outcast  and  an  alien  from  every  heart. — Deve- 
reux  had  burst   through  the  dark  spell ;  and — I 
was  beloved  ! 

When  I  rose  to  return  to  the  house,  I  was  a 
new  being — my  hope  and  energy  were  alike  re- 
newed. I  hastened  to  replace  the  faded  flowers  in 
my  &ther^s  apartment,  and  then  closed  the  window, 
which  I  had  opened  some  hours  previously.  But 
I  did  not  linger  in  the  room ;  its  solemn  gloom 
appalled  me ;   I  wanted  light  and  air.     I  wanted 
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iictiou  and  physical  exertion  ;  and  the  latter  I 
could  not  find  in  the  solitude  of  my  own  apart- 
ment. I  had,  consequently,  only  one  miserable 
resource,  and,  favis  de  mieua:,  I  sought  it  at  the 
dinner-table,  over  which,  with  her  white  handker- 
chief still  ostentatiously  displayed,  Lady  Flora 
presided.  The  meal  was  gloomy  enough;  the 
very  servants  moved  mechanically  about  like  auto- 
mata, while  an  almost  unbroken  silence  prevailed 
among  ourselves. 

The  same  cold  and  decent  countenance  was 
maintained  throughout  the  whole  peftod  which 
elapsed  until  the  day  of  the  fiineral.  Had  an  un- 
suspected spectator  seen  us,  as  we  sat  hour  after 
hour  with  our  work  or  our  books,  we  should  have 
inevitably  been  cited  as  models  of  duty  and  pro- 
priety ;  but  what  was  the  &ct!  Lady  Flora  was 
rejoicing  in  her  heart  of  hearts,  as  her  needle 
passed  slowly  and  monotonously  through  the 
eternal  canvass  upon  which  she  was  employed,  at 
her  unlooked-for  emancipation  from  a  dreaded 
thrall ;  Adela  preserved  her  usual  mask  of  sullen 
self-command ;  or,  if  she  ever  wept,  she  did  so 
only  when  my  eye  was  not  upon  her ;  while  I 
myself,  who  but  a  few  days  before  had  believed 
that  my  father's  death  was  to  me  the  seal  of 
wretchedness  which  I  must  for  ever  bear  upon  my 
brow,  even  I  found  time,  at  stated  intervals,  to 
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visit  the  border  of  the  lake,  and  to  receive  or  reply 
to  letters  breathing  only  affection  and  hope.  There 
existed,  moreover,  a  feeling  of  repulsion  among 
our  party,  as  well  understood  by  each  of  us  as 
though  we  had  put  it  frankly  and  boldly  into 
words;  and  thus  neither  felt  an  inclination  to 
dispel  the  silence,  nor  to  lessen  the  estrangement. 

On  the  fiineral  morning,  this  social  monotony 
was  painMly  broken  by  the  sight  of  the  deep 
mourning  garments  in  which  we  were  mutually 
attired.  The  effect  produced  upon  myself  I  shall 
never  forgft.  The  dream-like  feeling  which  had 
hitherto  possessed  me  was  dispelled  at  once  ;  and 
the  full  conviction  of  all  that  I  had  lost  forced 
itself  glaringly  upon  me.  It  is  so  difficult  at  first 
to  comprehend  the  reality  of  death  by  your  own 
side,  at  your  own  hearth,  invading  your  very  circle, 
and  gliding  closely  by  you  as  you  wander  beneath 
your  paternal  roof.  Seeing  about  you,  on  every 
hand,  a  thousand  trifling  and  apparently  frail 
objects,  the  property  of  the  departed,  it  seems 
impossible  that  such  toys,  such  very  nothings,  can 
have  survived  their  owner;  but  the  crape,  the 
bombazeen,  the  banded  hair,  and  all  the  conven- 
tionalities of  the  garb  of  grief,  put  to  flight  at  once 
the  flattering  delusion.  You  bear  the  symbols  of 
death  upon  you,  and  you  can  deceive  yourself  no 
longer. 
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Three  days  afterwards.  Lady  Madelaine  arrived  at 
Booksley.  She  looked  surpassingly  beautiful  in 
her  widow''s  dress,  which  was  not  at  that  period 
the  sli^i^ht  and  elegantly-varied  costume  which  it 
has  become  in  these  days.  Her  splendid  hair  was 
entirely  hidden ;  not  a  glimpse  of  her  swan-like 
throat  was  visible ;  and  thus  the  triumph  of  her 
loveliness  >vas  complete.  She  appeared  conscjoas 
of  the  fact,  and  was  evidently  pleased  by  the  look 
of  astonished  admiration  with  which  I  met  her. 
I  have  already  stated  that  she  had  never  loved  my 
father,  even  in  the  first  days  of  their  marriage; 
nor  did  she  now  assume  a  demeanour  of  deep  grief^ 
or  affect  any  excess  of  sorrow.  She  was  calm, 
composed,  and  courteous ;  although  it  was  easy  to 
perceive  that  she  shrank  painfully  from  the  de- 
nuded aspect  of  everything  about  her,  and  received 
the  f;reetin<;  of  her  half-sister  with  a  thrill  of  dis- 
gust.  She  examined  Adela  with  more  cariosity 
than  interest ;  and  there  was  indifierence  as  well  as 
coldness  in  the  solitary  kiss  which  she  imprinted 
on  her  forehead.  Chilling  as  it  was,  however,  it 
evidently  sufficed  to  satisfy  her  daughter,  who,  after 
this  brief  welcome  to  her  maternal  home,  silently 
and  placidly  resumed  her  seat. 

To  me  her  manner,  although  betraying  no  ves- 
tige of  affection,  was  nevertheless  more  cordiaL 
She  even  smiled,  as  she  scrutinized  my  appear- 
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anoe  ;  and  then,  throwing  herself  back  listlessly  in 
her  chair,  she  abandoned  herself  to  thought.  No 
one  presumed  to  intrude  upon  her  reverie.  With 
all  her  self-command  and  mechanism  of  feeling, 
it  was  impossible  that  she  could  remain  unmoved 
at  the  sight  of  the  once  splendid  and  still  noble 
home  which  a  fond  and  hopeftil  husband  had  pro- 
vided for  her  in  the  first  blaze  of  her  youth  and 
beauty. 

At  such  a  moment,  human  nature  will  assert  itself 
even  in  the  coldest  hearts.  It  is  true  that  this 
home  was  still  hers  ;  but  he  who  had  so  proudly 
made  her  its  mistress  could  welcome  her  there  no 
more.  There  might  long  have  ceased  to  be  even 
the  semblance  of  affection  between  them,  but  mutual 
admiration  and  esteem  must  have  continued  to  the 
last.  Moreover,  the  force  of  habit  is  powerful  with 
us  all ;  more  powerful  than  we  are  willing  to  be- 
lieve until  we  are  compelled  to  test  its  .truth.  I 
felt  glad  to  see  that  my  mother  was  not  altogether 
beyond  its  influence;  and  to  me  that  deep,  and 
silent,  and  motionless  reverie  appeared  almost 
holy. 

On  the  morrow,  I  was  suddenly  summoned  to 
her  dressing-room,  just  as  I  had  returned  from  a 
hurried  visit  to  the  lake,  and  was  engaged  in  read- 
ing a  letter  from  Devereux,  in  which  he  informed 
me  that,  having  learnt  the  arrival  of  Lady  Made- 
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laiiie,  he  could  no  longer  risk  remaining  in  the 
village,  conscious  as  he  was  that  the  discovery  of 
hia  presence  there  would  inevitably  ruin  our  hopeti. 
lio  said  much  also  to  console  me  for  his  temporary 
absence,  for  which  he  had  before  prepared  me; 
and,  finally,  entreated  me  to  believe  that  no  change 
either  of  time  or  place  could  for  one  moment 
operate  upon  his  affection.  I  had  shed  many  and 
bitter  tears  over  this  letter,  which  terminated  with 
an  entreaty  that  I  would  deposit  my  reply  in  the 
course  of  the  day  at  the  accustomed  spot ;  and  give 
him  an  assurance  of  my  acquiescence  in  his  plans, 
and  my  own  resolution  to  bear  with  hope  and 
patience  the  trials  which  might  possibly  await  me 
until  we  again  met. 

I  was  ill-prepared  to  meet  my  mother  at  such  a 
moment ;  for,  aware  of  the  indignation  with  which 
she  would  visit  my  clandestine  correspondence  with 
a  man  whom  she  had  driven  from  her  house,  and 
treated  with  a  contempt  and  contumely  which  he 
was  never  likely  to  forgive ;  conscious,  too,  that 
some  accident  might  have  betrayed  my  secret,  in 
which  case  the  whole  weight  of  her  displeasure 
nmst  necessarily  fall  upon  myself,  at  a  moment  when 
I  had  no  one  near  to  mitigate  its  bitterness,  or  to 
support  me  under  its  infliction,  I  had  scarcely 
power  to  obey  her  bidding.  There  was,  however, 
no  alternative ;  so,  hastily  bathing  my  eyes  in  cold 
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water,  and  throwing  off  my  bonnet,  I  proceeded 
with  a  slow  and  uncertain  step  to  her  apart- 
ment. 

^'  Why  do  you  approach  me  like  a  criminal, 
Eveleen  T  she  asked  hastily,  as  she  extended  her 
hand  on  my  entrance ;  ^^  have  you  forgotten  that  I 
am  now  your  only  parent,  and  that  I  have  a  right 
to  expect  a  friend  in  my  daughter!  You  are  no 
longer  a  child :  in  another  month  you  will  be  six- 
teen years  of  age  f^  and  she  sighed  as  she  said  it. 
'^  Draw  a  chair  to  my  side.  It  is  now  time  that 
we  should  understand  each  other.  I  shall,  in  all 
probability,  pass  some  months  here,  and  I  can  only 
look  to  you  for  companionship.  But  first,  tell  me, 
have  you  caused  the  orders  which  I  sent  down 
through  Dale  to  be  obeyed  !  I  allude  to  the  room 
of '' 

'*  All  has  been  done  precisely  as  you  directed  f ' 
I  repUed,  considerably  relieved  to  find  that  the 
summons  of  Lady  Madelaine  bore  no  relation  to 
my  treasured  secret ;  "  and  as  you  will,  perhaps, 
wish  to  visit  it,"*'  I  continued,  drawing  the  key 
from  my  pocket,  "  you  will  require  this.^ 

My  mother  waved  it  back  with  her  hand.  "  As 
jiiou  assure  me  that  all  proper  respect  has  been  paid 
to  Mr.  Tilden  in  the  eyes  of  the  establishment,  I 
am  satisfied  with  that  ^surance.  I  cannot  volun- 
teer an  additional  and  useless  trial  of  my  nerves. 
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Jiut  wliy  is  this  key  in  your  possession  i    Haye  yon 
closed  the  room  V 

"  I  have,""*  was  my  confused  reply. 

"  And  wherefore  T 

^^  I  intreat  you  to  pardon  me  if  I  have  done 
amiss ;  ^^  I  said  tremblingly ;  ^'  but  there  is  now 
one  inmate  at  Ilooksley,  whose  cold  and  dictatorial 
comments  I  could  not  brook  in  this  case,  although, 
in  all  others,  I  have  submitted  to  them  with  what 
patience  I  could  assume,  out  of  respect  for  your- 
self;' 

"  You  allude  to  Lady  Flora  T 

"  I  do." 

^^  She  is  then  obnoxious  to  youT 

''  Detestable  r 

''  A  strong  term  for  a  lady^s  lips,  Miss  Tilden ; 
but  I  fear,  from  the  brief  experience  of  last  eTenin^, 
too  easily  to  be  excused.  It  is  strange  how  time 
softens  down  the  different  objects  which  make  up 
the  picture  of  the  past !  I  fimcied  that  Lady  Flora 
was,  at  least,  endurable  ;  and  that,  although  not  a 
person  whom  I  should  be  anxious  to  present  in 
public,  I  might  with  safety  contemplate  her  com- 
panionship during  a  period  of  retirement.  It  would 
appear,  however,  tliat  I  have  deceived  myself^  and 
that,  when  I  shuddered  at  the  memory  of  Miss 
Margery  Macspleuchan,  I  might  have  inohided  her 
niece  in  the  emotion.**^ 
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••  li^Tiatever  cause  of  offence  towards  youraelf 
TOO  had  discorered  in  me  preTiousIy  to  our  last 
parting,**  I  said  somewhat  haughtilj,  ^^  jour  lady- 
ship was  amply  reTenged  from  the  moment  that 
Lady  Flora  Olodfillan  became  an  inmate  of 
Rookslev.'' 

"  Poor  Eveleen  i^  said  my  mother  with  a  low 
mocking  laogh ;  ^^  you  have  then  been  punished 
bitterly  i  It  is  by  no  means  to  be  deplored,  how- 
ever ;  you  required  a  check-rein,  and  I  had  neither 
time  nor  talent  to  apply  it.  But  what  of  your 
sister  r 

"  I  know  nothing  of  her.''^ 

"  Your  answer  is  singular !  Have  you  not  lived 
under  the  same  roof  for  months !  How,  then,  can 
you  make  so  absurd  a  reply  V 

'^  Simply,  because  I  speak  the  truth  ;  and« 
moreover,  I  would  decline  to  express  even  the  infe- 
rences which  I  may  have  formed  of  her  character.''' 

^^  I  can  fully  imderstand  that  she  is  both  shy 
and  ignorant.  I  must  get  her  off  my  hands  as  I 
best  can  ;  which,  thanks  to  ^her  fortune,  1  am  sure 
to  do  at  last.**" 

I  felt  that  I  smiled,  for  I  had  a  firm  conviction 
that  Miss  Adela  Tilden  was  not  a  person  to  be 
'*  got  off  the  hands^  even  of  a  Lady  Madelaine, 
should  she  not  herself  so  will  it. 

^'  She  is  very  plain  and  awkward  ;^^  pursued  my 
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mother,  as  she  glanced  at  her  own  lovely  reflectioD 
ill  the  cheval  glass  which  was  placed  before  her 
sofa :  "  I  know  not  who  she  resembles.^ 

''  She  has  fine  evesf 

'•'•  Indeed  !  Well,  that  is  something  in  her  fi^ 
vour ;  hut  she  is  gauchey  and  ill  at  ease."*^ 

''As  regards  the  latter  feeling  I  can  say  nothing, 
hut  I  must  venture  to  differ  from  your  Uidyship 
rosjKictiiig  the  gaucherie.  At  your  first  meeting, 
Adela  may  have  been  agitated,  and  consequently 
have  appeared  to  disadvantage  ;  bat,  generally 
speaking,  her  groat  charm  lies  in  her  gracefubiess.'" 

''  I  wish  that  you  may,  in  a  year  or  two,  be 
able  to  persuade  the  men  of  all  this,  for  you  seem 
to  be  quite  engou4e  of  Lady  Florals  pupil ;  but  I 
confess  that  I  despair  of  effecting  any  such  result. 
I  see  nothing  in  your  sister  but  a  plain,  gawky, 
overgrown  girl,  shy  in  her  manner,  and  sullen  in 
her  deportment.     I  detest  such  still  life.**^ 

For  the  second  time  I  could  have  laughed  out- 
i-ight,  but  I  restrained  the  impulse ;  fi>r,  not  only 
was  I  too  proud  to  prejudice  Lady  Madelaine  still 
more  against  my  sister  (had  it  been  possible),  but 
also,  however  gracious  she  might  be  at  the  moment, 
my  memory  fell  back  upon  other  scenes,  which  I 
had  not  yet  either  forgotten  or  forgiven ;  and  I  re- 
solved to  let  her  purchase  her  experience  of  Adela'^s 
i-oal  nature  as  I  had  done.     I  therefore  weighed 
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every  word  before  I  uttered  it ;  nor  did  I  add  to 
the  evident  disgust  of  my  mother  towards  the  way- 
ward but  unfortunate  girl,  by  one  syllable  of  com- 
ment upon  the  hatred  which  she  nourished  to  all 
who  now  bore  the  name  of  Tilden. 

As  yet  Lady  Madelaine  had  been  unable  to  ob- 
serve the  great  change  which  had  been  wrought  in 
the  domestic  arrangements  of  the  establishment, 
for  she  had  taken  both  her  supper  of  the  previous 
evening  and  her  morning  chocolate  in  her  dressing- 
room.  Great  as  was  the  resistance  made  by  the 
household,  they  had  not  ventured  to  defy  the  au- 
thority of  Lady  Flora  Glenfillan  altogether ;  she 
had,  moreover,  profited  by  the  period  of  conster- 
nation and  depression  which  had  elapsed  since  my 
fether^s  death,  to  enforce  her  authority  more 
stringently  than  before  ;  and  the  appointments,  as 
well  as  the  supplies  of  the  first  repast  at  which  my 
mother  assisted  en  famille^  consequently  filled  her 
with  indignation  and  disgust. 

''  Is  this  a  meditated  insult,  sir  V  she  asked,  as, 
after  glancing  over  the  table,  she  rose  from  her 
seat,  and  turned  haughtily  towards  poor  Bottle- 
more,  who  was  about  to  commence  his  duties; 
"  did  you  imagine  that  in  becoming  a  widow  I 
also  became  a  pauper  I  Was  it  not  enough  that 
you  have  denuded,  or  enveloped  with  paltry  cover- 
ings and  contrivances,  every  room  at  Booksley ; 


94  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 

but  must  I,  morooyer,  be  expected  to  preside  at  a 
repast  to  which  I  would  not  condemn  mj  own 
servants  V* 

"  Tlio  orders  of  my  Lady  Flora  have  been 
strictly  obeyed,  my  lady  ;*"  replied  the  butler,  in  a 
tone  which  savoured  strongly  of  triumph ;  "  her 
ladyship  hus  been  peremptory  on  the  subject  of  the 
bill  of  fare,  and  I  could  do  no  more,  consistentiT 
with  my  respect  for  your  ladyship^s  sister,  than 
remonstrate,  which  I  have  done  in  vain.'" 

^^  Enougli,  Mr.  Bottlemore  f^  said  my  mother, 
as  she  turned  with  a  stately  gesture  to  leave  the 
room.  ^'  I  will  retire  to  my  own  apartments  until 
Mrs.  Locksley  has  caused  the  saloon  to  be  made 
habitable,  wliich  you  will  instruct  her  to  do  forth- 
with ;  and  let  another  dinner  be  served  two  honn 
hence,  for  which  I  shall  not  need  to  blush  before 
my  own  daughters.'*'* 

Bottlemore  bowed  low,  and  held  the  door  open 
during  a  few  seconds,  in  order  that  his  lady  might 
pass  ;  but,  as  she  suddenly  paused  in  the  centre  of 
the  floor  when  she  ceased  speaking,  after  satisfying 
himself  of  the  fact,  he  silently  withdrew,  followed 
by  his  subordinates. 

'^  One  word  more  bearing  upon  the  same  dis- 
graceful subject  f  pursued  Lady  Madelaine,  when 
the  door  was  again  closed ;  ^^  I  expect  also,  that 
those  with  whom  I  am  to  sit  down  to  table  will 
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appear  as  gentlewomen,  and  never  presume,  in 
my  house,  to  affect  a  costume  suited  only  to  the 
servants'  offices ;  and  that  my  entrance-hall  may 
not  be  degraded  into  a  depository  for  filthy  woollen 
crarments,  as  it  was  this  morning  when  I  passed 
through  from  the  grounds.'** 

"  Filthy  woollen  garments,  my  Lady  Made- 
laine  !'"  almost  shrieked  the  crest&Uen  Lady  Flora, 
while  the  red  spot  burnt  upon  her  brow :  "  sure 
it's  uncanny  in  your  father's  child  to  ca'  it  by 
sic'  a  name — Why,  woman,  yon's  the  GlenfiUan 
Urtan  !" 

^'  I  would  advise  you,  in  that  case,  to  send  it 
home ;"  said  my  mother  with  cool  and  withering 
contempt ;  "or,  should  you  prefer  to  do  so,  tcear 
it  home ;  unless  you  have  also  provided  yourself 
with  a  Macspleuchan  plaid,  as  a  more  consistent 
covering." 

The  dragon  was  fairly  silenced,  for  she  felt  no 
inclination  to  sacrifice  the  luxuries  of  Booksley  to  a 
sarcasm ;  and  five  minutes  afterwards  we  had  all 
quitted  the  dining-room.  Lady  Flora's  reign  was 
over. 


96  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

One  only  interruption  broke  in  upon  our  hermit- 
like  retirement,  and  that  one  was  the  apparition  of 
Lady  O'Halloran  ;  who  was  so  coldly  received  that 
she  never  repeated  her  visit.  The  fiutidiousness  of 
my  mother  was  so  deeply  wounded  by  the  igno- 
rance and  vulgarity  of  her  relative,  that  she  could 
not  brook  an  appearance  in  her  society.  This  was 
not,  however,  the  only  cause  of  her  discourtesy  to 
her  husband^s  friend.  I  had  mentioned  to  her  the 
interest  and  kindness  which  both  Adela  and  myself 
had  experienced  from  Lady  0'*Halloran,  and  she 
had  listened  with  complacency,  if  not  with  utter 
indifference ;  but  I  had  no  sooner  added  that  a  letter 
from  ihv  father  had  induced  it,  than  I  saw  a  cloud 
^rather  upon  her  brow.  Mr.  Tilden  had  thwarted 
her  wishes  ;  nay,  he  had  even  incited  one  who.  to 
lier,  was  comparatively  a  stranger,  to  infringe  her 
(express  commands ;  and  thenceforth  she  looked 
upon  the  well-meaning  and  warm-hearted  woman 
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T.ah  a  feeling  of  distrust  and  avoidance.  Au  re^e^ 
half  the  county  families  left  their  cards  at  the 
lodijes,  but  contented  themselves  with  that  ceremo- 
nious  demonstration ;  Ladv  Madelaine  had  never 
been  more  to  them  than  the  wife  of  Mr.  Tilden ; 
and  with  his  death  terminated  all  their  interest  in 
Rooksley. 

Five  lines  will  suffice  to  assure  the  reader  that 
my  mother  could  not  long  endure  such  a  state  of 
things  as  this  ;  and,  accordingly,  a  very  few  weeks 
had  elapsed  since  her  arrival  before  she  began  to  ex- 
hibit weariness  of  her  daughters  and  of  every  thing 
about  her.  She  had  paraded  the  dull  luxury  of  her 
mourning  equipage  and  liveries  through  the  county 
town,  already  astir  with  the  preparations  for  a  new 
election.  She  had  exchan^ced  visiting-tickets  with 
all  her  acquaintance ;  she  had,  in  short,  exhausted 
her  own  resources  and  those  of  the  neighbourhood ; 
and  she  no  longer  knew  how  to  dispose  of  her  exis- 
tence. Her  temper  sufiered  greatly  under  these 
circumstances ;  and  I  began  to  marvel  how  long  I 
should  be  enabled  to  endure  its  exactions,  when  one 
morning,  unexpectedly  to  all,  save  Lady  Madelaine 
herself.  Sir  James  Domton  was  announced.  No 
event  could  have  been  more  welcome,  for  we  were 
all  literally  wasting  our  lives  in  lethargy  and  dis- 
comfort. Our  party  was  not  only  ill-assorted,  but 
actually  antipathetical ;  and  we  lived  on,  in   the 
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tiieir  evident  avoidance  of  so  natural  a  topic  ;  but 
after  a  time,  wearied  by  a  thousand  useless  conjec- 
tures of  the  how  and  where  Lady  Flora  and  my 
sister  had  previously  met  him,  I  became  interested  in 
spite  of  myself  by  the  dialogue  which  they  main- 
tained. I  heard  again  the  names  of  persons  who 
had  once  been  known  to  me ;  and  of  a  world  with 
which  I  had  long  panted  to  make  acquaintance. 
Sir  James  was  caustic  and  brilliant ;  and  his  quiet 
sarcasm,  biting  though  it  was,  lent  a  zest  and  a 
raciness  to  all  he  said.  My  mother  was  once  more 
in  her  proper  element.  She  felt  that  she  was  to 
her  own  set  as  a  lost  pleiad  of  brilliancy  and  fashion  ; 
and  that  her  return  to  the  great  world  would  be 
hailed  with  gladness.  Dornton  was  most  assiduous 
in  strengthening  this  belief;  and,  with  a  tact  which 
spoke  volumes  for  his  mtoir  tivre^  he  contrived  to 
speak  far  more  of  herself  than  of  any  of  those  whom 
he  passed  under  review.  Lady  Flora,  meanwhile, 
worked  on  in  silence,  or  occasionally  addressed  a 
few  words  in  an  under-tone  to  Adela ;  who,  since 
the  entrance  of  our  new  gtlest,  had  scarcely  raised 
her  eyes  from  the  floor. 

Despite  my  own  interest  in  the  conversation,  I 
confess  that  I  felt  somewhat  piqued  at  the  marked 
neglect  which  I  experienced  from  this  preux  che- 
valier of  fashion,  who,  two  years  before,  had  con- 
descended to  exert  his  powers  for  my  sole  amase- 

f2 
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iiieiit ;  and  who  now  had  neither  word  nor  look  for 
any  one  save  my  mother. 

All  the  dignity  of  my  sixteen  years  revolted 
agaiurst  this  inconsistency:  and  the  consciousness 
(»f  possessing  both  grace  and  beauty  added  bitter- 
ness to  the  mortification.  I  never  thought  him  less* 
attractive.  I  had,  moreover,  ample  time  for  all  my 
reflections,  for  no  change  took  place  throughout  tlie 
evening,  nor  did  either  himself  or  Lady  Madelaine 
move  from  their  seats,  until  he  rose,  announcing 
that  he  had  secured  an  apartment  at  the  Tilden 
Anns  in  the  village;  and  would,  with  her  lady- 
ship's permission,  join  our  breakfiuit-tabie  in  the 
nioniing. 

1  was  employed  until  I  fell  asleep  that  ni^ht,  in 
marvelling  at  the  acquaintanceship  which  existed 
between  Sir  James  Domton  and  my  relatives. 
Where  they  could  have  met  baffled  all  my  conjec- 
tures. That  his  name  liad  never  been  mentioned 
by  cither  of  them  was  less  surprising,  for  we  ex- 
cliantred  little  conversation  and  less  confidence. 
Still,  I  felt  that  the  Arcumstance  was  in  itself 
singular ;  and  the  habits  and  haunts  of  Domton 
considered,  altogether  inexplicable.  Then  flashed 
across  me  new  matter  of  marvel.  Since  Ladv 
Madelaine  saw  fit  to  receive  male  guests  at  Books- 
ley  so  early  in  her  widowhood,  how  chanced  it  that 
Lord  Otteiford  was  not  her  first  visitor  t 
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I  knew  nothing  of  the  scene  at  the  Putney  villa ; 
and  I  could  not  reconcile  the  present  with  the  past, 
otherwise  than  by  presuming  that  the  extreme  inti- 
macy which  had  existed  between  my  mother  and 
the  latter  rendered  her  scrupulous  in  receiving  him 
during  her  first  period  of  mourning. 

Sir  James  remained  at  Booksley  four  days,  on 
the  last  of  which  he  was  closeted  with  Lady  Made- 
iaine  for  a  considerable  time.  When  they  rejoined 
the  family,  there  was  a  faint  flush  on  the  cheek  of 
my  mother,  and  a  bright  light  in  her  eye,  which 
gave  her  a  look  of  unusual  animation ;  while  Sir 
James  was  comparatively  silent  and  depressed. 
The  evening  passed  heavily  enough,  although  Lady 
Madelaine  exerted  herself  most  unwontedly  to 
enliven  it.  To  me  she  was  unusually  gracious ; 
indeed,  at  times  almost  afi*ectionate ;  yet  I  fancied 
that  all  her  gaiety  was  assumed.  It  was,  at  all 
events,  very  evident  that  something  extraordinary 
had  taken  place  between  the  friends,  but  what  that 
something  might  be  I  was  not  destined  to  discover ; 
as,  after  the  departure  of  <6ir  James,  she  made  no 
allusion  whatever  to  the  circumstance,  contenting 
herself  with  quiet  comments  on  his  fashion  and 
high  breeding,  and  his  great  conversational  powers. 

Two  months  subsequently.  Lady  Madelaine  de- 
clared that  her  health  and  spirits  were  both  giving 
way  under  the  dull  monotony  of  Rooksley,  where 
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110  object  of  interest  presented  itself  to  divert  her 
mind  from  the  painful  memory  of  the  past,  but 
where,  on  tlic  contrary,  everything  tended  to 
remind  her  of  her  husband.  Neither,  she  asserted, 
could  she  lonfijer  bi*ook  the  society  of  Lady  Flora ; 
and  tlierefore,  in  self-defence,  she  must  make  some 
other  arranfjement. 

The  day  after  tliis  decision,  she  despatched  a  long 
letter  to  Lady  Devereux.  My  heart  beat  quick  aa 
I  read  the  superscription.  What  had  I  not  both 
to  hope  and  to  fear,  should  she  have  volunteered 
a  visit  to  the  mother  of  Herbert !  And  then  I 
asked  myself,  would  she  go  alone !-— would  she 
forget,  during  how  many  long  months  I  had  been 
subjected  to  the  very  companionship  from  which  she 
was  herself  about  to  escape  I  Was  I  still,  at  the  age 
of  sixteen,  to  be  immured  in  the  solitude  of  Booksley, 
far  from  the  delightful  world  which  I  was  prepared 
to  worship?  Surely  not — Lady  Madelaine  could 
have  no  such  design  ;  and  there  could  be  no  doubt 
that  I  should  bear  her  company.  The  inia^  of 
my  young  lover  presided  over  all  these  speculations. 
Under  his  motlier^s  roof  we  could  not  &il  to  meet ; 
and  I  felt  satisfied  that  Lady  Devereux,  when  she 
saw  mo  improved  in  beauty,  and  admired,  as  I 
never  doubted  that  I  must  be,  would  gladly  welcome 
such  a  wife  for  her  son.  Of  my  fortune  I  never 
tliought,  nor  did  I  even  suspect  that  others  would 
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do  SO :  I  was  like  the  heroines  of  romance,  to  be 
loved  for  ravself  alone. 

I  cradled  myself  so  readily  and  so  softly  in  these 
pleasant  fancies,  that  ray  disappointment  was  inde- 
scribable when  my  mother  at  last  announced,  afler 
a  lively  correspondence  with  her  favourite  friend, 
that  on  the  morrow  she  should  leave  Rooksley  for  a 
time,  desiring  that  all  the  necessary  arrangements 
might  be  immediately  commenced. 

"  Does  your  ladyship  go  alone  T'  I  inquired 
imprudently. 

"  Certainly  not,  Miss  Tilden.  I  am  not  in  the 
habit  of  travelling  without  proper  attendance.  Dale, 
who  a<*companied  me  from  town,  will  also  attend 
me  to  Lady  Devereux'^s.  My  appearance  in  Gros- 
venor  Square,  or  at  Putney  is,  of  course,  at  this 
moment  out  of  the  question  ;  and  I  shall  conse- 
quently remain  at  her  place  in  retirement,  until  the 
first  year  of  my  mourning  has  expired,  unless  I  feel 
sufficient  courage  to  venture  once  to  return  here. 
At  all  events,  you  will  be  informed  of  my  move- 
ments when  it  becomes  necessary  ;  and  meanwhile, 
Eveleen,  I  have  to  beg  that  you  will  be  assiduous 
in  improving  yourself  in  every  way.  You  do  not 
do  yourself  justice ;  and  remember  that  you  cannot 
live  all  your  life  at  Rooksley,  nor  is  it  possible 
that  I  should  present  any  child  of  mine  in  the 
world  unless  she  is  prepared  to  do  me  credit.     You 
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expose  yourself  too  much  to  the  sun  and  wind,  and 
T  have  remarked  that  you  frequently  take  off  your 
gloves,  when  tliere  is  no  perceptible  necessity  for 
your  doing  so.  These  are  plebeian  habits,  and  most 
be  conquered.  Do  not  let  me  have  to  repeat  my 
caution.'^ 

This  was  the  moral  lesson  with  which  my  mother 
took  leave  of  me,  at  an  age  when  the  imagination 
is  stronger  than  the  reason,  and  the  unoccupied 
fancy  roves  wildly  through  a  future  which  is  only 
dimly  guessed  at.  I  was  to  cultivate  my  beauty; 
to  sacrifice  everything,  even  my  most  innocent 
])le!isurc,  that  of  enjoying  nature  in  all  her  various 
moods  and  phases,  to  the  one  great  end  of  making 
a  figure  in  that  world  from  which  I  was  so  coldly 
shut  out,  at  an  age  when,  as  I  thoroughly  believed, 
I  was  the  best  able  to  appreciate  its  delights.  My 
old  suspicion  came  back  upon  me  with  renewed 
strength.  Lady  Madelaine  vras  jealous  of  my 
attractions !  There  wau  triumph  in  the  convic- 
tion, whatever  annoyance  there  might  be  in  the 
result.  Not  one  word  of  admonition  had  she 
uttered  to  Adela.  It  was  plain  that  she  considered 
fjfue  lejeu  ne  valait  pas  la  chanddle.  Only,  indeed, 
upon  one  solitary  occasion  had  she  appeared  to  take 
the  slightest  interest  in  her  younger  daughter,  and 
it  was  even  then  exhibited  in  a  cold  and  business- 
like manner,  which,  courageously  as  she  straggled 
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to  conceal  the  feeling,  evidently  aroused  all  the 
harsher  emotions  of  my  sister. 

"  I  suppose  you  are  delighted  with  Rooksley, 
Adela ;  it  must  have  appeared  a  charming  contrast 
from  GlenfiUan.     How  do  you  amuse  yourself  T** 

''  I  read  and  work,  madam.**' 

"  You  are  a  good  musician,  of  course  ? '"' 

"  By  no  means." 

"  A  cool  answer  truly,  child !  How  do  you 
expect  to  pass  through  the  world  without  so  neces- 
sary an  accomplishment ! " 

Adela  only  replied  by  raising  her  head,  with  one 
of  her  peculiar  smiles — a  smile  which  might  mean 
much,  or  nothing. 

"  You  draw,  at  least?'' 

"  Scarcely  ;  but  sufficiently  to  occupy  me  when  I 
am   driven  to  do  so,   as  a  resource   against  idle- 


ness." 


^^  Better  and  better ;"  exclaimed  Lady  Madelaine 
in  a  tone  of  irritation ;  ^'  and  do  you  suppose  that 
it  was  to  produce  such  a  result  as  this  that  I  per- 
mitted you  to  have  a  governess !  May  I  venture 
to  inquire  what  the  lady  in  question  did  succeed  in 
teaching  you ! " 

'^  To  read,  and  to  think,  madam,"  answered 
Adela  with  a  cold  emphasis. 

"  The  training  of  a  Sunday-school  girl ! "  ex- 
claimed Lady  Madelaine  contemptuously ;  *^  I  am 

F  5 
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o;la(l  that  at  least  we  now   perfectly  understand 
oacli  otlicT." 

And  thus  ended  this  catechetical  dialogue.  Mj 
mother  had  unhesitatingly  received  the  evidence  of 
Adola  :uj  conclusive,  and  gave  herself  no  trouble  to 
test  its  truth. 

My  disappointment  and  mortification  on  finding 
inysolf  once  more  abandoned  to  the  monotony  of 
Uook.sley,  when  I  had  argaed  myseli*  into  the  belief 
that  Lady  Madelaine  would  profit  by  her  peculiar 
position  to  accustom  me  by  decrees  to  the  world, 
bv  tliat  Tu*  du  chateau  which  is  in  itself  a  miniature 
of  fashionable  life  and  manners,  were  so  great  that 
1  could  not  endure  them  in  silence.  My  wonuin- 
dignity  was  wounded ;  and,  still  worse  Diy  heart 
was  wrung.  All  my  happy  dreams  had  melted 
away.  I  was  like  Apollo  cast  out  of  Olympus. 
l^;iJy  O'Halloran,  probably  uninformed  of  my 
mother'^s  departure,  had  not  made  her  appearaDce 
at  Rooksley ;  I  slirank  from  putting  myself  into 
the  power  of  Adela ;  for,  since  our  last  intei-view  in 
my  cliambcr,  I  had  learnt  to  fear  her.  Such, 
nevertheless,  was  finally  my  fate ;  for  I  continued 
silent  so  long,  that  my  health  gave  way  under  the 
violence  of  my  emotions.  On  the  second  day  of 
my  non-appearance  in  the  drawing-room,  I  received 
a  cold  and  ceremonious  request  ftovi  my  sister, 
through  Josephine,  that  I  would  allow  her  to  visit 
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me.  I  had  already  become  so  weary  of  myself  and 
of  my  own  thoughts,  that  I  gladly  welcomed  the 
proposal ;  and,  in  five  minutes,  my  sister  made  her 
appearance  !  She  assumed  no  semblance  of  atfec- 
lion — she  affected  no  tone  of  sympathy.  There 
was,  on  the  contrary,  an  imtation  and  bitterntss 
about  her  which  it  was  difficult  to  brook. 

*'  Something  has  disturbed  you,  Adela ;^  I  said, 
in  order  to  terminate  the  long  and  uncomfortable 
silence  which  succeeded  our  first  civil  greetings ; 
*'  is  it  in  my  power  to  remove  the  annoyance  V 

'•  You  are  wrong,  Eveleen  f'  was  the  reply  ; 
"and  have  not  taken  time  to  reflect,  that  the 
sameness  of  our  existence  here  scarcely  admits  of 
any  annoyance,  to  which  it  would  not  be  a  weak- 
ness to  yield  ;  while  I  cannot,  like  yourself,  have 
any  external  anxiety  to  trouble  me."*' 

"  External  anxiety  !"*'  I  repeated  in  alarm. 

''Even  so.  You  have  already  lived  in  the 
world.  You  were  fourteen  years  of  age  when  you 
were  deprived  of  the  pleasures  of  your  childhood. 
You  were  a  genius  and  a  beauty,  an  enfant  manstre ; 
attracting  all  eyes,  and  trained  to  profit  by  your 
advantages.  You  can  scarcely  have  escaped  bring- 
ing some  regret  with  you  into  retirement.^ 

I  looked  at  her  in  astonishment.  Did  she  sus- 
pect my  secret?  or,    could   it  be   that  this  little 
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mountain  recluse,  this  shy,  unformed  girl,  already 
knew  more  of  human  nature  than  myself! 

''  I  was,  at  least,  young  enough  to  have  escaped 
all  serious  homage,  I  should  suppose,^  I  an- 
swered. 

"  Perhaps  ;""   said  Adela,  doubtingly  ;    "  yet  at 
such  an  age  all  homage  is  considered  serious.'" 
I  became  more  and  more  bewildered. 
''Do  you  speak  from  experience r^   I  asked  sar- 
castically. 

"  Draw  your  own  conclusions,  after  you  have 
reasoned  the  probabilities  ;^  was  her  quiet  reply ; 
but  1  did  not  come  here  to  talk  of  myself.     I  judge 
merely  by  analogy .'*'* 
''By  analogy r 

"  Certainly.  If  books  be  no  tutors,  why  should 
we  waste  our  lives  in  studying  their  pages  f" 

"  You  are  right,  Adela,"  I  exclaimed  abruptly ; 
'^  why  should  I  refuse  to  acknowledge  that  you  are 
right  {  I  have — I  did  bring  to  my  retirement  a 
deep — a  gnawing  regret.  It  is  true,  that  the  little 
I  yet  know  of  life  I  learnt  under  this  same  roof; 
but  BDoksley  is  no  longer  what  it  was.  To  me  the 
transition  was  like  that  of  the  disembodied,  soul 
passing:  from  earth  to  Hades.  Had  it  been  a  mere 
idle,  girlish  caprice,  undiscovered  and  unretumed, 
my  pride  would  have  enabled  me  to  conquer  it  at 
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once,  for  I  should  have  scorned  myself;  but  with 
me  it  was — it  is — fer  otherwise/' 

As  I  spoke  I  looked  towards  my  sister  for  sym- 
pathy, and  I  was  astonished  to  perceive  that  a 
bumins:  blush  had  risen  to  her  forehead.  She  was 
silent,  and,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  unable  to  reply.  I 
began  to  re-consider  my  words,  but  I  could  discover 
nothing  in  them  to  induce  this  extraordinary  de- 
monstration. Adela  was  a  mere  child  when  she 
first  came  to  Rooksley  ;  GlenfiUan  was,  I  well  knew, 
a  hermitage  as  regarded  the  world ;  for  herself, 
therefore,  it  was  impossible  that  she  should  blush. 
I  knew  not  what  inference  to  draw.  I  became 
restless  and  uneasy :  and  still  she  sat  silently  be- 
side my  bed,  buried  in  thought,  with  the  blood 
crimsoning  her  brow. 

"  You  are  ungrateful  to  repine,  Eveleen  f"  she 
said  at  length  abruptly,  as  though  no  pause  had 
taken  place  in  our  conversation  ;  "  for,  if  you  feel, 
not  only  that  you  have  loved,  but  that  you  have 
been  beloved  in  your  turn,  with  you  happiness  is 
a  mere  question  of  time  ;  and  Sir  James  Domton 
may  well  afford  to  wait  for  awhile,  when  conscious 
of  success  at  last." 

My  share  in  the  ^dialogue  seemed  fated  to  be 
merely  ejaculatory. 

'*  Sir  James  Domton  !''  I  echoed  vehemently,  as 
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by  a  sudJon  movement  I  raised  myself  from  my 
recumbent  position. 

"  Arc  you  not  to  be  his  wife  V 
''  1  ^vould  ratlier  die  ten  thousand  deaths  l'^ 
"  And  yet  you  joined  in  all  the  laudatory  com- 
ments  uttered  by   Lady  Madelaine  after  he  left 

Itookslev/^ 

"  I  did  ao  with  sincerity.  He  has  truly  the  good 
qualities  for  which  she  gave  him  credit ;  but  I  could 
never  love  him." 

''  Do  not  assume  too  much.  Habit  and  perse- 
verance may  induce  you  to  feel  differently.'^ 

"  Never !'' 

^'  And  yet,  he  is  handsome,  &shionable,  and 
attractive.''' 

"  It  may  be  so — it  isj"  I  conceded,  overcome 
by  the  subtil  tactics  of  a  mere  girl,  and  resolved 
to  pour  out  my  whole  heart  before  her  ;  "  yet  still 
1  persist  in  my  declaration,  that  I  could  never  love 
Sir  James  Dornton."*' 

'^  But  should  the  indomitable  will  of  our  mother 
so  order  it  V 

'"  It  would  only  lead  to  a  vain  struggle  on  her 
part.     I  would  concede  nothing." 

*'  Eveleen,  you  deceive  yourself;"  said  my  sister 
eagerly ;  "  you  do  not  possess  the  strength  of 
character  for  which  you  would  fain  give  yourself 
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credit ;  you  have  not  the  moral  courage  to  stand 
alone  in  such  an  unequal  contest." 

^'  I  shall  not  stand  alone,"'  I  answered  proudly. 

"  Then,  indeed,  have  I  hopes  of  you ;"  said 
Adela  with  increased  enerfry ;  "  for  all  is  easy 
where  you  are  convinced  of  being  beloved.  Every 
trial  that  does  not  touch  the  one  you  love,  is  light, 
and  may  be  borne  bravely  ;  external  griefs  cease  to 
terrify  and  subdue,  and  graze  but  little  the  surface 
of  a  heart  which  is  filled  by  one  image,  while  they 
have  no  power  to  pierce  it."*' 

"How  know  you  this  V'  I  inquired  in  my  sur- 
prise. 

"  I  feel  that  it  must  be  so.  Such  a  fact  requires 
no  teaching.  Trust  me,  Eveleen,  I  am  conscious 
from  my  privation  that  it  must  be  so."*' 

"  Adela,  I  shall  never  understand  you.**' 

"  I  believe  it.'' 

"■  Never  did  I  expect  such  sentiments  from  your 
lips.  You,  a  mere  girl,  secluded  from  your  earliest 
years — without  knowledge  of  the  world — without 
experience — '''* 

'-'-  What  do  you  understand  by  experience  i  by 
knowledge  of  the  world  ?  They  may  bo  good  safe- 
guards, as  I  construe  the  words,  against  deception, 
dissimulation,  and  wrong ;  but  the  heart  alone  is 
needed  in  the  subject  which  we  are  now  discussing  5 
and,  consequently,  the  heart  which  has  been  self- 
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formed  iu  solitude  will  be  more  capable  of  a  deep 
<in(l  lasting  afFoction  than  that  which  has  been 
fashioned  by  the  qualities  to  which  you  attach  so 
high  a  value.  Wo  shall,  perhaps,  in  after-life,  our- 
selves afford  an  illustration  of  what  I  advance.*" 

''  And  how  T 

'^  Simply  by  the  disparity  of  our  tastes  and 
habits.  You  will  love  your  husband,  I  doubt  not ; 
but  you  will  also  love  many  other  things  j  plea- 
sure, and  dissipation,  and  the  admiration  of  the 
world ;  from  all  of  which  I  should  shrink  with 
loathing,  because  they  would  tend  to  divert  my 
thoughts  from  the  one  great  object  of  my  de* 
votion."*^ 

"  It  is  easy  to  see,  my  poor  Adela,''  I  said  with 
a  smile  of  pity,  ^^  that  your  love  is,  so  Su*,  all 
theory.  You  would  soon  descend  from  your  pe- 
destal, had  you  once  tasted  the  delights  of  all  that 
you  now  afiect  to  despise ;  or  you  would  become 
the  most  miserable  woman  upon  earth.  With 
your  whole  soul  wrapt  up  in  one  object  (prettily  as 
the  phrase  sounds),  his  absence  would  infiillibly 
destroy  you.  Had  you  suffered  what  I  have  alraady 
done,  you  would  ere  now  have  ceased  to  exist.**^ 

'^  Not  if  I  were  assured  that  I  was  really  loved — 
and  this  has  brought  us  back  to  the  commencement 
of  our  argument — I  should  then  have  strength  to 
meet  any  trial.*" 
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"  Even  the  opposition  of  our  mother  f^ 

"  Yes  ;  for  I  could  wait  until  it  was  overcome/^ 

"  All  your  life  perhaps." 

"  Scarcely,  for  I  should  know  that  there  must 
come  a  period  when  the  law  would  liberate  rae  from 
the  thrall  of  Lady  Madelaine ;  for  the  present,  I 
would  say,  until  the  proper  time  arrives,  my  best 
text  is — patience." 

"  Very  prudent  and  proper  ;"  said  I  disdainfully; 
"  but  who  shall  protect  you  in  the  meanwhile  from 
some  other  marriage  of  Lady  Madelaine'*s  own  de- 
vising ?  While  you  are  exercising  your  minority 
in  this  new  kind  of  philosophy,  she  may  compel  you 
to  become  the  wife  of  a  man  whose  very  name 
you  may  consider  odious." 

"  Compel  me,  did  you  say !  You  do  indeed  not 
understand  me.  I  am  younger  than  yourself, 
Eveleen,  in  years ;  but  my  mind  and  heart  were 
educated  amid  the  grand  and  wild  scenes  of  nature, 
amid  an  almost  unbroken  solitude,  and  under  un- 
kindness  and  neglect  —  not  in  a  drawing-room, 
where  every  toy  distracts  the  thoughts  and  disturbs 
the  fancy.  Mine  was  a  stern  tutorage,  but  it  did 
its  work.  You  have  been  the  pupil  of  the  world, 
which  has  done  its  work  also.  You  have  been 
warned  to  hide  yourself  from  both  sun  and  wind — I 
have  stood  beneath  a  shelf  of  rock,  and  braved  the 
thunder-storm.     And  do  you  think  that  when  the 
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wliolc  happiness  of  my  life  may  be  poised  upon  one 
point,  that  I  shall  hesitate  to  secure  it?  Believe 
nic,  that  tlicTo  can  be  little  moral  energy,  little 
delicacy,  and  still  less  jjood  sense,  in  throwinir 
yourself  awav,  at  the  will  of  another — nor  is  it 
lion  est  to  utter  vows  which  are  sure  to  be  broken 
by  so  weak  and  unstable  a  nature ;  and  to  pledge 
yourself  to  form  the  happiness  of  a  husband,  when 
you  are  not  even  able  to  assure  your  own." 

I  was  at  once  bewildered  and  silent.  Could  this 
indeed  he*  Adela  ?  I  felt  as  if  under  the  influence 
of  magic.  I  remembered  her  usual  cold,  abstracted 
indiftorence — I  recalled  her  bitter  energy  durin<: 
our  last  tete-^^t'tf'te — and  T  could  not  reconcile  the 
discrepancies  of  her  character.  I  was,  however, 
painfully  conscious  of  her  mental  superiority.  I 
felt  the  insufficiency  of  my  eldership ;  I  was  mastered 
by  a  stronger  spirit  than  my  own.  I  could  have 
wept  with  mortification.  I  had  talked  bravely; 
but  it  was  because  the  sound  of  my  own  words  lent 
mo  courage  for  the  moment ;  for  I  well  knew  that 
cowardice  was  still  at  the  bottom  of  my  heart ;  I 
had  never  reduced  my  feelings  to  reason ;  I  could 
not,  as  she  did,  make  a  principle  of  my  conduct, 
and  experience  a  sense  of  self-respect  to  sustain  my 
actions ;  when  once  my  pride  failed,  my  strength 
was  exhausted. 

I  was  of  a  weak  and  yielding  disposition,  and 
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constantly  required  support,  and  my  sister  had 
now  assumed  an  attitude  which  led  me  to  seek  it 
at  her  hands.  That  she  felt  no  affection  for  me, 
she  had  been  too  frank  to  conceal ;  but  I  tremblingly 
confessed  to  myself  that  if  I  could  secure  her  friend- 
ship, I  should  save  myself,  in  all  probability,  from 
a  dangerous  enemy.  Adela  already  possessed  a 
glimpse  of  my  secret,  and  I  easily  convinced  myself 
that  its  safety  could  be  hereafter  secured  only  by 
an  unlimited  confidence.  Full  of  this  feeling,  I 
therefore  gave  free  course  to  my  communication.  I 
told  her  of  Devereux's  first  appearance  at  Rooksley ; 
of  the  irritation  of  Lady  Madelaine,  who,  after 
having  for  a  time  made  a  jest  of  our  growing  incli- 
nation, ultimately  saw  fit  to  resent  it  with  a  ve- 
hemence which  led  her  to  forbid  the  entrance  of 
the  house  to  the  son  of  her  own  friend ;  and  then, 
but  with  considerably  less  fluency,  I  admitted  the 
fact  of  our  late  correspondence;  and  avowed  my 
firm  faith  in  Devereux's  attachment  and  perse- 
verance. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

I  derived  no  assistance  from  mj  auditor  through- 
out the  narrative,  either  in  word  or  look.  She 
listened  attentively,  abaorbedly,  but  she  uttered  no 
coniinent,  she  made  no  gesture  of  surprise  or  in- 
terest :  it  was  only  when,  with  a  flushed  brow  and 
quickened  breath,  I  had  reached  the  termination  of 
luy  story,  that  she  spoke ;  and  not  even  then  until, 
after  the  pause  of  a  moment,  she  had  convinced 
herself  that  I  had  indeed  no  more  to  tell. 

"  Poor  Eveleen  !^  she  exclaimed  at  last;  "you 
have  truly  profited  by  an  education  based  on  flatteiy, 
and  perfected  by  novel-writers,  to  have  thus  suc- 
ceeded in  xweaving  out  a  romance  for  yourself  amid 
the  seclusion  of  Booksley.  I  cannot  sufficiently 
admire  your  skill !  It  was  a  wonderful  achieve- 
ment to  contemplate  at  fourteen.  But  are  you  sure 
that  Herbert  Devereux  was,  and  is,  the  hero  of  this 
history  V* 

'^  What  can  you  mean  to  imply,  Adela  V* 
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"  Nothing;  my  words  convey  no  implication. 
I  asked  a  plain  and  simple  question ;  and  I  more- 
over request  of  you  to  answer  it  frankly  and  truth- 
fullv." 

"  I  have  told  you  nothing  but  the  truth."" 

"  I  am  bound  to  believe  your  assertion  ;  and  the 
ratlier  that  such  a  confidence  as  you  have  just 
made  unasked  would  be  a  useless  and  idle  weak- 
ness on  your  part,  if  you  still  sought  to  deceive  me. 
Do  you  now  ask  my  advice,  or  my  assistance  f 

^'  I  am  ready  to  listen  to  your  advice ;  and  may, 
perhaps,  ere  long  be  under  the  necessity  of  re- 
questing your  assistance;  but  what  I  now  desire 
is  simply  your  opinion/** 

"  Upon  what  point  V 

"  Upon  every  one  connected  with  the  entangle- 
ment." 

"  Entanglement !  You  do  not  then,  yourself, 
consider  the  affair  as  serious  V 

"  You  are  mistaken.  I  am,  on  my  side,  per- 
fectly serious ;  nor  have  I  any  reason  to  believe 
that  Mr.  Devereux  is  less  so.^ 

"  We  had  better  then,  under  those  circum- 
stances, call  it  an  engagement." 

"  Call  it  what  you  please." 

''  Then  my  opinion  is  that,  so  far  as  it  has  gone, 
it  is  remarkably  romantic." 

^'  But  what  think  you,"  I  asked  with  some  irri- 


lis  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 

latioii,  "oftlic  iDconsistency  of  our  mother,  who, 
utltT  liaviiig  jer>tingly  eucouraged  our  mutual  liking, 
sliould  .suddt'iilv  iiud  in  it  a  cause  of  wrath  and 
roseutiiieut  f 

''  I  coiitcs.s  that  an  accusation  of  inconsistency, 
when  brought  against  Lady  Aladelaine,  somewhat 
.startlt'S  nie.  I  had  not  hitherto  believed  that 
rcniiiiiiio  failing  to  be  one  of  her  peculiarities.  I 
never  made  the  experience  myself  for,  iu  my  own 
ease,  her  conduct  has  ever  been  uniform  in  all  re- 
spects ;  nor  do  1  think  that,  in  this  occurrence, 
she  can  ri^htlv  bo  accused  of  it.  The  miniature 
flirtation  of  two  comparatiye  children  amused 
her,  and  diverted  her  friends.  Dancing  dogs  and 
quack  doctors  are  never,  as  you  are  well  aware, 
admitted  beyond  the  lodges  of  Kooksley ;  and 
people  of  taste  and  fiishion  must  be  provided  with 
entertainment  of  some  description.  But  when  it 
became  apparent  that  the  boy  and  girl  considered 
themselves  and  each  other  as  mau  and  woman — 
then,  indeed,  the  aflair  assumed  a  very  different 
aspect.  Did  you  expect  that  Lady  Madelaine 
Tilden  had  any  ambition  to  be  a  grandmother 
before  she  was  five  and  thirty  f 

I  was  stung  to  the  very  quick.  This  was  not  the 
tone  in  which  I  had  expected  my  sister  to  reply  to 
the  confidence  I  had  reposed  in  her.  1  shrank  before 
the  ridicule  which  lurked  in  her  tone  and  words. 
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"  I  care  not  to  speculate  upon  our  motlier''8 
feelings ;'''  I  said  pettishly ;  "  I  wished  to  know 
your  opinion  of  my  own  position.'** 

"  I  do  not  think  that  you  need  to  disturb  your- 
self on  that  head  f'  was  the  rejoinder ;  "  after  Mr. 
Devereux  saw  and  admired  you,  he  probably  trans- 
ferred his  gaze  and  his  admiration  to  the  scarlet 
coat  which  succeeded  you.  Nothing  could  be  more 
natural  at  his  ase.*" 

"  How,  then,''  I  asked  with  offended  dignity, 
''  do  you  account  for  his  appearance  here,  and  the 
correspondence  which  ensued  f 

"  A  love  of  the  new  and  the  mysterious,  perhaps ; 
or  restlessness,  and  weariness  of  town,  for  the 
season  was  just  about  to  close." 

^^  You   think   then   that  I  am   to   be   made  a 

dupe  r 

"  You  must  yourself  decide  that  point.     Your 
fate  is  in  your  own  hands  in  this  case,  at  least." 
"  But  you  beUeve  that  ho  never  really  loved 


me  r 


''  I  am  merely  inclined  to  imagine  that,  at  such 
an  age,  and  under  such  circumstances,  a  mutual 
inclination    like    yours    would    scarcely    admit    a 


name." 


"I  am  nevertheless  convinced  of  his  affection." 
''  In  that  conviction  you  cannot  do  better  than 
encourage  a  renewal  of  his  attentions.     You  must 
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be  sure  of  success  now,  when  time  can  only  haTe 
iucreased  your  talent  in  winning  hearts.^ 

The  bitternciss  of  this  epigram  made  me  fiirioiu ; 
but  I  was  too  proud  to  discover  to  my  sister  the 
extent  of  her  triumph  ;  and  I  remained  perfectly 
silent,  until  she  rose  from  her  chair,  when,  as  she 
prepared  to  leave  the  room,  she  said  calmly ;  ^^  End 
as  it  may,  your  secret  is  safe  with  me,  Eveleen ; 
and,  as  I  before  said,  do  not  let  it  distress  yon.  It 
is  a  marriage  that  Lady  Madelaine  will  never  allov. 
She  has  other  and  more  ambitious  views  for  yoa. 
If  I  can  be  of  service  in  the  mean  tune,  while  tbis 
love  still  stru<^glcs  and  exists,  make  use  of  me ; 
you  may  depend  upon  my  sincerity.'*^  And  before 
I  could  utter  a  word  in  i^ply,  she  was  gone. 

IIow  heartily  did  I  then  regret  that  I  had  placed 
myself  so  thoroughly  in  her  power !  Not  one  ex- 
prt^ssion  of  sympathy,  not  one  sentence  of  affection, 
had  escaped  her.  I  had  forfeited  my  independence. 
I  had  wilfully  woven  the  thrall  about  me :  nor  was 
Adela  a  likely  person  to  allow  me  to  overlook  the 
fact.  From  the  day  on  which  this  conversatfon 
took  place,  our  relative  position  was  altogether 
changed.  I  ceased  to  contend.  I  adopted  her 
ideas,  coincided  in  her  opinions,  and  deferred  to  her 
tastes.  She,  on  her  side,  tacitly  accepted  my  con- 
cessions, and  no  longer  avoided  my  society  ;  talking 
to  me  continually,  whenever  we  were  t^te-i-iUte^  of 
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Devereux ;  and  cleverly  increasing,  by  apparently 
unconscious  comments,  the  extent  of  the  resrard 
which  she  constantly  affected  to  discourage.  As  I 
have,  I  believe,  said  more  than  once  already,  she 
was  incomprehensible.  Nevertheless,  there  was, 
from  this  very  line  of  conduct,  a  fascination  in  her 
companionship  which  I  was  unable  to  resist.  She 
never  spoke  of  herself.  She  had  displayed  no 
answering  trust  in  me.  She  seemed  anxious  to 
forget  her  own  identity.  And  thus,  we  talked  in- 
cessantly upon  the  one  engrossing  subject  of  Deve- 
reux^s  attachment. 

"  Where  is  he  now  V  she  asked  one  morning,  as 
we  were  strolling  in  the  grounds.  "  In  order  to 
secure  a  prize  for  which  all  the  world  are  destined 
to  contend,  he  should  be  no  laggard.  He  must  be 
well  aware  that  Lady  Madelaine  is  not  at  Booksley ; 
he  must  have  seen  her  at  his  mother^s.  How  is  it 
then  that  he  does  not  profit  by  so  favourable  an 
opportunity  of  renewing  his  suit  V 

As  she  spoke,  we  were  approaching  one  of  the 
lodges,  which  was  just  then  under  repair )  but,  as 
the  early  dinner-bell  had  rung,  the  workmen  were 
all  absent ;  and  we  consequently  continued  our 
walk  without  hesitation.  The  building  was  known 
as  the  wood-lodge,  from  the  circumstance  of  its 
standing  on  the  edge  of  an  extensive  plantation  of 
ornamental  timber,  and  was,  in  itself,  an  extremely 

VOL.  II.  G 
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pretty  object.  Adela  had  been  silent  more  than  a 
minute,  but  I  attempted  no  reply,  for  just  at  the 
instant  my  eye  caught  the  figure  of  a  tall  man 
crouching  among  the  underwood.  He  wore  a 
blue  gabardine,  a  glazed  hat  with  a  wide  border 
pulled  low  upon  his  forehead,  and  carried  in  his 
hand  a  fonnidable  bludgeon  ;  but  what  rendered  his 
appearance  more  singular,  and  less  alarming  than 
it  would  otherwise  have  been,  was  the  &ct  that  at 
the  precise  moment  in  which  he  caught  my  atten- 
tion, he  raised  a  telescope  to  his  eye,  and  appeared 
to  be  taking  an  earnest  view  of  the  windows  of  the 
house.  As  he  dropped  it,  his  gaze  was  riveted 
upon  me,  and  I  saw  him  start  with  surprise  and 
make  a  step  towards  me ;  when,  suddenly  becoming 
aware  of  the  presence  of  a  second  person,  he  stopped 
as  abruptly  as  he  had  been  about  to  approach. 

A  sudden  tremour  took  possession  of  me.  I  dared 
not  believe  that  my  suspicion  was  correct.  I  conld 
only  murmur  out :  ^'  How  like,  and  yet  it  cannot 
be!" 

^^  What  cannot  be  {"  asked  my  sister. 

^'That  man  —  that  peasant — do  you  see  him, 
Adela?  Do  my  eyes  cheat  me,  or  ia  it  really 
Devereux  f 

Taught  by  these  words  that  my  companion  knew 
all  our  secret,  the  intruder  hesitated  no  longer. 

*' Yes;  it  is  indeed  Devereux;^  he  answered. 
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springing  towards  me,  while  I  stood  transfixed  with 
terror  and  astonishment.  "  It  is  indeed  myself. 
Have  I  not  earned  the  right  to  make  this  attempt 
by  the  weeks  and  months  of  wretchedness  that  I 
have  lately  passed!  Does  it  seem  so  strange  to 
your  heart,  Eveleen,  that  it  refiises  to  welcome 
me  r 

"  You  wrong  me,  Herbert.'*'' 

"  I  must  believe  so ;  for  I  cannot  afford  to  fritter 
away  one  brief  interval  of  happiness  in  doubt.  But 
why  these  tears  ?  why  this  violent  emotion  ?  Com- 
pose yourself,  I  beseech  of  you,  and  listen  to  me 
calmly,  for  a  few  moments  must  decide  both  my 
fate  and  your  own.  In  an  hour  I  must  be  once 
more  on  my  way  to  town,  where  I  shall  only  arrive 
in  time  to  join  my  regiment  before  it  marches  to 
Dublin.  I  do  not  ask  you  to  write  to  me  ;  I  dare 
not.  The  hazard  of  discovery  would  be  too  great ; 
and  I  am  not  selfish  enough  to  involve  you  in  un- 
necessary risk  for  my  own  gratification.  Nor  will 
I  write  myself.  A  letter  intercepted  by  Lady 
Madelaine  must  inevitably  expose  you  to  her  re- 
sentment ;  but  I  swear,  by  all  that  I  most  revere 
on  earth,  never  to  become  the  husband  of  any  other 
woman  than  yourself.  You  have  already  given  me 
the  same  pledge,  but  it  was  only  in  writing, 
Eveleen — I  saw  it,  but  I  did  not  hear  it ;  and  it  is 
to  do  this,  to  hear  the  same  vow  uttered  by  your 

q2 
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Iip8,  that  I  am  uow  here.  The  soands  will  dwell 
ill  my  car  for  ever,  and  be  the  solace  of  my  absence. 
Surely,  you  will  not  refuse  me  this  ?  Surely  you  will 
not  .shrink  at  such  a  moment  from  the  ratification 
of  your  own  generous  and  voluntary  pledge  V  And 
he  looked  earnestly  and  tenderly  into  my  fi^e,  as 
lie  raised  my  hand  with  ardour  to  his  lips. 

I  was  silent. 

"  Have  you  not  the  courage  to  repeat  your 
promise  T  he  asked  somewhat  impatiently.  "  Was 
the  vow  traced  by  your  pen  not  intended  to  be  ir- 
revocable I  Have  you  hitherto  been  merely  sport- 
ing Mith  a  passion  which  you  professed  to  share  I 
Eveleen,  I  will  not  believe  you  so  unworthy  !^' 

''  I  am  helpless,'^  I  at  length  murmured  out,  as 
I  (evaded  his  fixed  and  searching  gaze. 

"'  Helpless  !'*'*  echoed  Devereux  indignantly ; 
^'  show  me  the  being,  either  of  your  sex  or  of 
mine,  who  is  not  helpless,  if  unwilling  to  exert  that 
moral  courage  which  makes  its  own  strength,  and 
creates  its  own  freedom  i  Do  not  be  self-deceived, 
Kveleen  ;  do  not  wilftilly  or  weakly  close  your 
eyes  before  you  give  me  a  final  answer,  to  the  trials 
to  which,  as  my  affianced  wife,  you  will  undoubt- 
edly be  exposed  ere  long.  Do  not  conceal  from 
yourself  the  difficulties  with  which  you  will  have 
to  contend,  in  order  to  secure  the  inviolability  of 
your  plighted  word.     I  am  too  unselfish  to  inflict 
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upon  you  the  necessity  of  either  falsehood  on  the 
one  hand,  or  repentance  on  the  other.  If  there 
must  be  a  victim,  I  am  prepared  to  become  the 
sacrifice — my  own  misery  will  be  enough,  without 
the  addition  of  yours.**^ 

I  only  wept. 

"  When  my  departure  from  town  has  taken  place,"" 
pursued  Herbert, "  and  your  mother's  year  of  mourn- 
ing has  expired,  she  will,  beyond  doubt,  desire  your 
society,  and  you  will  be  launched  into  the  ocean  of 
a  London  life,  where  nothing  will  be  left  undone 
to  seduce  your  fancy,  and  to  intimidate  your  will. 
Lady  Madelaine  will,  probably,  employ  both  menace 
and  authority ;  she  may  even  condemn  you  once 
more,  for  a  time,  to  the  seclusion  of  Rooksley — she 
may  endeavour  to  pervert  your  truth  by  flattering 
your  vanity  or  your  ambition.  You  see  how  fiilly, 
how  earnestly,  I  have  calculated  all  these  contin- 
gencies— not  coldly,  Eveleen ;  of  that  you  cannot 
suspect  me,  but  with  a  burning  brow  and  a  throb- 
bing pulse. — All  this  may — musty  I  fear,  be  the 
consequence  of  your  truth  to  me — ^but  surely,  my 
own  love,  I  can  at  least  offer  you  the  recompense  of 
your  noble  sacrifice !  No  care,  no  tenderness,  no 
devotion  shall  be  spared  when  you  are  indeed  my 
wife  ;  my  love  shall  make  you  forget  even  the  price 
at  which  it  was  purchased.  My  gratitude  shall  be 
undying,  like  my  affection.     Your  happiness  shall 
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be  the  one  great  effort  and  ambition  of  my  whole 
life.  Speak — I  have  been  frank  and  honest,  though 
it  has  cost  me  a  bitter  pang.  I  have  done  my 
duty ;  and  now  my  &te  is  in  your  hands.  You 
know  that  you  have  been  the  first  and  only  Tision 
of  my  soul.  Speak — and  make  me  at  once  the 
happiest  or  the  most  wretched  of  my  sex  1^ 

Again  his  eyes  were  &8tened  eagerly  upon  me. 
I  felt  his  arm  about  my  waist :  I  was  fiunt  and 
giddy.  My  cowardice  was  upon  me.  I  had  no 
longer  a  will,  nor  a  wish.  I  riveted  my  gaze  upon 
the  earth.  I  gasped  out  I  knew  not  what  of  the 
pain  which  his  want  of  confidence  had  given  me. 
He  eagerly  pressed  me  to  be  frank ;  to  be  just 
alike  to  him  and  to  myself;  and  I  felt  inclined  to 
promise  all  he  asked,  but  my  fear  was  greater  than 
my  passion. 

''  Speak  for  me,  Miss  Tilden  !^  he  exchiimed, 
turning  vehemently  towards  my  sister ;  ''  if  I  havOi 
indeed,  so  soon  and  so  utterly  lost  all  my  in- 
fluence over  Eveleen,  perhaps  you,  her  friend,  her 
confidante,  may  still  possess  it.  This  strange,  eold 
indecision  maddens  me.  I  cannot  endure  it  much 
longer.  Let  me,  at  least,  hear  through  your 
medium  what  is  to  be  the  recompense  of  my  deep 
and  uncompromising  affection.^ 

Adela,  who  had  hitherto  been  titanding  a  few 
paces  apart,  on  hearing  this  appeal,  moved  to  my 
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side,  and  was  about  to  speak,  when  the  shrill  voice 
of  Lady  Flora,  evidently  approaching  the  lodge, 
was  distinctly  audible.  I  rushed  from  the  clasp  of 
Devereux.  "  Fly  !"  I  cried  impetuously  ;  *'  I  am 
lost  if  she  discovers  you — ^^ 

"  What  have  you  to  fear,  Eveleen  V  he  asked 
sadly,  and  almost  reproachfully ;  ^^  none  here  know 
me,  save  yourself/^ 

"  Nevertheless  I  beseech  you  to  be  gone.  My 
agitation  will  betray  me. — Farewell.  Do  not  doubt 
my  affection!  The  grave  would  be  more  welcome 
to  me  than  another  engagement. .  Calculate  fear- 
lessly upon  my  constancy — upon  my  truth.  1  will 
be  only  yours — but  fly — leave  me— leave  me,  or  I 
shall  die  upon  the  spot.^^ 

^'  Alas,  Eveleen ;  this  weakness  gives  but  poor 
earnest  of  the  future  !^^ 

"  Devereux,  I  implore  you  to  be  gone,  or  you 
will  be  my  niin.^ 

"  Farewell  then,  since  such  is  indeed  your  will. 
All  uncertainty  is  now  over  for  me.  I  am  to  be 
the  sacrifice  of  a  childish  terror.  Heaven  bless  you, 
Eveleen !  You  are  yet  young.  You  will  soon 
love  again.  May  he  who  wins  you  cherish  you  as 
fondly  as  he  whom  you  discard !" 

He  was  about  to  turn  away,  when  Adela  held 
him  back. 

"  It  is  too  late  j""*  she  said  calmly ;  "  you  have 
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been  seen,  and  your  retreat  at  this  moment  woald 
be  even  more  suspicious  than  your  presence/^ 

^^  Alas !  alas  l'**  I  gasped  out,  as  I  wrun^  my 
hands  in  agony.  "  What  is  to  be  done!  We  are 
both  lost."''' 

My  sister  smiled.  "  You  need  not  feign  indis- 
position, Eveleen  ;  you  are  safe,  for  you  have  no 
part  to  play.  You,  sir,  will  perhaps  have  the 
kindness  to  assist  me  in  supporting  her.  The 
drama  will  suffice  for  the  audience.^ 

Devereux  had  scarcely  extended  his  arms  to  sus- 
tain my  trembling  frame,  and  began  to  murmur  his 
reproachful  tenderness  into  my  ear,  when  Adele 
called  loudly  upon  Lady  Flora  to  hasten  her  ap- 
proach with  Bottlemore,  who  was  following  close 
behind  her.  They  had  no  sooner  joined  the  group 
than  my  sister  turned  with  a  civil  curtsey  to  De- 
vereux, and,  thanking  him  for  his  timely  aid,  dis- 
missed him.  I  gave  one  last  look  in  the  direction 
which  he  had  taken,  and  saw  him  disappear  behind 
the  scaffolding  of  the  lodge. 

Once  assured  that  he  was  indeed  gone,  I  ceased 
to  struggle  with  the  weakness  which  had  overcome 
me.    I  closed  my  eyes  and  fainted. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

When  I  recovered  from  my  swoon,  I  found  my- 
self stretched  upon  my  bed,  and  Josephine  busily 
employed  in  laving  my  temples  with  Hungary 
water.  I  looked  anxiously  for  my  sister,  but  she 
was  not  beside  me. 

^'  Mademoiselle  Ad^le  a^est  retiree  d^puU  un  mo- 
ment;''' said  my  attendant,  without  subjecting  me  to 
the  exertion  of  an  inquiry.  I  was  relieved  by  her 
consideration,  and  once  more  closing  my  eyes,  I  fell 
into  one  of  those  dreamy  reveries  which  partake 
both  of  waking  thought  and  sleeping  uncertaint}- ; 
where  the  soul  and  the  fancy  appear  to  have  dis- 
enthralled themselves  in  some  degree  from  the 
weight  of  reality  and  life ;  and  yet  not  to  have 
altogether  freed  their  wings  from  the  clogging  soil 
of  mortality.  The  scene  of  the  wood  lodge  passed 
circumstantially  before  me.  I  verily  believe  that  I 
heard  in  my  heart  the  echo  of  every  sentence  that 
had  been  spoken,  as  accurately  as  it  was  originally 
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Uttered ;  yet,  nevertheless,  I  doubted  whether  I 
dreamt,  or  merely  obeyed  the  prompting  of  ft 
teuacious  memory.  I  had  moreoyer  no  sensfttion 
of  regret  or  of  satisfaction :  no  emotion  whatever 
was  excited  within  me.  A  soothing  and  placid 
calm  cradled  me,  as  the  mother^s  arm  cradles  her 
slumbering  babe.  It  was  a  strange — almost  a 
supernatural  species  of  enjoyment,  an  atmospha«  of 
etherialism,  on  which  I  appeared  to  float  without 
any  volition  of  my  own.  It  was  a  state  sweeter  than 
sleep,  because  I  was  conscious  of  existence ;  more 
delicious  than  waking,  because  no  painful  fteling 
troubled  my  visions.  It  was  a  twilight  of  the  spirit, 
which,  like  that  of  nature,  softened  and  toned  down 
every  salient  and  rugged  object,  and  invested  all 
about  me  in  the  sweet  and  vapoury  shadows  which 
lend  a  mysterious  charm  to  all  upon  wliich  they 
rest. 

But  this  intermedial  state  of  being  (if  such  an 
expression  may  be  permitted  to  me)  could  not 
endure  for  ever,  aiising  as  it  undoubtedly  did  from 
the  shock  which  had  been  given  to  my  nervea,  and 
the  long  and  heavy  &int  from  which  I  was  only 
slowly  awakening.  I  became  gradually  conmnous 
of  violent  suffering  in  my  head.  The  pulses  in  my 
temples  beat  strong  and  hard,  and  the  pulaations  of 
my  heart  were  quick  and  painful.  The  vapours 
were  passing  from  my  brain,  and,  as  they  rolled 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  131 

away,  the  sensation  of  mental  as  well  as  bodily  un- 
easiness came  back  upon  me.  Again  the  meeting 
of  the  morning  rose  fiiU  upon  my  memory,  but  now 
it  brought  bitterness,  regret,  and  self-reproach 
along  with  it.     I  felt  humbled  in  my  own  eyes. 

I  wa«  aware  that  I  had  acted  weakly  and 
unworthily.  How  had  I  met  Devereux  ? — how  had 
I  parted  from  him  ?  Like  a  peevish  child,  incapable 
of  actiujnr  from  either  motive  or  principle.  What 
nmst  he  think  of  me  ? — I,  who  had  unhesitatingly 
poured  out  on  paper  all  the  romantic  feelings  of 
devotion  and  constancy  which  his  anxious  attach- 
ment had  exacted — who  had  pledged  myself  to 
make  all  things  yield  to  my  love  for  him — ^who,  in 
the  security  of  my  chamber,  had  defied  &te  and 
authority  for  his  sake  with  passionate  vehemence  ; 
and  from  whom  he  had  thus  acquired  the  right  to 
expect  at  least  exertion  and  consistency!  I 
shuddered  as  my  reason  taught  me  that  it  could 
be  only  with  contempt !  Once  before  had  we  been 
separated  under  circumstances  which  had  crushed 
my  pride  into  the  dust,  but  that  had  been  through 
the  agency  of  another ;  and  even  had  I  shown  weak- 
ness then,  my  age  would  have  excused  it.  It  was 
too  plain  ;  I  had  no  strength  of  character.  Adela 
had  read  me  rightly.  With  all  my  haughty  and 
despotic  self-will  in  small  things — ^with  all  my  self- 
value    and  presumption,  I  was    utterly  powerless 
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at  every  importaut  crisis.  Bushing  recklessly  upon 
diiEculties,  I  wanted  energy  to  combat  the  phan- 
toms which,  through  my  ovm  imprudence,  I  had 
evoked. 

I  felt  crushed  and  miserable  under  the  burthen 
of  niy  own  reflections.  I  wanted  help  even  to  think ; 
and  I  passed  a  wretched  night,  throughout  which  I 
never  closed  my  eyes,  even  for  an  instant.  I  no 
longer  understood  my  own  position.  Had  Devereux 
considered  our  separation  as  a  final  one,  or  did  he 
still  look  upon  me  as  his  affianced  wife  !  This  was 
a  question  which  I  was  utterly  unable  to  answer ; 
nor  could  I  comprehend  how  it  might  be  solved,  for 
I  i*emembcred  that  he  had  told  me  not  to  expect  to 
hear  from  him,  and  warned  me  to  desist  from 
attempting  a  correspondence  by  which  we  should 
probably  both  be  compromised.  Thus  every  avenue 
of  couinmuication  between  us  was  closed,  and  that 
at  a  moment  when  my  peace  of  mind  depended 
upon  an  exact  understanding  of  our  relative  posi- 
tion towards  each  other.  And  upon  what  oould  I 
cast  the  blame  of  this  undignified  dilemma  !  Solely 
and  utterly  upon  my  own  weakness  and  want  of 
self-government.  In  short,  view  the  matter  as  I 
might,  the  whole  evil  had  originated  in  myself. 

I  soon  convinced  my  fears  that  Devereux^s  affec- 
tion was  irrecoverably  lost  to  me,  while  his  claim 
upon  my  honour  remained  in  full  force ;  and  I  need 
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scarcely  confess,  that  I  believed  my  love  for  him  at 
that  moment  to  be  more  powerful  than  ever.  I 
pined  for  daylight.  I  had  now  no  hope,  save  in 
Adela.  Yes — my  spirit  was  humbled  even  to  this  ! 
Once  my  thoughts  turned  towards  Lady  O'^Halloran; 
but  I  felt  relieved  when  I  remembered  that  she  had 
been  absent  in  town  for  several  weeks;  for  how 
could  I  have  rallied  my  courage  sufficiently  to  tell 
her  such  a  tale  ?  No — Adela  was  my  only  resource  ; 
and  to  her  I  should  be  spared  the  mortification 
of  detailing  the  cause  of  my  embarrassment. 

I  anticipated  from  my  sister  an  early  visit  in  my 
chamber  on  the  morrow ;  but  when  that  morrow 
came,  it  brought  only  a  civil  inquiry  through  her 
maid,  to  which  I  replied  as  briefly  as  it  had  been 
made.  Nevertheless,  I  continued  anxiously  await- 
ing her  appearance  for  several  hours  in  vaip  ;  when, 
satisfied  that  she  purposely  avoided  me,  I  became 
more  restless  and  apprehensive  than  before,  and 
could  endure  this  additional  suspense  no  longer. 

Summoning  Josephine,  I  made  a  hasty  toilette  ; 
and,  near  its  close,  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing 
Adela  in  the  grounds,  making  her  way  towards  the 
wood  which  belted  one  side  of  the  home-park.  I 
threw  on  my  bonnet  and  shawl  in  an  instant,  and 
started  in  pursuit.  She  had  evidently  not  remarked 
my  approach  ;  and  when  I  reached  her,  she  was  sit- 
ting upon  the  mossy  turf  at  the  foot  of  a  beech- 
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tree,  not  occupied  with  a  book,  m  was  her  usnal 
liabit;  but  with  her  &ce  buried  in  her  hands,  and 
lost  in  a  train  of  deep  thought.  She  started  as  I 
paused,  panting  and  breathless,  beside  her ;  and  as 
she  raised  her  liead,  I  remarked  that  two  laige 
tears  were  restino:  on  her  cheeks. 

^'  I  have  been  anxiously  expecting  you  all  the 
morning  in  my  room,  Adela  ;^  I  said,  as  I  cast 
myself  down  beside  her ;  "  but  at  last  I  began  to 
fear  that  you  were  purposely  avoiding  me.^ 

'*  Your  fears  were  correct,^  she  replied  coldly. 

"  And  wherefore?''  I  asked  eame9tly ;  "surely 
you  have  a  thousand  things  to  say  to  me  !  ^ 

"  You  are  wrong — I  have  nothing  to  say.'' 

'^  Have  you,  then,  already  forgotten  the  scene  of 
vesterdav  ? " 

'^  By  no  means.  You  unexpectedly  had  an 
interview  witli  your  noble-hearted  lover,  whose 
attachment  is  worthy  of  any  sacrifice,  however 
great.  You  declined  to  make  any— even  the  most 
triflinn^.  He  left  you  with  a  bruised  spirit  and  a 
wounded  heart.  Surely  there  could  be  no  occasion 
for  me  to  repeat  to  you  circumstances  of  which  you 
are  so  well  aware  as  these." 

"  At  least,"  I  said  sadly,  "  you  might  pity  me 
for  having  given  him  this  pain." 

"•  What  obli<T:ed  vou  to  do  so?" 

"  Reason  and  prudence." 
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'^  Bather  confess  that  yoar  love  for  him  is  not 
suf&ciently  great  to  induce  you  to  run  a  paltry  risk 
in  order  to  secure  it.  Your  lips  would  never  have 
hesitated  to  utter  the  vow  which  he  claimed  from 
you,  had  it  been  written  in  your  heart." 

'^  Do  you,  then,  blame  me  for  having  refused  to 
ratify  our  engagement ! " 

"  Blame  you ! "  echoed  my  sister,  turning  her 
eyes,  which  were  flashing  with  disdain,  full  upon 
me  ;  "  quite  the  contrary.  I  applaud  you  for  hav- 
ing been  just  to  yourself.  A  feeble  nature  should 
at  once,  as  yours  did,  yield  to  events  without  a 
struggle,  and  not  venture  to  encounter  trials  to 
wliich  it  is  unequal."*^ 

"  Adela ;"'  I  said  bitterly,  piqued  by  her  uncom- 
promising frankness  ;  ^^  we  should  all  wait  until 
we  are  tried,  and  prove  our  own  strength  before  we 
scofi*  at  the  weakness  of  others.  Opportunities  to 
do  so,  I  sliould  imagine,  are  never  wanting  long 
to  any  one,  and  even  the  firmest  will  may  be 
dompted.  Wait  until  our  mother  interferes  with 
your  own  views,  and  presses  upon  you  a  marriage 
for  which  you  have  no  inclination.'*^ 

"  If  I  love  elsewhere — above  all,  if  I  am  so  happy 
as  to  be  beloved,"  she  answered  calmly,  "  all  her 
interference  and  all  her  efibrts  will  be  vain.  I  have 
already  told  you  this." 

''  I  fancied  so  myself;  but  I  have  discovered  my 
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error.     As  regards  your  own  declaration,  I  put  no 
taith  in  it  at  the  time ;  nor  do  I  now.^ 

"  You  are  wrong.  You  should  not  judge  of  my 
character  by  your  own.  The  difference  of  our  edu- 
cation has  necessarily  influenced  our  modes  of 
tliinking  and  feeling.  Brought  up  in  the  arms  of 
those  to  whom  you  owe  your  being,  the  first  senti- 
ments of  your  heart  must  have  been  those  of  tender- 
ness and  submission  ;  you  instinctively' learned  to 
love  and  to  respect  an  authority  to  which  you  were 
indebted  both  for  security  and  comfort.  Things 
have  changed.  The  yoke  has  become  more  heavy 
and  more  irksome ;  but  the  fetters  of  habit  are 
upon  you,  and  you  do  not  retain  even  the  will  to 
shake  them  off.  My  case  is  wholly  dissimilar.  The 
outcast  child  of  an  unloving  mother,  I  no  sooner 
became  capable  of  appreciating  my  position,  than  I 
wept  over  myself.  Tears  were  the  luxury  of  my 
early  girlhood;  of  those  hours  when  I  was  dis- 
missed to  my  sports.  I  grew  up  on  tears ;  until  I 
ventured  to  ask  myself  by  what  right  and  upon 
what  pretext  I  was  thus  flung  ofi*!  You  may 
believe  that  I  could  discover  no  plea  which  sufficed 
to  satisfy  my  reason  ;  and  I  then  made  it  the  one 
great  moral  business  of  my  life  to  weigh  every  detail 
connected  with  my  misfortune.  Under  this  mental 
discipline,  both  my  heart  and  my  character  have 
been  educated.     I  trust  to  be  able  some  day  to 
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prove  that  I  have  been  just  alike  to  my  mother  and 
to  myself.  I  have  now  clearly  defined  the  bounds 
within  which  to  admit  her  authority  as  legitimate  ; 
and  beyond  those  I  will  not  yield  even  a  hair^s 
breadth.  Judge,  then,  what  prospect  there  is  of 
her  being  able  to  influence  me  in  the  most  impor- 
tant decision  of  my  life.^^ 

"  And  can  you  really  have  come  to  such  a  reso- 
lution before  you  are  quite  sixteen  years  of  age  ?  **' 

Adela  shrugged  her  shoulders  with  a  contemp- 
tuous smile,  but  made  no  reply. 

"  I  cannot  boast  of  the  same  moral  independence  ;'* 
I  pursued  after  a  moment'^s  silence ;  "  and  I  se- 
riously require  your  advice.^** 

**  My  advice !     A  quoi  bon  ?  '*'' 

"  That  it  may  guide  and  strengthen  me.^ 

My  sister  laughed.  There  was  a  mockery  in  her 
laughter  at  times  that  made  my  blood  leap  in  my 
veins ;  it  did  so  now. — "  You  are  merry  ;'*''  I  re- 
marked with  asperity ;  "  I  asked  counsel,  not 
contempt." 

"  I  have  no  advice  to  offer.  Counsel  to  you 
would  be  merely  a  verbal  improvidence.'*' 

'*  Why  80  ?  "^ 

"  Because  you  would  be,  in  all  probability,  afraid 
to  follow  it.'" 

"  Then,  were  it  your  case,  you  would  risk  every- 
thing to  keep  your  faith ! " 
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^'  Never  mind  me.  I  am  in  no  way  connected 
with  the  business.  But  are  you  so  sure  that  the 
climax  of  the  adventure  is  still  dependent  apon 
yourself  r^ 

''  Surely  you  do  not  imagine  that  Devereox  will 
consider  our  parting  of  yesterday  as  a  final  one!"" 

'^  I  imagine  nothing.  It  is  certain  that  he  had 
previously  exhibited  a  rare  degree  of  patience.*" 

'*'  I  should  be  wretched  !  ^^  I  exclaimed,  as  my 
tears  fell  hot  and  &st  —  ^^  I  should  be  miserable 
were  he  now  to  abandon  me.  I  have  never  loved 
him  so  perfectly  as  within  the  last  few  hours.^ 

'^  That  is  unfortunate  ;^  said  Adela,  perfectlj 
unmoved  by  this  sudden  burst  of  feeling ;  *'  very 
unfortunate ;  but  quite  in  rule.  You  were  certainly 
destined  from  your  cradle,  Eveleen,  to  be  a  heroine ; 
and  no  heroine  can  expect  to  pass  through  life 
without  many  sharp  trials.^^ 

''  And  is  this  all  the  consolation  which  yon  are 
able  to  give  me  ? '' 

"  I  consider  that  there  can  be  none  greater.  Yoa 
are  already  on  the  stage,  and  will  ere  long  have  the 
world  as  your  spectator ;  for  you  may  remember 
that  Mr.  Devereux  asserted  the  probability  of  your 
soon  being  withdrawn  from  Booksley.^ 

^'  Wliat  will  the  world  be  to  me  !^  I  asked,  as  I 
wiped  away  another  burst  of  tears.  ^*  He  will  be 
absent  whom  alone  I  shall  care  to  please.^ 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  139 

Adela  sprang  to  her  feet,  and  drew  her  shawl 
closer  about  her :  "  I  will  continue  my  walk  f  **  she 
said  with  a  suppressed  gesture  of  weariness  ;  ^'  for 
you  will,  I  doubt  not,  find  your,  own  thoughts  more 
agreeable  society  than  myself/^ 

I  did  not  seek  to  detain  or  to  accompany  her. 
I  was  more  irresolute,  more  depressed  than  ever ; 
the  last  straw  at  which  I  grasped  had  floated 
beyond  my  reach,  and  I  had  no  longer  any  hope 
of  help  save  in  my  own  firmness.  My  own  firm- 
ness  !  The  conviction  was  an  epigram,  and  a  bitter 
one,  upon  myself;  and  the  tears  that  I  shed  for 
the  next  half  hour,  and  which  I  believed  were  given 
to  Devereux,  were  in  a  great  degree  wrung  firom  me 
by  mortification  and  disappointment. 

I  was  aroused  from  my  fit  of  weeping  by  the 
sound  of  the  warning  bell  from  the  upper  lodge, 
which  betokened  the  arrival  of  visitors ;  but  I  re- 
mained passively  beneath  my  beech-tree.  I  knew 
of  none  that  were  likely  to  interest  me  j  and  I 
therefore  left,  as  I  generally  did,  their  identity  to 
chance.  The  year  of  weeds  had  expired.  My 
seventeenth  birthday  was  over.  My  mother  had 
not  written  to  congratulate  me ;  nor,  perhaps,  all 
circumstances  considered,  could  she  be  fairly  ex- 
pected to  do  so.  Of  her  arrival  at  Booksley,  I, 
however,  could  not  dream  for  a  moment,  as  her  last 
letter  from  Lady  Devereux'-s,  not  yet  of  quite  six 
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weeks'*  date,  had  mentioned  no  such  intention ;  and 
I  wa8  in  no  mood  at  that  moment  to  be  troabled  bj 
tlie  appearance  of  any  other  person  upon  eartb. 
Gradually  I  fell  back  into  the  same  uneasy  train  of 
thought  which  had  before  absorbed  me,  and  foi^gnt 
the  interruption  altogether.  At  times  a  glow  of 
resolution  gave  me  momentary  strength,  and  I 
resolved  to  neglect  the  warning  of  Devereux,  and 
to  write  to  Dublin,  to  entreat  him  to  forgive  tbe 
weakness  which  must  so  deeply  have  wounded  his 
affection  ;  and  as  I  sat  there,  full  of  this  courageous 
project,  I  framed  a  letter  full  of  pathos  and  devo- 
tion, of  which  the  effect  could  not  have  fkiled  to 
prove  all  I  wished  ;  but  then  rose  before  me  the  me- 
mory of  my  mother,  and  I  shrank  affrighted  firom  the 
audacity  of  my  dream  ;  and  if,  during  my  paroxysm 
of  valour,  tlie  blood  had  burned  upon  my  brow,  so, 
on  tlie  reaction  of  thought,  I  shivered  with  the 
cliill  of  one  who  had  suddenly  been  immersed  in 
water. 

The  recall-bell,  which  summoned  stra^ers  m 
the  grounds  to  the  house,  at  length  rang ;  and  veiy 
reluctantly  I  rose  to  receive  the  importunate  guest, 
whomsoever  it  might  prove.  I  saw  nothing  of 
Adela  in  my  way,  and  at  onoe  proceeded  to  the 
drawing-room.  A  footman,  who  was  stationed  at 
the  door,  threw  it  back  ere  I  could  utter  an  in- 
quiry, and  announced  me ;   when,  to  my  astonish- 
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ment,  I  found  myself  in  the  presence  of  my  mother 
and  Sir  James  Dornton.  For  an  instant,  I 
doubted  the  evidence  of  my  senses.  It  seemed  but 
a  few  weeks  since  I  had  parted  from  Lady  Made- 
laine,  veiled  in  crape,  and  enveloped  in  close  and 
heavy  drapery ;  and  now  she  stood  before  me, 
still  indeed  in  black,  but  attired  with  an  elegance 
and  a  research  which  told  no  tale  of  mourning. 
She  was  in  high  beauty,  and  bathed  in  smiles. 
After  having  touched  my  forehead  witJi  her  lips, 
she  turned  to  her  companion,  and  said,  gaily — 
"  Will  you  stroll  about  the  Park  for  lialf  an  hour. 
Sir  James,  after  you  have  shaken  hands  with 
Eveleen  I  I  have  a  thousand  things  to  say  to  her ; 
but  I  will  promise  that  they  shall  all  be  said  so 
briefly,  that  your  patience  and  gallantry  will  not 
be  overtaxed.'*'* 

The  gentleman  bowed  obediently ;  took  my 
hand,  which  he  raised  gallantly  to  his  lips,  and 
then,  seizing  his  hat,  passed  out  through  the  con- 
servatory. 

"  How  earnestly  you  examine  me,  Eveleen  I'*'' 
laughed  Lady  Madelaine.  "Am  I  looking  un- 
usually handsome,  or  unusually  plain,  that  I  thus 
rivet  your  attention  V* 

"  Beautifiil !  resplendent !"  I  replied  instinctively. 
*'  I  never  before  saw  you  so  beautiftLl.'** 

•'  Then  you  would  not  feel  much  surprise  were 
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you  to  hear  that  I  had  already  been  importoned  to 
take  another  name  V 

"  By  no  means  i^  I  said  gravely,  recoTering 
from  my  first  emotion  of  surprise  and  admiration, 
and  falling  back  upon  my  own  bitter  feelinp. 
^' There  are  doubtlessly  many  who  would  gladly 
induce  you  to  do  so ;  my  astonishment  would  be 
only  at  their  success.'^ 

"And  may  I  venture  to  ask  wherefore f'  de- 
manded Lady  Madelaine  coldly,  as  a  cloud  ga- 
thered on  her  brow ;  ^'  does  the  name  of  Tildeo 
appear  to  you  to  be  so  distinguished  that  it  could 
not  be  worthily  replaced  ?  In  that  case,  the  Ladr 
Madelaine  GlenfiUan,  who  never  ought  to  haye 
borne  it,  would  indeed,  in  your  eyes,  commit  a 
heinous  ofience  by  assuming  another  which  die 
midit  herself  consider  to  be  better  suited  to  her 
birth  and  rank/' 

I  thought  of  my  father ;  my  heart  swelled  with 
indignation  ;  I  could  not  utter  a  syllable. 

"Explain  yourself,  I  entreat,  Miss  Tilden;^ 
continued  my  mother,  more  and  more  iiritated. 
"  I  understand  perfectly  from  your  manner  that 
there  is  an  arrthre  peruke,  and  I  request  that  700 
will  express  it." 

"  I  would  rather  avoid  a  subject  which  appears 
to  anger  your  ladyship.** 

"  Anger  me !     You  mistake.    This  is  a  malt« 
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of  feeling,  not  of  temper.     Let  us  understand  each 
other.'' 

''  Then,  madam,  since  you  press  me  to  speak,  I 
confess  I  had  believed  that,  free  to  act  as  you 
please,  affluent,  and  with  two  daughter  of  an  age 
to  be  companions  to  you .'' 

"  I  comprehend  you  perfectly  ;''  interposed  Lady 
Madelaine  with  impatience.  "  You  have  some  idea 
of  reading  me  a  lecture.  Do  not  deny  yourself  the 
gratification.  Proceed,  and  tell  me  that  at  the 
age  of  thirty-five  I  ought  to  devote  myself  entirely 
to  my  children ;  and  renounce,  for  their  sakes,  my 
tastes,  my  influence,  and  all  the  pleasures  in  which 
they  cannot  share." 

"  Believe  me,''  I  said  composedly,  "  that  I  never 
imagined  such  an  event  possible ;  nor  did  I  ever 
feel  selfish  enough  to  wish  it.  It  was  contrary  to  my 
inclination  that  I  was  urged  to  make  any  comment 
upon  your  actions.  I  am  quite  aware  that  you  are 
at  liberty  to  please  yourself  in  all  things,  and  that 
my  sister  and  myself  have  only  to  respect  your  will." 

"  I  am  of  the  same  opinion  ;"  was  the  dry  re- 
joinder of  Lady  Madelaine ;  "  and  consequently 
expect  that  such  will  be  the  spirit  in  which  you 
will  receive  the  tidings  of  my  approaching  mar- 
riage with  Lord  Otterford." 

"  With  Lord  Otterford !"  I  echoed  in  violent 
emotion,  as  I  sprang  from  my  chair. 
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''  Even  80,  Miss  Tilden  f^  replied  my  mother, 
while  a  flui^h  passed  over  her  face;  '^have  yon 
auything  to  object  to  such  an  arrangement  f" 

I  w-a8  silent.  My  heart  was  wrung.  I  re- 
membered past  scenes  —  I  remembered  Emilr 
Vernon,  and  my  father,  and  the  meeting  in  the 
octagon  room  —  I  was  spirit-sick.  I  am  afraid 
that,  at  that  moment,  even  ignorant  as  I  was  of  the 
extent  of  her  weakness,  I  despised  my  mother. 

^'  As  I  appear  to  have  nothing  to  expect,  either 
from  your  duty  or  your  affection  at  so  critical  a 
moment,  Miss  Tilden,^  said  Lady  Madelaine 
harshly,  as  she  also  rose,  "  I  will  detain  you  no 
longer  than  to  request  that  you  will  inform  your 
sister  of  my  intended  marriage.  I  shall  dispense 
with  her  presence,  as  I  have  no  wish  to  expose 
mvself  to  a  second  insult.^ 

1  required  no  further  bidding ;  but,  with  a 
silent  curtsey,  hastened  to  profit  by  my  dismissal. 
I  had  scarcely  reached  my  own  room,  when  I  heard 
the  recall-bcU  summon  the  baronet  from  his  walk, 
and  a  quarter  of  an  hour  afterwards  the  car- 
riage drove  off.  The  whole  a&ir  had  been,  to  say 
the  least,  singularly  conducted.  It  was  evident 
that  my  mother  had  not  even  seen  Lady  Flora ;  she 
had  specifically  declined  to  see  Adela ;  she  had 
travelled  a  long  distance  —  scarcely  remained  an 
hour  in  the  house — and  left  without  taking  the 
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slightest  refreshment.  And  again  —  why  should 
she  come  accompanied  by  Sir  James  Domton! 
It  is  true,  that  he  was  an  old  friend  of  the  femily ; 
but  had  she  not  her  still  older  and  female  friend, 
Lady  Devereux,  who  would  have  seemed  to  be  a 
more  fitting  companion  for  so  long  a  drive  ?  Or 
even  Lord  Otterford  himself,  so  soon  to  be  her 
husband,  and  who  might  necessarily  be  supposed 
eager  to  conciliate  her  daughters  by  so  simple  an 
act  of  courtesy  ?  The  more  I  reflected,  the  more 
my  astonishment  increased.  The  cool  and  unhe- 
sitating manner  in  which  Lady  Madelaine  had  given 
her  companion  to  understand  that  his  absence  was 
desired  on  my  entrance,  and  the  passive  ac- 
quiescence which  had  followed  on  his  side,  showed 
also  a  familiarity  which  I  could  by  no  means  ex- 
plain to  myself,  particularly  under  my  mother^s 
present  circumstances.  My  own  pale  and  de- 
pressed appearance,  which,  on  another  occasion, 
would  not  have  escaped  comment,  and  probably 
reproof,  had  not  elicited  a  remark,  although  it  was 
too  visible  to  remain  unperceived.  The  whole 
thing  was  an  enigma. 

Nevertheless,  I  soon  turned  from  this  subject  of 
marvel  to  the  still  greater  one  of  Lady  Madelaine's 
marriage.  The  arts  of  the  "  Circe  '^  had  then  pre- 
vailed !  I  had  not  yet  learned  to  remember  the 
spell  of  wealth.     I  was  now  eager  to  communicate 

VOL.  II.  H 
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the  astounding  news  to  Adela,  and  I  sought  her 
first  in  her  own  chamber ;  but,  not  finding  her 
there,  I  descended  to  the  drawing-room,  where  she 
was  sitting,  still  folded  in  her  shawl,  and  so  buried 
in  thought  that  she  was  not  conscioas  of  my  pre- 
sence until  I  spoke.  The  tears  were  yet  trickling 
slowly  down  my  cheeks,  while  those  of  my  sister 
were  suffused  with  so  bright  a  bloom  that  she 
looked  positively  handsome. 

''  Not  yet  consoled,  Eveleen  T  she  asked,  with 
a  smile:  ''what  said  our  lady*mother  to  your 
griefr 

''It  is  she  who  is  cause  that  I  weep  j**^  I  an- 
swered, as  I  flung  myself  down  on  the  sofii  beside 
her.  "  Prepare  yourself  for  strange  news,  Adeh. 
Her  term  of  mourning  is  over.  Our  poor  fiither 
is  already  forgotten.  She  is  about  to  become  once 
more  a  bride." 

"  Do  you  consider  that  so  strange  P  she  asked 
coldly ;  "  I  have  been  prepared  for  such  an  event 
for  months.  You  might  have  guessed  that  this 
would  be  the  case  when  our  mother  left  Booksley, 
and  that  we  were  not  her  companions.*** 

"  To  marry  again  \^  I  repeated  not  having  yet 
conquered  my  consternation ;  ^^  with  two  daughters 
of  an  a^  to  be  established,  who  require  to  be  pro- 
duced in  the  world,  to  be  suitably  introduced,  and 
to  be  no  longer  treated  as  children.     I  flattered 
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myself  that  in  this  instance,  at  least,  she  would  not 
have  foiled.'*'' 

"  You  are  to  be  pitied  for  having  encouraged 
such  a  delusion;''^  interposed  my  sister;  "as  for 
me,  I  am  no  day-dreamer — I  find  the  realities  of 
life  suffice.  Little  care  I  how  Lady  Madelaine 
may  dispose  of  herself — whether  she  marry  again, 
or  remain  a  widow." 

"  But  do  you  not  dread  the  idea  of  a  father-in- 
law  r 

"  I  never  took  fright  at  a  name.  If  he  be 
amiable,  courteous,  and  kind-hearted,  he  may  be 
of  service  to  me ;  if  the  contrary,  I  have  little  to 
fear  from  him.'" 

She  sank  again  into  silence,  and  soon  became 
once  more  absorbed  in  thought.  I  observed  her 
narrowly,  but  her  indifference  was  evidently  genu- 
ine.    I  almost  envied  her  impassibility. 

"  Have  you  then  no  curiosity  to  learn  the  actual 
name  of  this  new  bridegroom  t"   I  asked. 

"  So  little,  that  I  should  suffer  nothing  by 
waiting  until  it  is  officially  announced." 

"  Nevertheless,"  I  persisted,  "  you  cannot  foil 
to  be  surprised  when  I  tell  you  that  it  is  Lord 
Otterford." 

"  Lord  Otterford !  Indeed.  I  congratulate  you. 
His  marriage  with  the  mother  will  probably  be 
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succeeded  by  that  of  his  nephew  with  the  daughter. 
The  drama  will  prove  a  comedy  after  all.^ 

^'  Adela,  this  is  cruel.  You  know  too  well  hov 
we  parted."" 

'"•  You  will  meet  again.'" 

"How?    Where r 

"  In  any  way— every  where— -nothing  ia  im- 
possible to  a  determined  spirit  and  a  devoted 
heart.*" 

''  Alas  !  I  have  no  hope.  I  dare  not  anticipate 
liappiness  to  myself  firom  this  incomprehensiUe 


raarriac'e.'" 
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''  Anything  but  incomprehensible  in  my  opinion  f 
said  my  sister  with  her  usual  phlegm  ;  "  that  Lady 
Madelaino  should  so  soon  have  consented  to  re- 
sign her  liberty  may  astonish  those  who  do  not 
comprehend  her  ;  but  there  the  marvel  ceases.  It 
is  the  rank  of  her  new  suitor  which  has  determined 
her.  Nothing  can  be  more  natural,  or  more  con- 
sistent with  her  general  character ;  nor  do  I  im- 
pute it  to  her  as  a  crime ;  an  elevated  station  was 
her  birthright ;  and  it  is  a  prejudice  which  claimB 
respect,  and  is,  by  no  means,  without  foundation.^ 

"  But  toll  me  seriously,  I  beseech  of  you  f*  I 
said  after  a  pause ;  ^'  do  you  believe  that  Devereux 
will  resent  my  indecision  of  yesterday  r* 

'^  The  last  time  we  spoke  together  upon  this 
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subject  you  appeared  confident  of  your  power ;  why 
do  you  now  suppose  it  to  be  weakened  V* 

''*'  I  cannot  tell,  but  the  more  desirable  our  union 
appears,  the  less  reliance  do  I  feel  on  my  influence 
over  his  heart."* 

^^  And  does  it  now  appear  more  desirable  than 
when,  with  all  the  ardour  of  an  earnest  and  honest 
affection,  he  was,  only  a  few  short  hours  ago, 
urging  you  to  unite  your  fate  with  his  P 

"  It  does,  because  I  have  since  reflected  deeply. 
I  have  revolved  all  the  circumstances  in  my  mind^ 
and  I  cannot  perceive  one  which  should  be  adverse 
to  us.  Devereux  is  well-bom — ^he  is  the  nephew  of 
my  mother's  intended  husband — ^independent  in  his 
means,  handsome  in  his  person,  high-bred  in  his 
manners.  Surely  that  mother  can  have  no  am- 
bition beyond  such  a  son-in-law.'^ 

*'  It  is,  nevertheless,  possible  that  she  may 
have  other  views  for  you.  But  were  you  really  to 
marry  Mr.  Devereux,  are  you  quite  assured  that 
you  should  love  him  T 

^'  What  a  question  !  He  is  charming !  I  should 
adore  him—'' 

"  And  if  your  love  were  not  returned  ?" 

"  My  love  not  returned  !  I  have  no  fear  that 
such  could  be  the  case.  I  am  now  a  thousand 
times  more  beautifiil  than  when  he  saw  me 
first." 
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''  I  admit  tho  fact ;  but  if,  meanwhile,  he  should 
have  formed  another  attachment  ?" 

"  I  will  win  him  back.'' 

"  You  may  not  succeed.'' 

''  I  have  no  fear  of  failure.  This,  moreover,  u 
a  risk  which  I  must  run  in  common  with  a  thou- 
sand other  women  who  are  envied  bj  half  the 
world.  The  essentials  of  happiness  would  still  re- 
main ;  affluence,  a  handsome  establishment,  agree- 
able society,  freedom  of  action,  and  a  good  position ; 
with  all  these  there  can  be  little  to  apprehend." 

^'  I  disagree  with  you  entirely ;"  said  Adela 
earnestly ;  *'  all  these  things  are  desirable,  it  is 
true ;  but  it  would  require  far  more  to  make  me 
happy.  1  must  love,  and  be  loved,  fondly  and  ex- 
clusively ;  and  did  the  greatest  and  most  powerAil 
noble  of  the  land  offer  me  a  coronet  upon  any  other 
terms,  I  would  reject  it,  for  it  would  only  bum  into 
my  brow." 

^'  And  you  talk  of  my  romance,  Adela !  Wlio 
is  rational  and  reasonable  now  f 

^^  Time  will  show ;"  said  my  sister ;  **  and^  in  the 
mean  time,  I  hear  the  dressing-bell." 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

My  mother  was  married  in  the  eighteenth  month 
of  her  widowhood.  The  event  was  duly  announced 
by  letter  at  Booksley ;  and  was  accompanied  by 
two  costly  ornaments,  as  bridal  gifts  to  Adela 
and  myself;  but  of  any  regret  that  we  were  not 
present  at  the  ceremony,  or  of  any  wish  to  see  us  in 
town,  we  received  not  a  word.  I  had  so  thoroughly 
persuaded  myself  that  my  mother^s  union  with  Lord 
Otterford  must  necessarily  involve  my  own  intro- 
duction, and  subsequent  marriage  with  his  nephew, 
that  my  health  and  spirits  both  failed  beneath  the 
disappointment ;  and  the  rather  that  I  had  heard 
nothing  of  Devereux  from  the  morning  on  which  we 
parted  at  the  lodge. 

From  my  sister  I  received  no  consolation.  She 
a£Pected  rather  to  pity  than  to  blame  my  weakness  ; 
and  did  not  hesitate  to  affirm  that  I  was  destined 
to  be  a  puppet  worked  by  the  wires  of  others,  and 
certain  to  destroy  my  own  happiness  without  either 
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belief  that  no  innocent  beauty  of  seventeen  had 
ever  been  injured  like  myself  by  an  inconstant 
lover.  Gould  Devereux  have  seen  me  daily  haunt- 
ing the  borders  of  the  lake,  and  looking  (in  vain) 
into  the  hollow  trunk  of  the  old  willow  which 
had  formerly  served  as  our  bureau  de  poste^  lie 
must  at  once  have  been  at  my  feet.  But,  alas ! 
I  wandered,  and  wept,  and  nursed  myself  into  a 
conviction  that  my  only  hope  of  happiness  was 
centred  in  his  affection,  totally  in  vain.  Not  a 
sign  of  remembrance  could  I  meet  in  any  direc- 
tion. It  was  too  true — Adela  was  a  prophet — he 
had  forgotten  me ! 

From  this  morbid  state  of  feeling  I  was  aroused 
by  a  letter  from  my  mother.  Lord  Otterford  and 
herself  had  just  returned  fix)m  Rome,  where  they 
had  spent  six  weeks.  It  sounded  classical  and  cor- 
rect, and  they  both  piqued  themselves  upon  their 
savoir  vivre ;  therefore  they  went  to  Rome  to  look 
at  each  other,  and  to  have  their  proceeding^  duly 
set  forth  in  the  public  journals.  In  this  letter  1 
was  desired  to  prepare  myself  for  an  early  removal  to 
town  ;  but,  save  a  cold  remembrance,  there  was  no 
mention  made  of  Adela.  It  was  evident  that  we  were 
to  be  separated.  Lady  Madelaine  was  too  thoroughly 
a  woman  of  fashion  to  risk  a  third  petticoat  in  her 
opera-box,  or  a  second  daughter  in  her  morning- 
room.     H  ne/aui  jamais  afficher  ses  malheurs — at 
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to  induce  me  to  resign  his  affection!  Oh^!  no,  no  ! 
where  you  have  learnt  the  bitter  lesson  is  your  own 
secret ;  but  you  assuredly  know  the  human  heart 
too  well  to  have  ima^ned  that  such  were  the 
opiates  by  which  it  might  be  laid  at  rest.  I  do  not 
even  ask  you  why  you  have  so  strangely  responded 
to  my  frankness,  when  I  bared  my  whole  spirit 
before  you,  and  asked  for  sisterly  counsel ;  suffice 
it,  that  you  have  driven  the  arrow  home.  I  can 
never  again  love  a  human  being  as  I  now  love 
Devereux.^ 

I  spoke  energetically  and  rapidly;  and,  as  I 
paused,  I  looked  towards  my  sister.  Never  did  I 
witness  a  change  so  sudden  and  so  complete—^ 
cheek,  brow,  and  bosom,  were  one  blush ;  her  eyes 
flashed — her  bosom  heaved — she  gasped  for  breath. 
"  What  nieans  this,  Adelaf^  I  asked,  completely 
awe-struck. 

^'  It  is  rather  1  who  should  put  the  question  f** 
she  replied,  commanding  her  emotion  by  a  powerful 
effort :  ^^  how  can  it  affect  me^  that  you  should 
love,  or  not  love,  Mr.  Devereux  V^ 

"  We  are  a  mutual  enigma,"  I  remarked,  greatly 
offended. 

"  By  no  means y^  was  the  ready  retort — "  you 
have  long  ceased  to  be  one  to  me ;  but  I  pray  you, 
act  as  you  may,  not  to  transfer  the  responsibility 
of  your  proceedings  to  my  influence.  Leave  me, 
at  least,  at  peace  in  my  solitude.'''* 
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pleasure  than  to  forget  my  existence  until  I  myself 
remind  her  of  it.  You  and  I  require  different 
handling,  Eveleen ;  she  may  find  amusement  in 
startling  the  leaves  of  the  sensitive  plant,  but  can 
derive  small  entertainment  in  seeking  to  crush 
those  of  the  nettle." 

A  fortnight  after  this  conversation  I  was  in  Lon- 
don. The  improvement  which  had  taken  place  in 
my  appearance  made  my  d^but  a  triumph,  and 
even  elicited  the  congratulations  of  Lady  Made- 
laine.  I  was  no  longer  the  precocious  child  of  whom 
the  Booksley  guests  had  made  a  plaything.  My 
person  and  mind  had  both  become  matured,  and  I 
took  my  place  at  once  in  my  mother^s  circle,  with  a 
composure  and  an  d  phmb  which  removed  all  awk- 
wardness, and  taught  those  around  me  to  forget  that 

I  was  a  novice  in  the  world  and  the  world^s  wavs. 

ft 

Lord  Otterford  was  evidently  delighted  at  my 
success,  and  I  fondly  flattered  myself  that  he  was 
exulting  in  the  beauty  and  fashion  of  his  nephew'^s 
bride.  He  was  the  most  gallant  of  husbands  and 
fathers-in-law.  Raised  to  affluence  from  compa- 
ratively straightened  means,  by  the  noble  income  of 
his  wife,  he  saw  all  en  beau^  and  still  played  the  lover 
so  admirably,  that  it  was  easy  to  divine  the  grati- 
fication of  both  heart  and  vanity  enjoyed  by 
Lady  Madelaine.  Secure  of  the  only  man  whom 
she  had  ever,  in  all  probability,  really  loved,  my 
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gnished  persons  in  the  realm ;  and,  in  short,  to  so 
glorioas  a  pinnacle  had  royal  favour  exalted  us, 
that  it  was  ere  long  decided  that  Lady  Madelaine, 
in  marrying  Lord  Otterford,  had  rather  consulted 
the  interests  of  her  beautiful  daughter  than  her 
own  inclination.  It  was  so  necessary  that  Miss 
Tilden  should  have  a  privileged  protector.  It  was 
so  considerate  and  delicate  in  Lady  Madelaine. 

Kind  and  ever  charitable  woild.  It  is  always 
ready  to  stretch  forth  a  helping  hand  to  those  who 
desire  to  receive  it  empty  ! 

But  where,  amid  the  crowd  who  thronged  my 
path,  was  Herbert  Devereux!  Of  my  mother  I 
dared  not  make  the  inquiry ;  but,  although  I  had 
not  heard  a  word  from  him  since  we  parted,  I  was 
aware  that  he  was  no  longer  in  Ireland,  many  of  his 
brother-officers  being  at  that  moment  on  our  visit- 
ing-list. Three  months  elapsed,  and  still  I  looked 
in  vain  for  his  appearance.  I  wrote  incessantly  to 
Adela,  to  whom  I  poured  out  the  full  tide  of  my 
disappointment  and  perplexity.  Need  I  say  that  I 
also  imparted  to  her  my  inflexible  resolution  to  re- 
main faithful  to  him  to  the  last !  I  reminded  her  that 
I  was  at  length  emancipated,  that  I  had  taken  a 
definite  position,  that  my  claim  to  do  so  was  tacitly 
admitted ;  and  that,  consequently,  I  must  and 
would  sustain  in  this,  the  most  interesting  circum- 
stance of  my  life,  at  once  my  own  principles,  and 
the  plighted  word  which  I  had  freely  given. 
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The  replies  which  I  received  to  these  lengthy 
epistles  were  universally  brief,  ambiguous^  and  un- 
satisfactory. They  contained  neither  congratula* 
tion  nor  warning.  Adela  still  affected  to  believe 
that  I  was  incapable  of  a  deep  and  lasting  affection ; 
and,  passing  slightly  over  the  passages  which  re- 
lated to  Dcvereux,  appeared  more  interested  in 
ascertaining  the  names  and  pretensions  of  my  new 
suitors.  The  most  assiduous  of  these  was  Sir 
James  Domton  ;  but,  as  I  never  looked  upon  him 
in  any  other  light  than  as  an  old  admirer  of  my 
mother's,  I  did  not  include  him  in  the  catologne ; 
and  the  rather,  as,  presuming  upon  old  acquaint- 
anceship, I  attached  no  consequence  whatever  to 
the  complaisance  with  which  he  resigned  himself  to 
all  my  caprices. 

Occasionally,  when  the  memory  of  Devereux 
rose  up  vividly  before  me,  I  felt  indignant  at  the 
persevering  attentions  of  the  patient  baronet ;  and 
treated  him  with  a  cold  and  haughty  formality 
which  would  have  acted  as  a  final  dismissal  to  most 
men,  although  it  produced  no  effect  whatever  upon 
Sir  James.  He  was  just  as  gay,  just  as  witty,  and 
just  as  maliciously  at  ease  when  I  affected  a  re- 
pugnance towards  him,  as  when  I  showed  amuse- 
ment at  his  sallies.  To  my  mother  he  had 
suddenly  become  absolutely  essential.  No  projeet 
of  any  description  was  finally  decided  before  it  had 
been  discussed  with  Domton.    Nothing  could  ex- 
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ceed  his  intimacy  with  Lord  Otterford,  or  his 
favour  with  Lady  Madelaine.  One  complaint  of 
my  discourtesy  towards  him  would  have  involved 
me  with  both ;  but  that  word  was  never  uttered. 
He  appeared  tacitly  to  admit  my  right  of  acting  as 
I  saw  fit,  and  never  evidenced  the  least  conscious- 
ness of  my  change  of  mood  or  manner.  That  he 
was  perfectly  heartless  I  soon  convinced  myself,  and 
the  natural  result  followed.  My  vanity  was 
flattered  by  the  devotion  of  a  man  of  taste  and 
fashion,  whose  admiration  added  to  my  conse- 
quence ;  and  whose  feelings  were,  as  I  firmly 
believed,  quite  beyond  the  reach  of  injury ;  cheer- 
ful and  buoyant  in  disposition,  the  varied,  ingenious, 
and  witty  sallies  of  the  baronet  first  amused  me, 
then  attracted  me,  and  finally  I  began  to  miss  them 
dtiring  his  absence,  and  to  recall  them  for  my  own 
gratification.  This  fact  had,  nevertheless,  no  effect 
upon  my  heart..  Devereux  was  still  its  hidden 
idol.  I  even  wept  at  times  in  solitude  over  the 
mystery  in  which  he  had  enshrouded  himself.  Not 
once  had  his  name  been  uttered  in  my  presence, 
although  Lady  Devereux  was  a  frequent  guest  in 
Grosvenor  Square  ;  and  never  &iled  to  overwhelm 
me  with  attentions  and  professions  of  regard.  At 
length  I  could  endure  this  state  of  suspense  no 
longer ;  and  chancing  one  morning  to  find  Lord 
Otterford  alone  in  the  library,  I  resolved  to  compel 
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"  Endeavour  myself  to  make  him  forget  me  !'*'* 
I  exclaimed  indignantly ;  ^'  that  will  I  never  do. 
Our  attachment  is  reciprocal.  We  have  vowed 
ourselves  to  each  other.  We  have  no  other  hopje 
of  happiness."*^  • 

"  Charming  conclusion  V^  smiled  my  auditor ; 
^^and  upon  what  premises  do  you  base  such  an 
opinion !  Is  it  upon  the  strength  of  Devereux's 
character !  upon  his  estimable  qualities  i  upon  his  , 
constancy,  and  the  fervour  of  his  affection  ?  Do 
not  deceive  yourself,  my  dear  girl ;  you  know 
nothing  about  these.  I  do  not  intend  to  deny  him 
the  possession  of  every  virtue  with  which  you  have 
generously  invested  him.  I  am  not  Jesuit  enough 
to  probe  a  young  man^s  spirit ;  but  let  me  ask  you 
if  you  have  discovered  in  him  what  is  much  more 
perceptible— an  uncompromising  delicacy,  an  ex- 
acting uprightness,  and  a  susceptibility  of  tem- 
perament very  ill  calculated  to  ensure  the  happi- 
ness of  a  handsome  and  &shionabIe  woman  i  Are 
you  aware  that  he  never  forgets  an  action  or  a 
word  by  which  his  feelings  have  been  wounded  ? — 
that  he  never  condescends  to  reproach,  or  to  com- 
plain i — and  that  he  perhaps  suffers  mortally  at  the 
very  moment  when  a  superficial  observer  would  be- 
lieve him  to  be  perfectly  calm  i  Hav^e  you  made 
this  discovery,  and  then  asked  yourself  how  these 
tenacious  qualities  would  act  upon  so  volatile  a 
nature  as  your  own  T 
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'*  No,  my  lord  f*"  T  answered  angrily ;  "  I  have 
entered  into  no  such  speculations;  and  I  cannot 
but  express  my  astonishment  that  you  should  ap- 
pear so  pre-disposed  against  an  alliance  which  I 
should  have  thoucrht  might  be  considered  as  both 
honourable  and  eligible  for  your  nephew.** 

^'  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  it  would  be  both  (^ 
was  the  calm  reply ;  '^  but  I  was  discussing  your 
prospect  of  happiness,  Miss  Tilden,  not  the  interests 
of  Mr.  Devereux.  I  avow  frankly  that  an  union 
between  yourself  and  Herbert  would  have  been  a 
great  gratification  to  me  personally ;  and  the  rather 
that,  although  not  blind  to  his  faults,  I  believe  him 
to  be  possessed  of  many  high  and  noble  qualities ; 
but,  having  been  made  aware  that  it  can  never  take 
place,  I  now  consider  it  my  duty  to  discourage  it  to 
the  extent  of  my  power."" 

I  rose  proudly  from  my  seat,  saying  as  I  did  so : 
^^  I  thank  you,  my  lord,  for  your  candour ;  and  I 
now  comprehend  my  position.  Lady  Madelaine 
Otterford  has  a  personal  interest  in  separating  us, 
and  yon  are  influenced  by  her  objection.  Mr. 
Devereux  <and  myself  have  therefore  no  help  to  hope 
from  either.  Be  it  so.  We  are  now,  at  least,  both 
old  enough  to  be  aware  that  we  are  not  to  be  vic- 
timized by  the  tyranny  of  our  relations,  and  dis- 
posed of  like  merchandize,  without  the  assent  of  oar 
own  free  will.  Surely  we  are  not  to  be  denied  the 
control  of  our  future  &te  T 
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"  You  must  excuse  my  terminating  the  conver- 
sation ;^^  said  Lord  Otterford,  as  he  also  rose  ;  '^  I 
am  in  a  peculiar  and  difficult  position  as  regards 
this  affair.  I  have  already  heard  too  much.  I  pray 
you  spare  me  all  further  discussion.  If  I  can  be  of 
service  on  any  other  subject — and  surely  your 
thousand  and  one  adorers  must  occasionally  cost  you 
some  perplexity — command  me  without  scruple:^ 
and  he  extended  his  hand  half  laughingly. 

The  taunt  awoke  me  to  a  desire  of  vengeance. 
"  One  moment  more,  my  lord ;"  I  said,  as  I  laid 
my  hand  in  his ;  "  there  is  yet  another  exile,  both 
from  sight  and  remembrance,  for  whom  I  would 
inquire — Miss  Vernon  —  poor  Emily — what  of 
herT 

I  felt  the  fingers  tremble  which  were  clasped  about 
my  own ;  and  as  I  looked  steadily  at  my  compa- 
nion I  saw  his  cheek  blench,  and  his  lip  quiver ;  he 
rallied,  however,  by  a  strong  effort,  and  answered 
with  affected  indifference  ; 

"  Poor  Miss  Vernon  !  You  have  not  forgotten 
her  then  ?  She  was  a  sweet  rose,  with  a  canker  at 
the  core.  She  has  been  long  suffering,  but  her 
sorrows  will  soon  be  over ;  her  brother  writes  word 
that  she  will  not  live  to  leave  Naples."*' 

"  The  faculty  call  it  consumption,  doubtless,*'  I 
whispered  through  my  tears. 

"  They  do.     Hopeless  consumption.*" 
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"*  I  infer  nothing.  I  speak  frankly  and  fearlessly. 
What  shonld  I  fear !  Do  we  not  read  each  other'^s 
hearts  I  What  a  cheat  is  human  life  !  A  pale 
brow  droops,  a  bright  eye  grows  dim,  a  young  heart 
breaks  slowly  and  silently,  and  then  physicians  are 
called  in  to  give  the  disease  a  name ;  the  learned 
men  know  nothing  of  the  antecedents  ;  the  patient 
does  not  confide  to  them  all  the  detail  of  the  past ; 
not  a  syllable  is  breathed  of  the  simulated  passion 
which  awoke  happiness  and  hope— not  a  word  is 
murmured  of  the  &lsehood  which  left  its  venom  to 
fester  in  the  heart, — and  so  they  throng  around 
the  bed ;  and  while  the  mother  listens  through  her 
tears  for  one  cheering  prophecy,  and  the  brother 
turns  away  too  proud  to  betray  his  agony,  they 
mock  the  victim,  whose  only  cure  must  be  the 
grave,  with  scientific  subtleties  and  idle  logic. 
And  then  come  the  hearse,  and  the  bed  of  earth — 
and  the  drama  is  played  out,  and  the  curtain  fiJls. 
Is  it  not  so,  my  lord  f 

Long  before  I  ceased  speaking  Otterford  had  sunk 
asain  into  a  chair,  and  buried  his  &ce  in  his  hands. 
I  stood  for  a  moment  looking  upon  him  in  silence ; 
but  he  attempted  no  reply ;  and  after  a  while,  I 
turned  slowly  away  and  left  the  room. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

A  few  weeks  after  this  interriew  London  heffoi 
to  thin  rapidly.     The  season  was  nearly  at  an  end, 
and  the  court  had  removed  to  Windsor.     To  Lady 
Madclaine,  Rooksley  was,  of  course,  out   of  the 
question  ;  and  we  accordingly  removed  to  Wood- 
ville,  a  hunting-seat  on   the  border  of  the  New 
Forest,  belonging  to  Lord  Otterford;  and  which 
hehad,  since  his  marriage,  cansed  to  be  enhu^ged  and 
beautified.     To  me  the  place  was  positive  enchant- 
ment ;  and  I  should,  had  I  been  happy,  have  re- 
({uired  no  other  source  of  amusement  than  that  which 
was  afforded  by  the  features  of  a  country  so  novel  and 
picturesque  ;  uiy  mother,  however,  professed  no  taste 
fur  country  pleasures ;  and,  accordingly,  we  were 
speedily  followed  by  a  score  of  her  kabihi^$^  among 
the  earliest  of  whom  was  Sir  James  Domton.    As- 
suredly, his  social  talents  were  universal.     He  was 
as  gay,  as  thoroughly  at  home,  and  as  constantly 
occupied  at  Woodville,  as  amid  the  busy  orowds  of 
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the  metropolis.  No  ennui  could  successfully  con- 
tend against  his  unyarying  spirits.  Every  day  he 
contrived  to  discover  some  new  object  of  interest  or 
amusement.  He  was  a  perfect  wizard.  His  influ- 
ence gladdened  our  whole  circle ;  but  in  all  his  ex- 
ertions I  could  not  fail  to  remark  that  it  was  my  pecu- 
liar gratification  which  he  the  most  zealously  sought 
to  ensure.  In  my  cause  he  was  indefatigable ;  and, 
what  was  still  more  welcome,  never  intrusive.  Not 
a  word  of  love — not  a  gesture  of  preference  escaped 
him.  His  tact  was  admirable.  My  mother  was 
loud  in  his  praise  when  he  chanced  to  be  absent ;  and 
never  lost  an  opportunity  of  encouraging  his  atten- 
tion to  myself;  appearing  even  to  forget  that  he 
had  once  worshipped  at  her  own  shrine. 

The  idle,  pleasure-seeking  life  which  we  led  in 
the  country  favoured  this  species  of  chivalric  de- 
votion, which  affects  to  expect  no  return  save  the 
enjoyment  of  the  passing  hour.  Lord  Otterford 
had  placed  himself  at  the  feet  of  Mrs.  Trevyllian,  a 
&ded  beauty,  who  was  too  indolent  to  be  exacting, 
and  too  uninteresting  to  disturb  the  peace  of  Lady 
Madelaine;  and  she,  in  her  turn,  had  passively 
suffered  herself  to  become  the  momentary  idol  of  the 
Marquis  of  Chaffington,  a  noble  fopling,  with  light 
curling  hair  and  delicately  small  hands,  good-tem- 
pered, popular,  and  inoffensive.  All  the  young 
ladies  pronounced  him  charming ;  but  this  was  a 
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mistake.  He  wx&s  like  a  handsome  piece  of  wax- 
work, pleasant  enough  to  look  at,  though  it  required 
the  best  will  in  the  world,  after  the  first  five  minutes, 
to  enable  you  to  find  patience  to  listen  to  him.  He 
talked,  nioreoyer,  incessantly,  and  was  tolerably 
h<ippy  in  the  choice  of  his  subjects  ;  but  he  over- 
whelmed you  with  a  perfect  cataclysm  of  words, 
weak,  watery,  and  wearisome. 

I  sought  in  yain  to  effect  an  intimacy  with  Lady 
Devereux ',  she  had  replaced  her  lord,  who  spent 
the  whole  of  his  time  in  the  forest  among  game- 
keepers and  rangers,  by  a  worthy  old  general, 
whose  undisguised  admiration  of  her  waning  attrac- 
tions made  her  feel  once  more  young.  In  short, 
with  the  exception  of  half-a-dozen  insipid  pretenders 
to  my  own  hand,  who  had  contrived  to  get  tliemsel  ves 
invited  for  short  periods  to  Woodville,  I  found  only 
Sir  James  Domton  sufficiently  unoccupied  to  com- 
mand leisure  to  entertain  me.  When  we  rode  out, 
he  was  always  beside  me ;  and,  as  he  was  &miliar 
with  all  the  byroads  through  the  forest,  he  was  our 
guide,  and  left  no  object  of  interest  unseen  or  unex- 
plained. The  small  difficulties  which  occasionally 
presented  themselves  in  these  expeditions  were 
always  converted  into  matter  of  mirth  by  his  un- 
tiring pleasantry ;  in  short,  |ie  appeared  to  have 
totally  laid  aside  the  hyper-fiistidiouBness  by  which 
he  was  generally  distinguished,  in  order  to  ma]»  us 
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fully  conscious  that  we  could  scarcely  dispense  with 
his  society. 

Finding  that  he  evinced  no  intention  of  profiting 
by  the  numerous  opportunities  thus  afforded  to  him 
of  persecuting  me  with  his  addresses,  I  became  less 
reserved  in  my  turn,  and  no  longer  feigned  insensi* 
bility  to  his  wit  and  good  humour.     The  change 
evidently  gratified  him ;  but  I  was  far  from  ima- 
gining to  what  extent.     Unconscious  that  he  was 
cognizant  of  my  secret,  it  had  never  once  occurred 
to  me  that  he  was  thus  exerting  all  his  powers  of 
pleasing  in  order  to  supersede  Devereux   in   roy 
affections ;  and  that,  what  was  the  mere  relenting 
of  my  dislike,  could  be  misconstrued  by  him  into  a 
symbol  of  success.     Such  was  the  case,  however ; 
and  so  thoroughly  had  he  contrived  to  convince 
himself  of  the  fact,  that  he  at  length  ventured  to 
approach  the  subject  which  I  so  much  dreaded ; 
yet  even  then,  not  as  I  should  have  anticipated 
from  a  man  who  could  expend  enthusiasm  even 
upon  trifles,  and  at  times  display  a  depth  of  feeling 
which  was   evidently  intuitive  and  spontaneous. 
Whenever  he  talked  seriously,  or  what  some  would 
call  passionately,  to  me,  it  was  evident  that  he 
laboured  to  do  so  gracefully;  that  he  rounded  his 
periods  smoothly ;  and  seemed  almost  to  seek  for 
phrases  which  might  compensate  for  the  chilling, 
monotonous,  and  forced  manner  in  which  they  were 

I  2 
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Uttered.  I  well  remember  that,  in  one  of  my  letters 
to  Adela,  I  told  her  the  pleasant  baronet  would 
never  win  a  woman^s  heart ;  for  that,  although  a 
gay-spirited  friend,  he  made  a  most  drowsy  lover, 
and  only  helped  the  cause  of  the  man  whom  he 
affected  to  seek  to  supersede. 

On  a  glorious  evening,  near  the  dose  of  July,  I 
was  alone  in  the  stone  balcony  which  extended 
across  the  windows  of  the  room  in  which  all  our 
party  were  assembled.  The  curtuns  were  drawn, 
and  the  sounds  of  my  mother^s  harp  came  fiiintly 
through  their  heavy  folds.  A  small  stream  which 
had  its  source  in  the  neighbourhood  had  been  di- 
verted from  its  original  channel,  and  forced  through 
the  pleasure-grounds,  and,  immediately  under  the 
windows,  it  poured  its  sparkling  waters  into  a  minia- 
ture lake  bordered  with  flowering  shrubs.  The 
moon  was  rising,  and  the  stars  were  walking  forth 
to  meet  her  from  every  quarter  of  the  firmament ; 
and  as  I  leant  there  in  silence,  dreaming  of  lleve- 
reux,  and  indulging  in  a  thousand  vague  and  fim- 
tastic  wishes,  I  almost  unconsciously  watched  the 
dazzling  reflection  of  each  separate  star,  as  it  seemed 
to  spring  upward  from  the  depths  of  the  sleeping 
water,  in  order  to  gem  its  surfiice  into  a  mimic 
semblance  of  the  blue  sky  above  it.  The  softened 
music  from  the  room,  the  distant  gush  and  fidl  of 
the  myriad  notes  of  a  nightingale,  the  laziirioDS 
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breathings  of  the  flowers  under  the  languid  impulse 
of  the  summer  wind,  the  whisperings,  mystic  and 
wordless,  of  the  leaves,  and  the  bright  hopes  which 
I  was  building  up,  all  combined  to  fill  my  heart 
with  a  calm  and  placid  joy  to  which  I  had  been 
long  a  stranger;  nor  was  I  conscious  that  I  wept 
until  a  large  tear  fell  upon  my  hand. 

"  What  are  you  thinking  of  so  deeply  !*"  mur- 
mured a  voice  close  to  my  ear. 

I  started,  and  saw  Sir  James  Domton  at  my 
side. 

''  The  question  is  scarcely  discreet  ;*"  I  answered 
with  affected  gaiety.  ^^  I  have  not  yet  adopted  a 
confessor.'^ 

"  You  need  no  such  functionary.  Should  you 
suppose  yourself  to  be  imparting  anything  secret,  if 
you  were  to  tell  me  frankly  that  you  were  thinking 
of  Herbert  Devereux  f' 

"  Decidedly.  Had  such  been  the  case,  and  were 
I  to  admit  it,  I  should  consider  that  I  had  trans- 
formed you  from  a  friend  into  a  confidant.^ 

"  Disabuse  yourself  at  once,  fair  dreamer  ;'*''  was 
the  retort ;  "  the  image  of  Devereux  never  rises  up 
before  you  ;  you  never  heave  a  sigh  at  his  remem- 
brance ;  nay,  you  never  vaguely  recall  his  memory, 
that  I  am  not  conscious  of  the  fact.**^ 

"  In  that  case,'^  I  said  impatiently,  "  I  am  very 
likely  to  consider  your  presence  insupportable.**^ 


1 74  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 

^'  I  apprehend  no  such  injustice  on  your  part. 
You  are  too  generous  to  punish  me  for  taking  a 
lively  interest  in  all  that  affects  your  happiness.^ 

'^  I  am  sorry,  Sir  James,^  I  replied  coldly, 
'^  that  you  should  employ  your  feelings  so  unpro- 
fitably.  If  you  are  really  as  conyersant  with  my 
secret  sentiments  as  you  appear  to  imply,  you  must 
be  well  aware  that  I  desire  no  such  demonstrations.'^ 

''  Yet  how  can  it  be  otherwise,  Miss  Tilden! 
Are  all  the  world  to  be  at  liberty  to  admire,  to  adore 
you,  and  to  tell  you  so,  save  myself!  Say  '  Yes,' 
if  you  will,  and  I  must  submit  to  the  decree ;  but,  at 
least,  suffer  me  to  retain  the  control  of  my  feelings. 
Do  not  reduce  me  to  a  perfect  cipher,  simply  be- 
cause I  have  done  you  more  worthy  justice.  You 
are  at  this  moment  the  victim  of  a  hopeless  attach- 
ment ;  it  overshadows  the  brightness  of  your  spirit, 
it  subdues  the  buoyancy  of  your  nature :  deny  it  if 
you  can.  And  do  you  suppose  that  I  can  look  upon 
your  suffering  coldly!  — that  I  can  abstain  from 
the  desire  to  tear  away  the  veil  from  that  bright 
spirit,  to  restore  the  buoyant  elasticity  of  that 
pure  young  heart !  No,  no  !  you  cannot  so  strangely 
have  mistaken  me."** 

"  Presuming  your  inference  to  be  correct,  I  beg 
you  to  believe  that  when  I  seek  to  disenthrall  my- 
self, I  shall  be  quite  equal  to  the  task.**^ 

^'  I  rejoice  to  hear  it ;   ibr,  were  it  not  for  the 
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firm   hope  of  that  deliverance,  I  shoald  become 
desperate."*** 

"  Sir  Jamea  Domton !  Have  you  considered 
your  words  !  Do  you  remember  to  whom  they  are 
addressed  f 

"  Perfectly.^ 

"  Then,  sir,  you  must  concede  that  they  are 
both  ill-judged  and  ill-timed.'*'* 

"  I  will  do  nothing  of  the  sort ;  ere  long  you 
will  be  less  severe.'*^ 

"  The  future  must  depend  upon  yourself  ^'^  I  said 
haughtily  ;  and  lifting  one  of  the  curtains,  I  passed 
into  the  room  without  awaiting  his  reply. 

From  that  evening  I  avoided  every  occasion  of 
meeting  him  tete-d-tete.  I  could  not  brook  that  he 
should  force  upon  me  his  advice  and  his  reproaches. 
I  was  no  longer  at  ease  in  his  presence.  Every 
word  that  he  uttered,  and  every  look  that  he 
turned  upon  me,  seemed  to  contain  an  epigram.  I 
would  fain  have  complained  of  the  confidential  tone 
which  he  had  thus  suddenly  assumed  ;  but  to  whom 
could  I  pour  forth  my  indignation  i  Lady  Made- 
laine,  I  well  knew,  would  not  listen  to  any  blame  of 
her  favourite,  nor  could  I  have  confided  to  her  my 
mortification  and  annoyance,  without  betraying  my 
continued  interest  in  Devereux.  Neither  could  I 
appeal  to  Lord  Otterford ;  for  since  the  conversa- 
tion which  I  had  recorded,  we  had  never  exchanged 
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a  syllable,  save  in  public.  There  was,  consequently, 
no  method  of  riddinor  myself  of  this  system  of  per- 
secution, save  by  my  own  finnness ;  and  I  resolved 
to  lose  no  opportunity  of  convincing  Sir  James  not 
only  of  my  indiflerence,  for  of  that  I  flattered  myself 
lie  was  already  well  aware,  but  of  the  positive  disUke 
which  he  was  rapidly  entailing  upon  himself  by  his 
inquisitorial  bearing. 

Isolated  as  I  was  amid  a  crowd — disappointed 
day  after  day  in  the  hope  which  I  had  cherished, 
that  Devereux  must,  sooner  or  later,  join  the  circle 
of  his  uncle"*s  guests — angry  with  myself  for  having 
been  so  unwarily  made  the  dupe  of  a  man  to  whom 
my  secret  was  known,  I  shunned  him  with  a  feeling 
which  soon  grew  into  positive  hate;  nor  was  it 
lessened  by  the  perfect  smt^  froid  and  composure 
with  which  he  bore  every  exhibition  of  my  petu- 
lance. His  quiet  and  self-satisfied  smile  never 
failed  to  drive  the  blood  to  my  brow,  but  I  dared 
not  venture  upon  any  decided  demonstration  of  my 
annoyance.  The  eye  of  Lady  Madelaine  was  fre- 
quently upon  me,  and  there  was  a  warning  in  it  at 
those  moments,  before  which  I  quailed  even  in  the 
first  burst  of  my  indio^ation.  What  was  I  to  do ! 
What  measures  could  I  adopt,  to  rid  myself  of  the 
impassible  and  pertinacious  baronet,  who  evidently 
considered  me  as  his  own  property,  and  to  whom 
my  struggles  were  mere  matter  of  curiosity  and 
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pastime.  I  pleaded  sickness,  and  kept  closely  to 
my  own  apartments ;  but  this  proceedincr  thwarted 
the  projects  of  my  mother,  and  I  was  not  permitted 
to  persist  in  my  seclusion. 

When,  after  an  absence  of  three  days  from  the 
party,  I  was  compelled  to  reappear,  I  was  besieged 
with  compliments  and  condolements,  which  were  even 
more  bearable  than  the  light  and  mocking  laughter 
with  which  I  was  greeted  by  Sir  James.  He  declared 
that  I  had  been  engaged  in  the  composition  of  some 
new  cosmetic,  and  that  I  had  made  trial  of  it  upon 
myself  with  most  undeniable  success,  for  that  he 
had  never  seen  me  look  more  charming.  His 
callous  mockery  cut  me  to  the  heart ;  and  I  replied 
with  bitterness,  as  I  turned  away,  and  addressed, 
for  the  first  time  in  my  life  willingly,  the  member 
for  the  county  in  which  Woodville  was  situated, 
and  who  was  a  constant  guest  at  Lord  Otterford's. 

Mr.  Gurties  was  tall,  straight,  and  meagre— one 
long  perpendicular  line  of  humanity  ;  who,  had  it 
not  been  for  the  peculiar  carriage  of  his  arms, 
might,  at  a  distance,  have  been  mistaken  for  his 
own  walking-stick.  He  was  very  dull — very  sen- 
tentious, and  very  shallow — well  bom,  and  priding 
liimself  highly  upon  the  fact.  He  also  assumed  to 
be  well  bred,  and  it  was  difficult  to  define  why  he 
was  not  so  ;  be  the  reason  what  it  might,  however 
there  was  a  something  wanting,  trifling,  perhaps,  in 
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itself,  but   still  felt  to  be  an  omiMioti — a  social 
catalectic,  eyident  at  once  to  the  initiated. 

Now  of  all  the  habitu4B  of  Woodville,  this  man 
had  always  struck  me  as  being  the  most  uninterest- 
ing and  impracticable.  In  conversing,  he  invariably 
looked  over  his  companion  ;  for  his  giraffe-like  throat 
enveloped  in  a  hi^h,  rigidly Hstarched  oravat,  was  never 
bent ;  and  there  can  be  no  great  interest  in  a  dialogue, 
during  which  one  of  the  speakers  looks  only  at 
the  crystal  drops  of  the  chandelier.  A  wrinkle, 
even  in  one  of  his  gloves^  would  have  been  a  relief; 
but  Mr.  Gurties  never  wore  ilUfitting  gloves  ;  and 
every  other  article  of  his  dress  appeared  as  if  he 
had  been  inducted  into  it  in  his  youth,  and  that  they 
had  since  grown  up  together.  His  very  hiur  was  like 
that  of  no  other  man.  It  was  long,  and  lank,  and 
smooth,  and  in  surface  and  tint  exactly  resembled  a 
piece  of  fawn-coloured  satin.  His  eyes  were  light 
blue — very  light  blue,  and  almost  round  ;  and  his 
eyebrows,  eyelashes,  and  whiskers,  had  just  escaped 
the  danger  of  being  described  as  red. 

A  sudden  inspiration  restored  my  good  humour  at 
once.  I  resolved  to  make  an  escape-vidve  of  the  ho* 
nourable  member !  Nothing  could  be  better.  No  one 
would  accuse  me  of  coquetry  with  so  unsympathizing 
and  unsentimental  a  being.  It  never  occurred  to  me 
to  remember  that  some  people  might  consider  his 
princely  fortune  as  an  equivalent  for  the  absence  of 
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all  other  attractions ;  nor  was  I  aware  that  he 
himself  avowedly  lived  in  terror  of  fortune-hunting 
mammas  and  establishment  -  seeking  daughters. 
In  short,  I  had  never  cared  to  ascertain  that  he  was 
the  *'  great  match  ^"^  of  the  county. 

All  this  was  very  unfortunate ;  but  I  was  happily 
unconscious  of  my  temerity ;  and  when  I  turned 
upon  Mr.  Purties  the  light  of  the  most  sunny 
smile  which  I  could  summon  d  Fimprwigte  from 
amid  the  dark  clouds  of  my  displeasure,  I  was 
quietly  congratulating  myself  on  the  acquisition  of 
a  dangler,  of  whom  Devereux,  appear  when  he 
might,  must  have  too  much  self-respect  to  affect 
jealousy. 

How  little  do  women  generally  suspect  the  price 
at  which  the  plainest  men  estimate  their  at- 
tractions ! 

If  I  had,  indeed,  committed  an  error,  like  that  of 
Sir  Peter  Teazle,  it  brought  its  punishment  along 
with  it ;  for  never  did  &ir  lady  in  a  fit  of  petu- 
lance entail  upon  herself  such  a  task  as  that  which 
I  had  voluntarily  undertaken.  A  flirtation  was 
my  object — a  decided  flirtation ;  which  might  reduce 
Sir  James  Domton  to  his  proper  level,  and  teach 
him  a  salutary  lesson.  I  was  young,  beautifiil,  and 
accomplished ;  I  was  fashionable,  and  an  heiress  ; 
of  course  I  could  have  Mr.  Curties  at  my  feet  when 
I  chose  to  beckon  him  to  that  enviable  station  ; 


1 80  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 

and  equally,  of  course,  I  could  rid  myself  of  him 
with  a  word  whenever  I  became  wearied  of  his 
homage.     I  did  not  know  the  honourable  member 

tor  .     He  was  ro  chien  barbei^  to  fetch  and 

carry  at  the  caprice  of  a  young  lady.  He  had  no 
objection  to  the  attentions  of  a  married  woman,  for 
they  could  only  commit  herself;  but  the  preference 
of  a  single  one  might  commit  Atm,  and  that  was  a 
far  more  serious  matter.  He  was  a  *^  great  catch,^ 
and  as  such,  he  estimated  himself;  and  we  all  know 
that  '^  great  catches  '^  are  not  to  be  approached 
like  common  men. 

Thus  I  could  not  have  possibly  made  a  worse 
selection  than  I  had  done,  of  an  instrument  of 
vengeance ;  and  that  Mr.  Curties  should  lend  him- 
self to  my  views,  so  composedly  and  collectedly  as 
he  did,  must  be  altogether  attributed  to  his  regard 
for  his  host,  and  my  relative.  Lord  Otterford. 

I  was  amused  by  the  look  of  blank  astonishment 
which  spread  over  the  features  of  Lady  Madelaine, 
as  she  heard  me  invite  Mr.  Curties  to  occupy  the 
vacant  seat  on  the  so&  beside  me,  and  then  saw  me 
begin  to  play  off  upon  him  all  the  artillery  of  the 
most  finished  coquetry.  She  was  not  yet  aware  of 
the  extent  of  my  accompUshments,  nor  of  the  zeal 
with  which  I  had  studied  to  imitate  her  example. 
My  unfortunate  victim  was  evidently  bewildered ;  I 
had,  until  that  evening,  so  pertinadoosly  avoided 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  181 

him.  I  had  taken  so  little  trouble  to  conceal  how 
much  he  bored  me  whenever  he  ventured  an  ap» 
proach,  that  his  pride  was  piqued  as  greatly  as  his 
vanity  was  wounded;  and  in  order  to  avoid  all 
suspicion  of  annoyance,  he  had  constantly  affected 
to  speak  of  me  with  marked  admiration.  He  be- 
lieved that  he  had  nothing  to  fear,  and  was  conse- 
quently at  his  ease,  which  was  seldom  the  case 
with  him  when  in  the  society  of  an  unmarried  and 
marriageable  woman. 

It  will  be  readily  understood,  under  these  cir- 
cumstances, how  completely  unprepared  he  was  for 
the  sudden  demonstrations  which  it  was  my  pecu- 
liar and  uncalculating  pleasure  to  make  on  that 
particular  evening.  The  poor  man  fairly  lost  his 
d  plomby  and  remained  helplessly  at  my  mercy. 
Conflicting  feelings  heightened  my  complexion,  and 
deepened  the  fire  of  my  eyes.  I  was  exquisitely 
dressed ;  for,  be  my  state  of  mind  what  it  might, 
I  was  woman  enough  never  to  neglect  that  all- 
important  fact.  I  was  resolved  to  exhibit  myself 
to  the  best  advantage,  and  I  well  knew  the  effect  of 
every  pose  and  of  every  gesture  of  which  I  availed 
myself.  I  was  brilliant,  even  witty :  and  to  be 
witty  beside  Mr.  Curties  betrayed  no  common 
power.  There  was  scarcely  a  subject  upon  which 
I  did  not  touch,  under  cover  of  his  monosyllabic 
replies ;  even  that  vampire  aliment  scandal  hung 
upon  my  lips,  and  was  seasoned  with  smiles. 
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Sir  James  stood  near,  with  a  iGrown  upon  his 
brow  which  more  than  repaid  me  for  my  efforts. 
My  mother  made  a  false  move  upon  the  boaird,  and 
was  checkmated  by  Lord  Chaffington,  to  his  great 
and  somewhat  too  audible  delight.  I  had  evidently 
distracted  her  ideas.  Mr.  Curties  meanwhile  was 
sorely  perplexed.  Flattered  by  my  unconcealed 
preference,  and  not  quite  decided  in  how  far  he 
might  desire  to  encourage  its  demonstration,  he  did 
nothing  but  smile,  and  bow,  and  utter  ^^  yes^**  and 
^'  no,'*''  sparingly  relieved  at  intervals  by  an  ejacu- 
lation of  '^  indeed  V  He  trembled  lest  he  should 
be  prematurely  compromised.  Still  he  was  daz- 
zled— and  as  that  was  precisely  what  I  int«nded, 
I  perceived  it  at  once.  Like  all  dull  men,  he  loved 
to  be  amused  when  he  could  do  it  safely  ;  so  he  did 
not  make  an  effort  to  escape,  and  satisfied  himself 
by  giving  no  tangible  encouragement  to  my  sudden 

The  young  Marquis  had  rearranji;ed  the  chess- 
men to  the  music  of  his  own  self-grstulations,  but 
Lady  Madelaine  declined  to  tempt  fortune  a  second 
time — she  was  bent  upon  separating  me  from  my 
new  companion. 

''  Eveleen  f*  she  said,  carelessly ;  ^*  as  you  are 
sufficiently  recovered  to  exert  yourself,  pray  let  us 
have  some  music.  Sir  James  Domton  will,  1 
dare  say,  accompany  you  with  his  flute.*^ 

I  rose  at  once,  and,  extending  my  hand  to  Mr. 
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Carties  with  a  bland  smile,  requested  him  to  lead 
me  to  the  harp.  "  You  must  not  forsake  me  now  f^ 
I  added,  as  he  drew  forward  the  music-chair :  "  I 
want  some  one  to  turn  over  the  leaves,  and  I  am 
convinced  that  you  will  do  it  admirably.''* 

"  I  fear  not  ;^'  said  the  honourable  member  hesi- 
tatingly :  "  I  am  no  musician,  and  may  embar- 
rass you.'*'' 

"  By  no  means.  I  will  prompt  you  with  a  nod, 
thus— ^0  you  have  only  to  watch,  and  there  can  be 
no  mistake.     What  shall  I  play  r** 

"  You  are  too  obliging.  I  would  rather  leave 
the  selection  to  your  better  taste.'* 

Sir  James  approached  with  his  flute,  upon  which 
he  was  a  proficient,  and  my  resolution  was  taken 
at  once.  I  selected  a  capriccio ;  upon  which  it  was 
impossible  for  that  instrument  to  follow,  and  dashed 
at  once  into  its  rapid  and  intricate  movements.  My 
manoeuvre  was  thoroughly  understood,  but  it  did 
not  produce  the  effect  which  I  had  anticipated. 
The  baronet  relinquished  his  instrument,  but  he 
took  his  stand  immediately  behind  my  chair,  where 
he  could  command  every  word  and  look  that  passed 
between  Mr.  Curties  and  myself.  Conscious  that 
such  was  the  case,  I  had  no  sooner  accomplished 
my  task  than  I  rose  and  retired  to  a  settee  in  the 
extreme  comer  of  the  room,  and  to  my  infinite 
satisfaction   1   was   immediately  followed  by  Mr. 
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Curties,  who,  as  if  instinctively,  once  more  dropped 
into  tlie  vacant  place  at  my  side.  In  the  next  in- 
stant Sir  James  Domton  had  turned  the  music- 
chair,  and  was  seated  opposite  to  us,  with  his  back 
to  tlie  rest  of  the  party. 

''  You  are  a  happy  man,  Curties  ;*"  he  com- 
menced, as  lie  turned  a  mocking  smile  upon  me. 
"  Sooner  or  later  all  you  millionaires  are  sure  to 
carry  oif  the  favour  of  the  young  and  fair  firom 
we  poor  devils  of  younger  brothers.  Even  Miss 
Tilden,  you  see,  '  the  observed  of  all  observers,' 
cannot  withstand  you  ;  but  beware,  lest  you  should 
have  a  score  of  duels  upon  your  hands.'*'* 

"  Now,  on  my  honour.  Sir  James,^  stammered 
out  the  afi'righted  Croesus,  looking  down  his  very 
long  nose,  and  contracting  the  muscles  of  his 
mouth  ;  *'  you  mistake  me  altogether — I  have  no 
pretensions  of  the  kind.  This  is  the  first  occasion 
upon  which  Miss  Tilden  has  done  me  the  honour 
to  converse  with  me.**' 

The  baronet  laughed  tauntingly. 

"  Nay,  nay,  do  not  let  me  alarm  you  ;*"  he  said ; 
"  we  all  know  that  you  are  county  property,  and 
consequently  not  to  be  trifled  with.  But  again,  I 
say,  beware  !" 

*'  I  can  apprehend  no  danger  in  Miss  Tilden''s 
society  ;*"  retorted  Mr.  Curties  with  a  rigid  bow ; 
"  I  only  regret  that  I  can  profit  by  it  for  so  short 
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a  time,  being  compelled  to  leave  Woodville  to- 
morrow morning,  with  but  a  very  slight  hope  of 
being  enabled  to  return  during  the  stay  of  your 
delightful  party.'" 

I  felt  the  blood  rush  to  my  brow.  Sir  James 
had  triumphed.  All  the  narrow-hearted  suspicion 
and  mean  conceit  of  the  wealthy  bore  had  been 
aroused  by  his  inane  jest,  and  I  had  lessened  my- 
self in  my  own  eyes  most  unavailingly.  Do  as  I 
would,  this  man  appeared  destined  to  become  my 
evil  genius.  I  hated  myself  for  having  even 
evinced  the  slightest  pleasure  in  his  society. 
Master  of  my  secret,  he  well  knew  his  power  ;  nor 
did  any  feeling  of  delicacy  prevent  his  betraying  a 
consciousness  that  he  held  me  in  his  thrall.  To 
increase  my  annoyance  Mr.  Curties  shortly  after- 
wards rose,  and  slowly  made  his  way  to  the  other 
side  of  the  saloon  ;  and  he  had  no  sooner  vacated 
his  seat  than  the  baronet  took  possession  of  it, 
with  a  nonchalance  and  ease  which  seemed  to 
imply  that  the  proceeding  was  a  mere  matter  of 
course. 

"  You  must  have  spent  a  delightful  hour,  Miss 
Tilden  !"'  he  commenced,  as  he  fell  back  among 
the  cushions ;  "  The  honourable  member  for  the 
county  which  we  have  just  now  the  honour  to  in- 
inhabit  is  a  delicious  companion  —  so  intellectual 
and  charming,  especially  in  the  society  of  pretty 
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women.  What  a  formidable  rival  for  poor  Deve- 
reux !  On  m^^  soul,  I  believe  I  mnst  write  and 
warn  him  of  the  perils  which  environ  his  Helen. 
Do  you  not  think  that  it  would  be  a  generous  act 
on  my  part  T 

''  I  have  no  opinion  to  offer  on  the  subject.^ 

''  Tant  mieux.  You  are  therefore  indifferent 
whether  the  rumour  of  your  flirtation  reach  him, 
or  no!  This,  at  least,  is  encouraging  for  wm 
autres.  I  felt  convinced  that  your  late  seclusion 
would  prove  morally  beneficial ;  but  what,  in  the 
name  of  all  that  is  perpendicular,  ever  impelled 
you  to  turn  the  light  of  your  smiles  upon  that 
unfortunate  man  yonder,  who  looks,  upon  every 
unmarried  woman  as  a  drawing-room  pickpocket, 
—  a  species  of  matrimonial  ekevcUiere  ffindiU' 
trie  ?" 

''  Your  witticisms.  Sir  James  Domton,  are  too 
personal  to  be  pleasant.^ 

''  Nay,  nay — ^you  are  too  hard  upon  me.  Were 
you  not  an  hour  ago  anatomizing  your  mammals 
pretty  page,  my  little  Lord  Ghaffington,  rather 
freely  T 

''  Am  I  required,  sir,  to  justify  to  you  either  my 
words  or  actions  V 

My  companion  fixed  upon  me  a  look  that  was 
untranslatable.  It  seemed  at  once  to  dare  me  to 
defy  him,  and  to  express  an  assent  which  he  could 
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not  venture  to  put  into  words.  But  this  solution 
I  at  once  felt  must  be  erroneous ;  and  I  turned 
away  ray  eyes  scornfully  as  he  replied  with  perfect 
composure — 

"  Friendship  has  privilejijes  even  more  stringent 
than  that  from  which  you  shrink/'* 

"  Friendship  !'' 

"  Even  so.'" 

*^But  that  friendship  must  first  exist,  and  be 
admitted.**^ 

"  Do  you  deny  me  the  gratification  of  feeling  it 
for  yourself  r 

"  It  is  out  of  my  power  to  do  so  ;  its  recipro- 
city is  all  that  I  can  control.**^ 

"  And  that  reciprocity  T 

"  Is  at  least  doubtful."' 

"  Indeed  I'**  ejaculated  Sir  James,  elevating  his 
eyebrows  somewhat  disdainfully ;  **  I  was  not 
aware  that  the  coquetry  of  Miss  Tilden  was  quite 
80  expansive.  Is  it  permissible,  according  to  your 
peculiar  code,  to  admit  a  mere  acquaintance 
to  the  bridle-rein  of  your  horse,  to  your  solitary 
lounge  in  the  grounds,  and  to  your  music-stand  in 
the  drawing-room  ?  Gome,  come  ;  you  are  angry, 
you  are  indignant,  that  just  as  you  were  angling 
for  a  new  victim  —  a  souffire  dotdeur^  who  might 
enable  you  to  escape  me  and  my  importunities — I 
should  show  the  hook  to  the  poor  devil,  and  scare 
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and  then  expressed  his  regret  that  he  could  not 
execute  my  commission,  as  he  was  not  goin^  near 
town.  At  the  moment,  it  did  not  strike  me  that 
tliere  was  anything  extraordinary  in  this  fact  ;  and 
I  accordingly  paid  little  attention  to  it.  I  re- 
membered it  afterwards. 
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'*  I  deserve  to  be  made  a  jest,  for  having  sacri- 
fioed  even  an  hour  to  such  an  automaton,'*''  I  an- 
swered impatiently.  "  One  cannot  always  account 
for  a  visitation  of  caprice." 

"  Caprice !''  echoed  Lady  Madelaine  incredu- 
lously. "However,  I  am  glad  that  you  were 
merely  indulging  a  whim  (although  I  would 
counsel  you  in  future  not  to  make  your  eccen- 
tricities quite  so  conspicuous ;)  for  I  confess  that 
Mr.  Curties  is  not  precisely  the  style  of  person 
whom  I  should  covet  as  a  son-in-law ;  unless,  in- 
deed, I  could  secure  him  for  Adela,  of  which  there 
is  little  probability  ;  for  your  dull  men  are  seldom 
an  easy  prey,  ospeciaUy  when  they  sleep  with  their 
heads  on  a  rent-roll.  He  is  by  no  means  the 
Thule  of  my  wishes  as  regards  yourself.  I  have 
too  much  affection  for  you  to  contemplate  such  a 
sacrifice  with  satisfaction  .''^ 

As  she  ceased  speaking,  she  looked  towards  me 
with  a  faint  smile,  as  if  to  demand  my  acknowledg- 
ments.    I  made  a  slight  bow,  and  she  continued. 

^^  I  am  aware^^ — and  she  said  it  with  some  little 
hesitation — "  that  circumstances  may  have  led  you 
to  doubt  the  extent  and  warmth  of  my  feelings 
towards  you.  My  position  has  been  a  trying  one ; 
and  the  world  had  demands  upon  me  which  I  could 
not  slight.  I  became  a  mother  too  early ;  and 
children  spring  into  women  before  the  plans  of  their 
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never  venture  to  interfere  on  a  subject  exclusively 
within  the  province  of  a  mother,  I  might  have 
compelled  you,  not  only  to  an  indifferent  but  even 
to  a  repugnant  marriage.  I  disdained  to  do  this  ; 
and,  far  from  enacting  the  tyrant  or  the  duenna, 
I  left  you  at  perfect  liberty  to  cultivate  or  to  de- 
cline the  friendship  of  those  by  whom  you  were 
habitually  surrounded.  You  must  have  perceived, 
if  you  have,  indeed,  done  me  the  favour  to  reflect 
upon  the  whole  tenour  of  ray  conduct  as  regards  your- 
self, that  I  have  left  you  the  complete  mistress  of 
your  predilectiops  ;  that  I  have  interfered  in  none  of 
your  avocations  ;  and  that  —  ungraceful  and  un- 
pleasant as  it  could  not  fail  to  be  to  Lord  Otterford 
to  have  a  womanly  daughter-in-law  constantly  be- 
fore his  eyes  and  under  his  roof — I  have  given  you 
time  and  opportunity  enough  to  decide  on  your 
own  fate."*^ 

''It  is  decided,  madam  —  it  has  been  long  de- 
cided." 

"  I  am  rejoiced  to  hear  it  from  your  own  lips,  even 
although  circumstances  have  for  some  time  assured 
me  that  it  must  be  so.  Had  you  been  about  to  com- 
mit an  imprudence,  I  should  long  since  have  inter- 
fered ;  as  it  is,  I  have  but  to  congratulate  both 
you  and  myself.  The  only  possible  difficulty  has 
been  removed  within  the  last  few  weeks ;  and,  to 
my  own  approbation,  I  am  authorized  to  unite  that 
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"  Proceed,  Miss  Tilden  f**  she  said  in  a  cold 
tone,  rendered  slightly  tremulous  by  the  emotion 
which  she  could  not  altogether  control ;  "  let  no 
feeling  of  delicacy  towards  your  mother  check  the 
expression  of  your  disgraceful  and  unmaidenly 
conjectures.  I  am  prepared  to  bear  even  insult 
with  patience.'' 

"  Oh  forgive  me  !  forgive  me  !''  I  faultered  out  5 
"  forgive  and  pity  me,  for  you  know  not  from  what 
a  dream  of  hope  and  happiness  your  last  words 
have  awakened  me  !  You  spoke  of  my  predilec- 
tions, of  my  preference ;  and  I  was  misled  by  the 
yearnings  of  my  own  heart.'' 

"  Can  you  deny  that  you  have  for  some  time 
past  giten  marked  encouragement  to  Sir  James 
Domton !" 

"  If  I  have  done  so,  it  has  been  unwittingly. 
How  could  I  encourage  him  when  my  afflictions 
were  devoted  to  another  f 

"  Better  and  better !"  exclaimed  Lady  Made- 
laine  ;  ''  I  now  begin  to  comprehend  the  hoUowness 
of  your  character.  I  weakly  believed  that  your 
late  exhibition  with  Mr.  Gurties  was  a  mere  srirlish 
piece  of  inconsistency,  but  I  now  find  that  you 
act  upon  a  system  of  deceit,  and  sacrifice  every 
better  feeling  to  your  vanity.  How  do  you  pre- 
tend, Miss  Tilden,  to  justify  your  rides,  and  walks, 
and  tete^ietea  by  moonlight  upon  balconies  with 
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Sir  James  Dornton?  Do  you  imagine  that  yoa 
will  make  the  world  believe  you  were  unconscious 
that  these  thin^js  were  marked  and  undeniable  en- 
courac^einent  to  a  suit  which  has  long  ceased  to  be 
problematical  to  everyone  around  you?  Or,  can 
you  for  au  instant  suppose  that  I  shall  submit  to 
see  a  dausjhter  of  mine  made  a  mark  for  the  world's 
vscorn.  Your  own  conduct  has  decided  your  fete. 
On  Sir  James's  return  to  Woodville,  you  will  re- 
oin\o  him  as  your  accepted  husband,  without  the 
slii^htest  symptom  of  repugnance  or  hesitation — 
or,  you  must  abide  the  consequences.**' 

I  wrung  my  hands  in  agony.  Too  late  did  I 
perceive  the  fearful  advantage  which  my  o\m 
thoughtlessness  had  given  to  the  projects  of  my 
mother. 

'*  In  truth  vou  are  a  sad  victim  !^  once  more  re- 
sumed  Lady  JMadelaine,  as  she  looked  down  upon 
me  with  withering  contempt;  "you  are  steeped 
in  tears — and  for  what  ?  Because  you  are  about 
to  become  the  wife  of  an  accomplished,  high-bom, 
and  fashionable  man,  and  that  you  will  be  an 
object  of  envy  to  half  the  women  in  town."" 

"  I  would  rather  die  V  I  exclaimed  vehementlv. 
"  I  do  not,  I  shall  never  love  him.  We  should 
both  be  wretched.'*' 

"  He  consents  to  run  the  risk.'' 

"He  cannot  be  so  selfish  or  so  base — ^he  knows 
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that  I  love  another — ^he  knows  that  I  am  beloved. 
He  will  have  pity  on  my  tears— on  my  despair.*" 

My  mother  laughed  scomfiilly. 

"  Rise,  Miss  Tilden ;  rise,  and  recollect  yourself;"' 
she  said  sternly  ;  "  we  are  not  now  rehearsing  a 
tragedy,  nor  am  I  disposed  to  hear  you  rhapsodize 
on  the  subject  of  your  boy-lover,  Mr.  Devereux, 
whom  I  suppose  to  be  the  object  of  this  tirade. 
Leave  the  remedy  for  his  baby-passion  in  the  hands 
of  Sir  James  Domton ;  he  is  a  man  of  sense  as 
well  as  a  man  of  the  world,  and  will  soon  make 
you  ashamed  of  your  extravagance.  As  to  De- 
vereux, he  has  long  ceased  even  to  remember  your 
existence.'^ 

This  taunt  aroused  my  pride  at  once.  I  sprang 
to  my  feet,  and  even  ventured  to  meet  the 
threatening  eye  of  Lady  Madelaine  without  quail- 
ing. "  The  proof  that  he  has  not  done  so,'"  I 
said  firmly,  '^  exists  in  the  fact  that  you  have 
exiled  him  from  your  house — his  uncle's  house— 
from  the  hour  in  which  I  became  its  inmate.  No, 
madam ;  I  may  be  your  victim — you  may  profit 
by  the  thoughtlessness  which  has  placed  my  fate 
in  your  power,  but  you  cannot  deprive  me  of 
the  certainty  that  I  am  beloved  by  Herbert  Deve- 
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"  A  noble   triumph !"   exclaimed   my   mother ; 
but  a  sorry  one  for  both  of  you,  if  such  be  indeed 
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the  case;  for  I  cannot  suppose  that  even  you, 
Miss  Tilden,  are  bo  utterly  a  coquette  at  heart  as 
to  derive  any  gratification  from  the  prospect  of  his 
sufferings ;  while  on  your  own  side,  the  inconve- 
niences might  be  greater  than  you  can  possibly 
anticipate.  Be  advised,  while  there  is  yet  time. 
Do  not  attempt  to  oppose  my  will,  beneath  which 
you  must  bend  at  last.  The  wife  of  Herbert 
Devereux  you  shall  never  be.  Receive  with  be- 
coming submission  the  husband  whom  I  have 
selected  for  you,  and  conquer  your  repugnance  by 
remembering  that  you  have  long  treated  him  as  i 
favoured  suitor,  and  that  you  are  consequently  in 
his  power.  And  now,  retire  to  your  room,  and 
endeavour  to  make  yourself  presentable  before  you 
are  seen  by  any  of  the  guests.  Not  a  word  !**  For 
I  was  again  about  to  speak.  *^  I  shall  hold  no 
further  conversation  witli  you  upon  this  subject, 
until  you  can  discuss  it  in  a  becoming  spirit  of 
obedience." 

Before  she  ceased  speaking,  she  rang  the  bell 
violently,  and  I  hurried  from  the  room  to  esoi^ 
the  observation  of  her  women. 

I  have  no  words  in  which  to  paint  my  wretched- 
ness when  I  again  found  myself  alone.  All  my 
love  for  Devereux  had  been  previously  weak  and 
languid  to  what  I  felt  for  him  at  that  moment ; 
while  my  dislike  of  the  baronet  became  compara- 
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tively  stronger  and  more  bitter.  I  hated  myself 
also  for  the  weakness  which  had  induced  me  to 
gratify  my  vanity  and  idleness  by  permitting  his 
attentions.  In  short  I  was  miserable ;  and  so  far 
from  attempting  to  eflFace  the  traces  of  my  agita- 
tion, I  gave  free  vent  to  my  tears  and  sobs,  and 
encouraged  the  feeling  of  desolation  and  bitterness 
which  had  taken  possession  of  me. 

Suddenly  I  thought  of  my  sister.  She  was  in 
possession  of  my  secret ;  I  remembered  the  strength 
and  resolution  of  her  character.  There  was  yet 
hope  for  me.  I  determined  to  confide  to  her  my 
present  sufferings,  and  to  be  guided  by  her  advice. 
I  had  neglected  her  too  much  of  late.  Absorbed 
in  pleasure,  there  was  nothing  around  me  to  recall 
her  image,  but  now  that  sorrow  had  fallen  upon 
me  it  rose  vividly  to  my  remembrance.  I  sat  down 
eagerly  to  my  desk,  wiped  away  my  tears,  and 
commenced  forthwith  the  outpouring  of  my 
grief. 

I  accused  my  mother  of  cold-hearted  selfishness, 
and  Lord  Otterford  of  unwarrantable  interference. 
I  apostrophized  Sir  James  Domton ;  I  declared  my 
detestation  of  him  in  no  measured  terms ;  and  I 
upbraided  myself  for  having  tolerated  him  as  I  had 
done.  My  letter  was  full  of  passionate  ejacula- 
tions, of  incoherent  vows  and  exclamations.  Fi- 
nally, having  exhausted  the  vocabulary  of  exple- 
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adWde  resistance !  and,  if  so,  should  I  have  courage 
to  resist  ?  Would  she  counsel  me  to  yield  I  Would 
she  bid  me  fling  awaj  all  hope  of  happiness  I  For 
a  moment  I  dreaded  to  open  the  letter ;  but  at 
length,  unable  longer  to  control  my  impatience,  I 
tore  it  hastily  from  its  envelope,  and  read  as 
follows : — 

"  Do  not  anticipate,  I  entreat,  any  advice  from 
me.  There  are  circumstances  in  which  the  heart 
alone  should  be  the  counsellor,  and  yours  appears 
to  me  to  be  a  case  in  point.  If  you  are  not  be- 
loved, your  fate  is  frightful.  If  you  are — believe 
me  when  I  tell  you  that  there  exist  others  &r  more 
worthy  of  pity  than  yourself.'^ 

I  was  thunderstruck.  The  letter  had  neither 
commencement  nor  signature.  The  writing  was 
disjointed,  rambling,  and  altogether  unlike  the 
usual  neat  and  careAiUy-formed  characters  of  my 
sister^s  hand.  Brief,  abrupt,  and  obscure,  the 
matter  of  the  communication  was  as  unexpected  as 
the  manner.  I  read  and  re-read  it  half  a  dozen 
times,  hoping  to  detect  some  hidden  meaning,  or  to 
convince  myself  that  it  was  a  counterfeit,  but  I 
could  not  succeed  in  doing  either ;  and  at  last,  worn 
out  with  disappointment  and  mortification,  I  tore  it 
into  a  thousand  fragments. 

k5 
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heart  is  elsewhere— or  whose  affectious  are  ex- 
hausted. What  if  his  affected  passion  should 
be  a  mere  fency — a  mere  caprice !  What  must 
inevitably  be  the  result  of  such  a  marriage  ?  Or, 
worse  still''^ — and  here  a  new  terror  grew  upon  me — 
^^  what  if  he  should  be  the  tool  of  Lady  Made- 
laine's  cold-hearted  policy — if  it  should  be  to  please 
her  that  he  has  offered  himself,  to  prevent  my 
union  with  Herbert  Devereux?  To  make  me 
miserable,  that  he  is  about  to  scurifice  himself!  I 
have  youth,  beauty,  fashion,  station — all  that  can 
flatter  his  ambition  ;  he  is  no  lono;er  young — he 
has  long  been  the  slave  of  my  mothers  will — Alas  ! 
alas  ! — I  have  fallen  upon  the  bitter,  the  mortifying 
truth  !'' 

Again  I  wept ;  but,  after  a  time,  I  began  to  feel 
ashamed  of  my  own  cowardice  :  "  After  all,"  I  said 
mentally,  *'  I  cannot  be  compelled  to  marry  this 
man.  My  mother  is  tyrannical  and  self-willed,  it 
is  true,  but  she  is  not  omnipotent.  I  have  my 
weapons,  even  as  she  has  hers.  I  have  been  too 
easy,  too  familiar,  too  condescending  to  Sir  James. 
I  will  show  him,  and  all  the  world,  that  I  am 
aware  of  this.  He  shall  now  see  that  I  am  not, 
like  himself,  a  mere  tool  in  the  hands  of  others.'" 

I  was  faithful  to  the  pledge  thus  tacitly  made. 
Sir  James,  on  his  return,  no  sooner  approached 
mc,  than  I  armed  myself  in  all  the  panoply  of  my 
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the  mere  wish  to  please  my  mother,  had  grown 
into  a  feeling  towards  myself,  over  which  he 
could  no  longer  exercise  a  control  that  would 
have  spared  his  pride  I  The  idea  was  at  least  a 
flattering  one  :  and  I  found  myself  well  inclined  to 
indulge  in  it.  Not  once  did  it  occur  to  me  that  my 
fortune  might  play  a  prominent  part  in  the  farce. 
At  eighteen,  girls  never  think  so  meanly  of  them- 
selves as  to  believe  that  the  possession  of  their 
affections  can  be  put  into  competition  with  that  of 
their  purse,  or  that  a  few  thousands  more  or  less 
may  have  power  to  control  their  destiny ;  at  eight- 
and-twenty,  when  the  world  has  educated  them, 
they  modify  their  creed. 

I  was  not  sorry  when  I  had  argued  myself  into 
the  belief  that  I  had  done  Domton  injustice.  I 
relaxed  a  little,  in  consequence,  in  manner  as  well 
as  in  feeling ;  but  my  concession  extended  no 
further.  As  a  husband  I  could  not  look  upon  him 
with  anything  save  aversion.  Amid  all  my  folly 
and  frivolity  I  never  forgot  Devereux,  and  never 
ceased  to  look  forward  with  hope  to  his  re- 
appearance. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

My  mother  looked  on  in  silence.  I  attributed 
her  neutrality  to  weariness  of  the  conflict.  I 
wronged  her  ;  I  should  have  placed  it  to  the  credit 
of  her  diplomacy.  She  was  suffering  the  enemy  to 
exhaust  his  strength  in  idle  skirmishinj;.  Dic- 
tatorial as  she  was,  she  did  not  wish  my  marriage 
with  her  protege  to  appear  one  of  compoision. 
She  was  too  well-bred  to  volunteer  herself  as  a 
spectacle  to  all  her  circle  ;  and  she  had  wit  enough 
to  see  that  in  my  then  frame  of  mind,  opposition 
would  only  serve  to  strengthen  my  determination. 
The  contest  between  us  was  unequal.  Like  her 
countrymen,  the  Campbells,  Lady  Madelaine  was 
content  to  *'  bide  her  time  ;^  while  she  well  knew 
that  the  factitious  spirit  of  courage  which  I  had 
so  suddenly  summoned  would  moulder  away  of 
itself,  if  left  disregarded,  like  a  column  of  sand- 
stone. The  material  of  which  it  was  built  up  was 
not  of  a  nature  to  endure.     She  had  communicated 
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her  will,  and  now  preserved  a  dignified  silence, 
leaving  the  rest  to  the  attentions  of  Sir  James,  who 
might  well  be  supposed  to  possess  more  than  suf- 
ficient experience  of  the  sex,  to  overcome  the 
stubborn  will  and  childish  attachment  of  a  mere 
girl. 

Domton  was,  however,  by  no  means  so  certain 
of  his  ultimate  success  as  mj  mother  assumed  to 
be.  My  conduct  was  too  consistent  to  have  grown 
out  of  a  momentary  whim ;  and  he  was,  probably, 
less  satisfied  with  my  partial  return  towards 
courtesy,  than  he  would  have  been  under  a  persist- 
auce  in  the  ultra  measures  which  I  originally 
adopted.  He  felt  that  he  made  no  progress,  and, 
without  doubt,  he  communicated  his  conviction  to 
Lady  Madelaine ;  for  the  avalanche  suddenly  fell 
when  I  had  ceased  to  dread  its  descent. 

A  new  summons  to  her  dressing-room  struck  a 
chill  to  my  heart.  The  hour  was  indeed  come ! 
I  sank  trembling  into  a  chair,  and  for  a  few 
minutes  was  unable  even  to  ask  myself  if  I  had 
strength  left  to  contend.  Gradually,  however,  I 
recovered  some  degree  of  self-possession,  and  began 
to  make  formidable  promises  to  my  own  heart. 
The  happiness  of  Devereux  depended  upon  my 
firmness — of  this  fact  I  had  never  permitted  myself 
to  entertain  a  doubt — ^therefore  I  was  in  honour 
bound  not  to  yield.      I   argued   upon  fitlse  pre- 
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first  step  in  life.  Is  it  not  a  flattering  d^biU  f 
You  are  silent ;  and  perhaps  you  are  right,  for  it 
is  a  circumstance  by  no  means  agreeable  of  discus- 
sion either  to  yourself  or  your  family.  We  have 
now  done  with  it  for  ever."*' 

I  began  to  breathe  more  freely ;  I  even  rose  to 
leave  the  room. 

"  One  word  more  before  we  part  ;*"  pursued  my 
mother  in  the  same  cold  and  caustic  tone  as  before. 
^'  Although  the  cause  is  removed,  the  effects  remain. 
My  daughter.  Miss  Tilden,  is  already  a  marked 
woman — marked  as  a  heartless  coquette.  You  are 
at  the  mercy  of  Sir  James ;  and  men  who  have 
been  jilted  as  he  has  been  by  you  possess  little  of 
that  forbearing  virtue.  Had  I  contemplated  your 
appearance  in  town  for  a  second  season  unmarried, 
your  &te  would  ere  now  have  been  fixed  for  ever.  Sir 
James  Domton  is  not  an  obscure  individual  whose 
sarcasm  would  fall  harmless  ;  he  is  a  man  of  fashion 
and  figure,  popular,  witty,  and  distinguished ; 
whose  first  sneer  would  have  blighted  your  pro- 
spects. Fortunately,  however,  you  are  rescued 
from  this  peril.  Your  inconsistent  and  incautious 
conduct  has  determined  me  no  longer  to  burthen 
myself  with  the  responsibility  of  your  guardianship, 
or  to  suffer  you  to  have  a  voice  in  any  measure 
in  which  you  are  concerned.  It  is,  therefore,  suf- 
ficient to  inform  you  that  I  have  this  day  had  the 
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suddenly,  shaking  off  the  panic  terror  which  had 
seized  upon  me ; — "  No,  madam  ;  you  seek  in  vain 
to  terrify  me.  You  cannot  have  such  a  project. 
Have  you  never,  then,  read  the  German  tale  of  the 
living  man  who  was  attached  to  a  corpse,  and  so 
thrust  forth  to  exist  as  he  might  ? — the  quick  and 
the  dead  brought  together  in  unnatural  contact— 
the  breathing  and  the  breathless  linked  each  to  the 
other  by  a  hateful  and  revolting  bond  ?  Do  you 
talk  of  me  and  Mr.  Gurtios  as  man  and  wife  I — do 
you  think  that  I  could  exist  a  month  beneath  his 
roof  in  such  a  character  ?  If  I  have  acted  weakly, 
idly,  I  will  not  shrink  from  any  just  rebuke  ;  but 
such  a  threat  as  this  is  refined  cruelty,  which  I 
cannot,  feulty  as  I  am,  have  deserved.^ 

"  I  know  not  what  you  may  consider  to  be  your 
deserts.  Miss  Tildenf  replied  Lady  Madelaine 
perfectly  unmoved  by  my  agony ;  "  I  am  only 
cognizant  of  the  consequences  which  your  peculiar 
system  of  conduct  has  entailed  upon  you.  Your 
baby-love  business  with  Herbert  Devereux  made 
you  at  once  the  amusement  and  the  prophetic  theme 
of  my  drawing-room.  I  doubt  much  whether,  at 
the  period  of  my  leaving  Booksley  for  town  imme- 
diately after  my  discovery  of  your  extreme  levity, 
you  believed  that  I  was  at  all  occupied  by  specula- 
tions for  your  welfare ;  but  in  that,  as  well  as  in 
many  other  things,  you  were  both  wrong  and  unjust. 
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I  looked  round  upon  all  the  eligible  men  in  my 
circle ;  but  I  did  not  see  there  one  whom  I  could 
dare  to  hope  would,  despite  your  fortune,  assist 
you  to  repair  the  past.  It  was  not  until  after  the 
death  of  your  father  that,  profiting  by  an  accidental 
influence  over  Sir  James  Domton,  I  induced  him 
to  consent  to  offer  himself  as  your  suitor.^ 

As  my  mother  sententiously  uttered  this  offen- 
sive declaration,  I  felt  as  though  my  wounded 
vanity,  and,  still  worse,  my  womanly  pride,  pro- 
strated in  its  holiness  and  purity,  would  have 
suffocated  me.  Lady  Madelaine  looked  towards 
me,  as  if  she  were  prepared  for  some  comment  upon 
her  words ;  but  my  emotion  was  so  great  that  I 
could  not  articulate  a  syllable. 

'^  Yesf^  she  pursued,  following  up  what  she 
evidently  believed  to  be  her  triumph ;  ^^  fortunately 
for  you,  mL^^uided  girl,  who  had  already  called 
down  remark  by  your  inconsequent  behaviour.  Sir 
James  Domton  had  sufficient  regard  for  my  feelings 
to—" 

I  recovered  my  self-government  in  an  instant ; 
the  excess  of  my  indignation  and  the  extremity  of 
my  situation  rendered  me  calm  to  an  extent  whidi 
surprised  myself. 

''  It  is,  indeed,  matter  of  self-gratulation  to  me,^ 
I  said  firmly,  as  I  raised  my  eyes  steadily  to  hen ; 
^'  that,  when  it  became  necessary  to  repair  the 
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effects  of  my  misguided  conduct,  your  ladyship, 
who  are,  of  course,  altogether  irreproachable  in  your 
relations  with  the  other  sex,  should  have  chanced 
to  possess  so  great  an  '  accidental  influence '  over 
a  man  generous  enough,  when  he  became  convinced 
that  he  could  not  make  himself  master  of  the  for- 
tune and  fashion  of  the  mother,  to  condescend  to 
exchange  for  them  the  fortune  and  youth  of  the 
daughter.  But,  madam,  even  as  the  mother  icotUd 
not,  so  also  the  daughter  tcill  not.'*'' 

I  shall  never  forget  the  rage  of  Lady  Madelaine 
her  quivering  lips  were  as  white  as  her  forehead  ;  her 
hands  were  tightly  clenched ;  and  for  an  instant 
I  believed  that  she  would  strike  me ;  but  after  a 
brief  struggle,  she  unclasped  her  fingers,  and  fell 
back  in  her  chair,  as  she  demanded  the  meaning 
of  my  words. 

"  It  is  simple,  madam  f '  I  answered ;  '*  and  it 
will  suffice  to  tell  you  that  I  remember  the  visit  of 
Sir  James  to  Rooksley  during  your  first  period  of 
widowhood ;  your  long  interview,  and,  above  all, 
your  mutual  re-appearance  in  the  drawing-room  ; 
he,  gloomy,  embarrassed,  and  taciturn  ;  you,  radiant 
with  ill-concealed  triumph.'*'* 

"  And  what  more.  Miss  Tilden  ?'' 

"Nothing;  save  that  I  will  never  marry  the 
rejected  suitor  of  my  mother .'' 

"  Truly,  you  do  well  f  ^  said  Lady  Madelaine  with 
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he  could  not  prove — ^gave  utterance  to  no  suspicions 
which  he  could  not  justify ;  and  at  my  first  mention 
of  my  intention  of  compelling  you  to  fulfil  the  hopes 
which  you  had  not  scrupled  to  create,  he  did  what 
few  men  would  have  had  sufficient  pride  or  honour 
to  have  done— he  declared  his  resolution  to  abandon 
his  suit  at  once.  I  have  already  hinted  to  you 
what  may  be  the  after-consequences  of  his  estrange- 
ment ;  and  it  is  now,  moreover,  too  late  to  calculate 
their  probable  effect  in  the  world.  You  are  fortu- 
nate in  having  secured  a  new  suitor  who  is  ignorant 
of  your  antecedents  at  so  eventful  a  moment.**^ 

I  was  so  terrified  by  the  colouring  which  Lady 
Madelaine  had  so  ingeniously  given  to  the  past, 
that  all  my  courage  abandoned  me.  I  forgot  how 
impossible  it  was  for  her  to  compel  me  to  a  hatefiil 
marriage — I  forgot  the  pledge  which  I  had  given 
to  my  own  heart  to  be  worthy  of  the  love  of  Deve- 
reux — I  forgot  Devereux  himself.  I  thought  only 
of  the  rigid,  cold,  impracticable  Mr.  Curties,  with 
his  endless  monosyllables  and  untiring  self-appre- 
ciation. Was  he  to  be  the  climax  of  my  dreams  ?— 
the  partner  of  my  after-life  ?  The  vision  was  too 
bitter  to  support.  Every  other  feeling  gave  way 
before  it ;  and,  fairly  conquered,  I  cast  myself  at 
the  knees  of  my  obdurate  mother,  and  gasped  out 
between  my  sobs — "  Have  pity  on  me  ! — have  pity 
on  me  !'^ 
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I  was  too  wretched,  too  thoroughly  prostrated  in 
spirit  at  that  moment  to  remember  what  a  triumph 
this  scene  would  have  been  to  Adela,  could  she 
have  witnessed  it ;  how  complete  a  justification  it 
would  have  proved  of  all  her  doubts  and  of  all  her 
prophecies.  I  was  wholly  absorbed  in  self;  my 
pride  and  my  passion  were  alike  dormant. 

"No  tragedy,  I  entreat,**  Miss  Tilden;'*  said 
Lady  Madelaine,  waving  me  away ;  ^'  I  can  brook 
no  further  contradiction.  I  am  indignant  at  this 
perpetual  diKobedience,  and  will  no  longer  encou- 
rage it  by  the  weakness  which  I  have  hitherto 
displayed."^ 

Overwhelmed  by  the  cold  decision  of  her  tone,  I 
attempted  no  reply.  I  buried  my  face  in  the  cushion 
of  her  /auteuil^  and  wept. 

"  You  fatigue  my  patience  and  outrage  my  pride, 
Evcleen  ;"''  she  pursued  after  a  pause ;  **  pray, 
endeavour  to  bo  rational.  Retire  to  your  room  ;  or, 
if  you  persist  in  remaining  here  in  defiance  of  my 
wishes,  cease  to  make  yourself  ridiculous,  and  tell 
me  upon  what  line  of  conduct  you  have  decided  T 

There  was  a  slight  softening  in  her  tone  as  she 
concluded  her  address,  which  once  more  awoke  in 
me  something  like  hope.  I  raised  my  head,  and 
with  clapped  hands  I  &ltered  out,  **  Save  me — oh ! 
save  me  from  this  hateful  marriage  !^ 

"  I  cannot,  consistently  with  your  future  welfiure.** 
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"  Send  me  back  to  Rooksley — to  Scotland — any- 
where— let  me  not  be  heard  of  again  by  the  world 
which  has  judged  me  so  harshly— I  will  submit  to 
any  exile ;  but  do  not  compel  me  to  become  the 
wife  of  a  man  whom  I  should  infallibly  detest."*^ 

"  If  you  have  no  better  arguments  than  these  to 
advance,  they  will  produce  no  effect  upon  me  ;*" 
replied  my  mother.  "  You  can  neitlier  return  to 
Rooksley  nor  to  Scotland ;  we  jvre  not  enacting  a 
romance.  You  must  marry  Mr.  Curties,  since  you 
did  not  consider  Sir  James  Doruton  worthy  of  your 
hand  ;  and  if  you  do  not  submit  with  a  good  grace 
to  a  marriage  which  you  have  brought  upon  your- 
self by  your  own  levity,  I  shjill,  without  fiirther 
hesitation,  exert  my  authority,  and  compel  you  to 
pay  a  proper  regard  to  the  dignity  both  of  yourself 
and  your  family .""^ 

"  All  is  then  over  !^'  I  exclaimed  as  I  rose ;  *'  and 
I  have  nothing:  left  but  to  die.'*'' 

Lady  Madelaine  laughed  contemptuously. — 
''  From  what  novel  did  you  learn  tliat  phrase, 
child !  It  is  utterly  absurd.  A  woman  does  not 
die  because  she  sacrifices  her  inclination  to  her 
duty.  I  gave  a  proof  of  that  very  trite  truth  when 
I  married  your  father.**^ 

I  disdained,  wretched  as  I  was,  to  reply  to  so 
coarse  a  taunt. 

''Are  you  not  ashamed,^**  she  pursued,  *'  to  play 
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t"  aivf'pt,  !\n  bocouu 
cannot  cither  control 

I  Btill  stood  h<t 
silent. 

For  a  few  minutet 
speak.  She  had  cae 
and  appeared  to  be  r 
mind.  I  watched  h' 
once  more  turned  tow 

"  If  I  only  consult 
should  not  swerve  fro 
I  have  declared  to  yo 
persted  and  wounded 
still  your  mother.  1 
to  what  you  declare  w 
and  I  will  therefore  v 
hold  out  to  you  once 
deed  say,  the  certaint 
free  to  choose  betweet 
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must  decide  at  once.  I  am  now  going  to  reply  to 
the  letter  of  Mr.  Gurties ;  lie  shall  not,  he  caimot, 
under  the  circumstances,  be  left  in  suspense  or 
doubt  for  a  moment  longer  than  is  absolutely  ne- 
cessary. '  Lord  Otterford  has  interest  in  the  county, 
which  may  be  ruined  by  a  rupture  with  a  person 
so  locally  influential.  I  forbid  you  to  utter  another 
word,  unless  it  be  to  express  your  decision  .^^ 

The  alternative  was  a  bitter  one ;  but  the  dif- 
ference between  my  two  suitors  was  so  great,  that, 
had  selection  been  the  only  difficulty,  I  could  not 
have  hesitated  for  a  moment ;  even  as  it  was,  the 
idea  of  becomino:  the  wife  of  Sir  James  was  less 
distasteful  to  me  than  it  had  hitherto  been,  because 
the  personal  and  social  defects  of  his  rival  brought 
out  tis  own  qualities  in  bright  relief.  Of  him  I 
could  not,  at  least,  be  ashamed.  He  might  make 
me  wretched,  but  he  would  never  make  me  blush ; 
nevertheless,  I  could  not  utter  the  word  which  was 
required  of  me.  I  still  expostulated,  still  pleaded — 
the  image  of  Devereux  once  more  rose  up  before 
me,  and  I  regained  a  little  courage ;  but  I  was  no 
match  for  the  strong  will  of  Lady  Madelaine.  She 
drew  her  writing-table  towards  her;  selected  a 
crow-quill  from  the  desk,  with  as  much  care  as 
though  she  had  been  about  to  transcribe  her  first 
billet-doux ;  and  then  addressino^  me  once  more, 
she  asked  with  perfect  compoaure^ 

l2 


■  Oh. 


■  ].it 


a-j-ain  !"  I  implo 

"  Tiion  j-ou  ai 

Sir  James  Donil 

"  He  )ias  with 

"Do  not  trifle 

told  you  that  I  d 

Sir  James." 

"But  would  1 
madiim,  to  the  ho 
cepted  as  a  favoui 
"  Assuredly  do 
worid,  or  of  thenji 
Sir  James  that  yc 
because  your  coqui 
out  he  submitted  t 
with  you  were  plea 
now  see  your  error 
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*•  That  I  am  about  to  become  Lady  Dornton,'^ 
I  murmured,  almost  inaudibly. 

''  Wliat  an  effort  of  courage  I"^  exclaimed  my 
mother,  shruiririns:  her  shoulders :  **  aud  now  so 
to  your  room,  and  bathe  your  eyes.  1  can  con- 
verse with  you  no  longer  at  present,  and  must  be 
careful  in  the  wording  of  my  letter.  It  is  by  no 
means  easy  to  tell  a  gentleman,  with  proj>er  cour- 
tesy, that  he  is  rejected.'''' 

I  waited  no  further  biddinaj,  but  rushed  from  the 
room,  just  as  Lady  Madelaine  was  prej>aring  to 
throw  herself  upon  the  sofa,  in  order  to  obtain  a 
little  repose  after  her  unwonted  exertion.  It  never 
occurred  to  me,  poor  innocent !  that  I  had  been 
duped.  It  never  struck  me  that  the  letter  of  Mr. 
Curties,  of  which  I  heard  so  much,  remained  invi- 
sible. I  little  suspected,  in  short,  when  I  cjwt 
myself  upon  my  knees,  to  weep  out  the  bitterness 
of  my  sorrow,  and  to  endeavour  to  collect  my 
thoughts,  that  Lady  Madelaine  and  Lord  Ottorford 
were  laughing  together  over  the  mystification  of 
which  I  had  been  made  the  victim. 

Lord  Otterford  was  revenged. 


I  did  not  see  n 
next  foHr  dara. 
maeterJDg  mj-  eo 
distinctly  upon  m 
self  bitterly  forth 
and  resolved,  witl 
impossibility  of  m 
had  been  extorted 
determination,  hox 
before  I  could  sum 
counter  once  mor< 
Lady  Madelaine,  t 
that  they  must  be 
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might,  however,  have  spared  myself  the  suffering. 
My  mother  had  doubtlessly  little  trouble  in  con- 
vincing herself  of  the  purpose  for  which  I  sought 
the  interview,  and  her  reply  simply  announced  that 
she  should  see  me  at  table. 

I  felt,  even  while  I  despised  myself  for  the  weak- 
ness, like  a  reprieved  criminal.  I  was  compelled 
to  confess  to  my  own  heart  how  much  I  feared  her, 
as  a  sensation  of  intense  relief  grew  upon  me  with 
the  conviction,  that  before  witnesses  I  had  nothing 
to  apprehend  from  her  violence.  Woodville  was 
still  full  of  guests ;  the  absence  of  Sir  James  and 
Mr.  Curties  had  left  but  a  small  blank ;  and  the 
house  was  a  constant  scene  of  gaiety  and  amuse- 
ment. Still,  although  I  hugged  myself  under  a 
sense  of  present  security,  and  tried  to  believe  that, 
even  as  it  had  chanced  to  many  of  my  fevourite 
heroines,  something  would  and  must  occur  to  pre- 
vent the  fulfilment  of  Lady  Madelaine'^s  project,  I 
could  not  altogether  forget  that  by  my  inertness  I 
was  strengthening  her  power. 

How  often  did  I  sigh  for  a  portion  of  AdeWs 
firmness — how  often  did  the  tears  spring  into  my 
eyes  as  I  remembered  our  separation,  which  de- 
prived me  of  her  advice  and  support  at  so  critical 
a  moment.  During  my  hours  of  triumph  and  dis- 
sipation I  seldom  thought  of  her ;  and  her  memory, 
even  when  I  did  so,  was  always  productive  to  me 


^tivu:;lli.  ;iiLda.s  I 
My  mother,  bt 
and  kindness ;  site 
play  of  my  accon 
rarely,  forgot  Lor 
to  occupy  herself ' 
Ottorford   there  v 
ine.     That  he  was 
had  taken  place  be 
self,   I  could  not  \ 
there  was  a  lurking 
as  he  looked  to  ware 
a^erated  respect  ii 
thiiiu;  rather  than 
atfreeable  to  my  tas 
were  as  idle,  as  pic 
over.     Not  one  of  i 
face — why  should  i 
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tion  of  sympathy  they  chance  to  draw  down  upon 
themselves  a  confidence  of  suffering,  it  sounds  in 
tlieir  ears  like  the  shriek  of  the  mandrake,  which 
brought  ruin  upon  him  who  called  it  forth. 

Thus  I  was  cast  wholly  upon  myself;  and  once  I 
almost  formed  the  resolution  of  writing,  to  claim 
the  counsel  and  assistance  of  Lady  O^Halloran ; 
but  this  my  pride  forbade :  I  could  not  brook  that 
she  should  learn  how  utterly  her  kind  and  mo- 
therly advice  had  failed  in  its  object ;  I  could  not 
calmly  sit  down  to  tell  her  that  I  had  lost  all  au- 
thority over  my  fate  by  my  own  idle  imprudence  ; 
and  thus  this  rational  and  honest  purpose  was 
blighted  in  the  bud. 

At  noon,  on  the  fifth  day  succeeding  our  inter- 
view, I  was  once  more  informed  that  Lady  Made- 
laine  desired  to  see  me  in  her  morning-room.  In 
spite  of  my  better  reason  I  still  hoped ;  and  the 
rather,  as  I  had  heard  Lord  Otterford  inform  one 
of  the  guests  on  the  previous  evening,  that  Sir 
Herbert  and  Lady  Devereux  were  hourly  expected 
at  Woodville.  I  almost  forgot  my  fears  as  I  re- 
membered this.     Without  doubt  Captain  Devereux 

would  be  their  companion ;  and,  perhaps !     I, 

however,  had  not  time  to  follow  up  the  inspirations 
of  my  brightening  fancy  ;  and  it  was  with  a  flushed 
cheek  and  a  flashing  eye  that  I  found  myself  in  the 
presence  of  Lady  Madelaine. 

l5 
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for  my  mother  h 
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Are  you  faint! 
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"  Tliia    U   inin 
Lady  Madelaine  [ 
who  took  so  inucl 
and  to  grow  old 
little   more   aelf-c 
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almost  immediatelj  appeared,  to  request  that  Sir 
James  Doraton  would  favour  her  with  his  com- 
pany for  a  few  minutes  in  her  own  sitting-room. 

I  bounded  from  my  chair. 

"  Yes,  Eveleen  ;^  she  said,  as  she  marked  my 
action  ;  *'  Sir  James  is  here.  I  have  already  seen 
him  ;  but,  as  I  wished  to  spare  you  both,  I  thought 
it  better  that  you  should  meet,  for  the  first  time 
as  affianced  lovers,  in  private.  All  opposition  is 
now  too  late.  Let  me  not  have  to  complain  of  you 
in  this  instance,  or  I  vow  to  you  that  I  will  recall 
Mr.  Curties  by  to-morrow's  post,  and  you  shall  be- 
come his  wife  within  six  montlis.*" 

I  knew  my  mother'^s  iron  will  too  well  to  doubt 
her  for  an  instant ;  nor,  even  had  I  possessed  reso- 
lution at  that  moment  to  contend,  should  I  have 
had  time  to  do  so ;  for,  as  she  ceased  speaking,  I 
heard  steps  in  the  library,  whence  Lady  Made- 
laine's  room  opened;  and,  before  I  could  have 
uttered  a  word,  the  door  fell  back,  and  Sir  James 
entered,  and  closed  it  carefully  behind  hira.'^ 

I  had  meanwhile  rushed  to  the  window  to  con- 
ceal my  tears,  and  stood  there,  half-buried  among 
the  curtains. 

*'  Eveleen  at  last  renders  you  justice,  my  dear 
Sir  James  f'  said  my  mother,  as  he  moved  to- 
wards her ;  "  and  we  both  hope  that  you  will 
pardon  all  her  past  coquetry.     It  was,  as  I  told 


w;is  railiaut.  «l 
l).-.sariiioLi:i.  \ 
Tiie  baronet 
proauliiiig  inc,  h 
liU  lipH,  deapite  i 

I  darod  nut  betr 
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II  CSS  as  that  whic. 
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mother,  and  I  rev( 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  229 

Sir  James.  "  I  think  it,  on  the  contrary,  vastly 
amusing ;  and  if,  at  the  same  time,  it  amuses  Miss 
Tilden,  I  see  no  reason  why  she  should  refuse  her- 
self so  innocent  a  gratification.  No,  no  ;  it  is  by 
no  means  of  Mr.  Curties  that  I  should  feel  in- 
clined to  be  jealous.'^ 

The  malicious  emphasis  of  his  last  phrase  was 
not  lost  upon  me.  I  bit  my  lips  with  suppressed 
rage,  but  I  compelled  myself  to  silence. 

••'  Is  Lady  Devereux  arrived  V"  asked  my  mother, 
as  if  anxious  to  change  the  conversation ;  "I 
thought  I  heard  the  sound  of  wheels  upon  the 
gravel  before  your  entrance ;  but,  as  I  had  given 
orders  not  to  be  disturbed,  no  visitor  has  been 
announced.**^ 

"  Yes,  she  is  here — all  animation  and  brilliancy  ; 
and  will  think  every  minute  an  hour  until  she  has 
seen  you.'*'' 

'*  I  will  not  defer  the  meeting  any  longer ;  my 
welcome  is  as  ready  as  it  is  sincere,'''  said  my 
mother,  rising  from  her  chair,  and  advancing  to 
tlie  door  of  the  library. 

I  understood  her  intention  at  once  ;  I  was  to  be 
left  tete-ci'tete  with  Sir  James,  but  for  this  I  had 
neither  strength  nor  temper ;  and,  accordingly,  I 
withdrew  with  a  stately  curtsey  from  beside  him  ; 
and,  as  she  disappeared  through  one  door,  I  escaped 
by  the  other. 
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I  hoped  that,  once  alone  again,  I  should  become 
more  calm,  but  I  was  wrong.  I  only  felt  the 
wretcliedness  of  my  position  more  acutely ;  and 
tlie  momentary  hope  in  which  I  had  so  idly  in- 
dul<j;ed  served  to  render  my  increased  disappoint- 
ment the  more  bitter.  It  was  with  a  feeling  of 
powcrlcssness  and  despair  that  I  sat  down  to  re- 
view every  phase  of  my  situation  in  detail.  I 
called  up  the  past  —  dwelt  upon  words  and  looks 
that  I  had  hitherto  almost  forgotten  ;  and  lingered 
over  them  long,  very  long — but  I  did  not  shed  a 
tear ;  I  examined,  rigorously  and  resolutely,  my 
conduct  towards  both  Sir  James  and  Mr.  Curties ; 
and,  althou<!;h  I  was  compelled  to  admit  that  it  had 
been  childiHh  and  inconsistent,  still  I  could  not 
bring  myself  to  believe  that  it  authorized  the 
tyranny  with  which  I  had  since  been  treated.  But 
when  I  at  last  began  to  reflect  that  I  was  now, 
and  by  my  own  tacit  consent,  the  affianced  wife 
of  Sir  James  Domton,  the  discarded  suitor  of  my 
mother — for  of  that  tact  I  never  for  a  moment  en- 
tertained a  doubt — then  again  my  tears  burst  out 
afresh,  and  for  a  few  seconds  I  thought  that  I 
should  have  suffocated.  Nor  was  this  all.  The 
scene  of  the  morning  was  still  visibly  before  me ; 
and  how  had  my  proffered  hand — ^for  it  had  indeed 
been  proffered,  and  not  asked — ^how  had  it  been 
received!     With  a  cold  bow  and  a  few  studied 
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sentences.  I  felt  that  now  indeed  I  was  dis- 
honoured ;  that  now,  indeed,  my  dignity  was  hum- 
bled. Had  not  the  man  to  whom  I  was  to  be  tied 
for  life  been  solicited  to  accept  me  i  Had  he  not 
been  asked  to  forgive  all  that  he  disapproved  ? — 
and  had  he  not  disdainfully  made  known  to  me  at 
once  that  I  was  free  to  smile  upon  a  rival,  without  one 
apprehension  of  wounding  either  his  pride  or  his 
self-love  ? 

Let  any  woman,  accustomed  to  the  voice  of  adu- 
lation, and  more,  to  the  accents  of  passion,  place 
herself  for  an  instant  in  my  position  ;  and  then  let 
her  confess  how  much  more  readily  she  would  en- 
counter some  real  sorrow,  which,  while  it  crushed 
her  heart,  still  spared  her  self-respect. 

How  differently  would  Devereux  have  acted  at 
such  a  moment !  We  are  all  so  apt  to  appreciate 
ourselves  at  the  value  set  upon  us  by  those  who  love 
us  best,  that  I  was  thoroughly  d^sorientee  by  the 
events  of  the  few  last  weeks ;  and  my  thoughts  once 
more  fastened  upon  Herbert.  **  Ah  !'*''  I  mentally  ex- 
claimed, "  what  would  have  been  his  indignation  if 
he  had  heard  my  mother  soliciting,  in  my  behalf, 
the  indulgence  of  Sir  James  Domton  ?  And  I 
have  weakly  submitted  to  this  degradation — I 
have,  coward  as  I  am,  consented  to  receive  as  a 
suitor  the  man  who,  at  such  a  moment,  approaches 
me  with  covert  insult  !**' 
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These  reflections  almost  maddened  me.  I  felt 
!is  tiiough  I  sliould  become  delirious.  I  was  fright- 
ened at  myself.  Once  I  rose,  in  a  state  of  despe- 
ration, resolved  to  seek  Lady  Madelaine,  and  to 
declare  to  her,  even  though  she  should  be  sur- 
rounded by  her  guests,  that  I  would  not  become 
the  passive  tool  oi'  her  exacting  pleasure ;  but  a 
fresh  terror  soon  grew  upon  me,  and  her  threat  of 
recalling  Mr.  Curties  once  more  chained  my  steps. 

I  sent  to  beer  that  I  inif^ht  be  excused  from 
appearing  at  dinner;  but  my  request  was  per- 
emptorily refused.  I  consequently  revenged  my- 
self in  the  only  way  possible  to  me ;  and  enraged 
Josephine  by  a  careless  and  ill-assorted  costume, 
which  rendered  me  odious  in  my  own  eyes.  I  was, 
moreover,  as  pale  as  marble ;  and  there  was  a  dark 
circle  about  my  swollen  eyes  tliat  betrayed  the 
tears  1  had  so  lately  shed.  I  had  nerved  myself 
for  a  reprimand,  for  1  was  callous  to  all  minor 
annoyances  ;  but  I  ought  to  have  understood  my 
inotlier  better.  She  had  reserved  for  me  a  trial 
infinitely  greater. 

As  I  had  delayed  my  appearance  until  after 
the  second  dinner-bell  had  rung,  the  party  were 
all  assembled  when  I  reached  the  drawing-room ; 
and  I  had  scarcely  crossed  the  threshold,  when 
Lady  Madelaine  exclaimed  in  affected  gaiety-* 
''  Oh !  here  is  the  bride  elect  at  last.     Eveleen  is 
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presuming  upon  her  privileges  already.  You  must 
not  encourage  such  pretensions,  Sir  James,  or  she 
will  be  spoiled  before  the  termination  of  the  honey- 
moon.^ 

I  stopped  abruptly  where  I  stood  ;  I  could  not 
move  forward  another  step  ;  and  I  looked  helplessly 
around  upon  the  groups  before  me,  as  if  awaiting 
some  further  trial  of  my  feelings ;  but  for  once  I 
wronged  them.  The  sarcastic  nature  of  the  baronet, 
his  well-known  admiration  of  my  mother,  his 
limited  fortune,  and  the  disparity  of  our  ages, 
joined  to  the  visible  suffering  imprinted  upon  my 
countenance,  offered  no  inducement  to  their  con- 
gratulations. A  dead. silence  followed  the  sally  of 
Lady  Madelaine,  and  I  felt  grateful  to  those  who 
had  so  spared  me. 

Sir  James,  as  a  matter  of  course,  led  me  to 
table.  Ever}'^  one,  indeed,  gave  back  as  he  ap- 
proached, evidently  acknowledging  his  claim. 

"  Poor  Eveleen  ?"  he  whispered,  as  he  drew 
my  arm  through  his ;  "  your  mother  is,  indeed, 
merciless.**' 

I  looked  at  him  in  astonishment,  almost  expect- 
ing to  detect  a  mockery  in  his  eye  which  would 
belie  his  words ;  but  I  was  mistaken.  His  better 
feelings  had  evidently  been  revolted  by  an  indeli- 
cacy in  which  Lady  Madelaine  had  sacrificed  her 
good  breeding  to  her  ruffled  temper. 
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Throughout  the  whole  of  the  time  occupied  by 
dinner,  ttie  baronet  continued  to  devote  his  entire 
attention  to  myself;  but,  despite  all  his  attempts 
to  appear  gay  and  unembarrassed,  I  could  perceive 
that  at  intervals  he  was  overtaken  by  some  painfiil 
thought,  from  which  he  had  to  exert  considerable 
eSbii;  to  rouHC  himself.  Once  or  twice  I  detected  a 
smothered  sigh,  which  he  immediately  endeavoured 
to  drown  under  a  forced  laugh,  frequently  got  up 
strangely  mal  ti-propos ;  and  altogether,  I  rose  from 
table  embittered  against  my  mother,  mystified  by 
my  intended  bridegroom,  and  dissatisfied  and 
wretched  in  mvself. 

We  had  no  sooner  reached  the  drawing-room, 
than  Lady  Devcreux,  who,  during  the  presence  of 
the  gentlemen,  had  only  recognized  me  by  a  nod. 
beckoned  me  to  her  side  upon  a  sofii ;  and,  after 
touching  my  cheek  with  her  lips,  began  to  whisper 
out  her  surprise  at  the  news  which  she  had  just 
learnt  of  my  engagement. 

'^  Who  would  have  expected,  Eveleen,  that  you, 
who  were  the  toy  of  your  mother^s  eirde  at 
Rooksley,  at  the  period  when  Sir  James  was,  if 
not  dangler  en  chef^  at  least  dangler  ^n  a$e(md^ 
would  ever  have  consented  that  matters  should 
be  reconciled  in  this  way !  —  Poor  Sir  James ! 
Nothing  can  alter  the  &ct  that  he  was  the  first 
favourite,  although  Otterford  proved  the  most  sac- 
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cessfiil.  Howerer,  Ladj  Madelaine  has  shown 
herself  to  be  an  able  oreneral.^^ 

"  I  do  not  understand  you,*"  I  said  coldly. 

"  Really  !  I  gave  you  credit  for  a  quicker  appre- 
hension ;  but  perhaps  it  is  better  as  it  is.  At  all 
events,  I  cannot  resist  complimenting  you  upon  a 
concession  which  must  have  been  very  agreeable  to 
your  mother  for  many  reasons.*" 

"  That  reflection  is  at  least  consoling/'  I  re- 
marked with  some  haughtiness. 

"  Consoling^  Eveleen !"  echoed  the  particular 
friend  of  my  mother,  with  an  eagerness  which 
proved  that  she  had  at  length  found  her  text-word. 
"  What  can  you  mean  by  consoling  ?  You  were 
no  faded  and  forsaken  beauty,  driven  to  a  matri- 
monial pis  aller.  You  had  other  alternatives  ;  at 
all  events,  another  alternative  f"  she  added,  correct- 
ing herself;  "  why  then  do  you  talk  of  needing 
consolation  V 

This  outburst  on  the  part  of  Lady  Devereux  at 
once  astonished  and  bewildered  me.  Hitherto,  she 
had  rarely  condescended  to  remark  my  existence  \  and 
now  she  suddenly  assumed  a  confidential  tone  and 
position  which  left  me  at  a  loss  how  to  proceed.  That 
she  was  piqued  was  sufficiently  evident.  Gould  it  be 
because  the  interests  of  her  son  would  suffer  by  my 
marriage  with  Dornton  ?  Nothing  would  be  more 
natural ;   but,  miserable  and  despairing  as  I  was,  I 
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nevertlieless  remembered  that,  in  the  event  of  my 
being  unable  to  disengage  myself  from  my  tacit  pro- 
mise to  Sir  James,  I  should  never  forgive  my  self  when 
once  his  wife,  if  1  had  ever  shown  sufficient  weakne^^ 
to  bewail  nn^  fate  to  an  indifferent  person,  and,  fan 
more,  to  tlie  motlier  of  the  man  I  loved.  How 
dare  I  toll  her  tl^at  my  heart  was  still  full  of  her 
son,  when  she  saw  me  quietly  permit  myself  to  be 
announced  as  the  destined  bride  of  another  person  f 
All  these  reflections  passed  hurriedly  before  me, 
and  1  answered  still  more  coldly  than  at  first ; 
"  Surely,  every  woman  needs  consolation  who  is 
about  to  stake  her  liberty  against  a  chance.'*^ 

Lady  T)evereux  bit  her  lips,  and  looked  keenly 
at  me.  She  had  not  anticipated  so  much  self- 
possession  on  my  part,  and  she  was  evidently  dis- 
appointed. "  In  any  case,"  she  resumed,  as  she 
threw  hers(4f  back  upon  the  sofa,  and  closed  her 
eves,  as  if  to  intimate  that  our  conference  was 
ended,  '^  you  will  be  quite  secure  against  tlie 
censure  of  the  world,  for  it  cannot  accuse  you  of 
having  married  either  for  wealth  or  for  youth ;  or, 
in  all  probability,  from  that  unfashionable  impulse, 
love.  You  will  have  contracted,  in  every  point  of 
view,  a  marriage  of  reason — and  I  sincerely  wish 
that  it  may  prove  a  happy  one.** 

I  accepted   my  tacit  dismissal  with   the   same 
apparent  indifference  which  I  had  sustained  during 
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the  dialogue,  but  my  heart  was  bursting.  It  was 
then  palpable  to  every  one  that  I  was  a  mere 
passive  tool  in  the  hands  of  Lady  Madelaine. 
What  did  the  words  of  her  angry  friend  imply  ?-^ 
Simply  that  I  had  been  sacrificed  to  Domton,  as  com- 
pensation for  her  own  preference  of  Lord  Otterford  ! 
Every  pulse  of  my  heart  beat  with  agony  and 
wounded  pride,  but  I  was  like  a  lion  in  the  toils. 
I  had  no  outward  strength  :  I  had  only  power  to 
suffer,  not  to  strive. 

I  had  seated  myself  upon  a  settee,  occupying  a 
recess  which  was  half  concealed  from  view  by  an 
Indian  screen,  and  I  was  thus  able  to  indulge  my 
tears  without  restraint.  Was  every  day,  almost 
every  hour,  to  produce  a  new  insult  ?  And  was  I 
to  bear  them  tamely,  and  as  though  I  had  earned 
them  by  my  own  misconduct  ?  And  then  I  thought 
of  the  mysterious  and  contradictory  manner  of  Sir 
James,  and  I  asked  myself  if  it  were  possible  that  I 
should  ever  love  him.  The  image  of  Devereux  rose 
up  as  I  put  the  question,  and  the  answer  was  a 
fresh  burst  of  tears. 

The  sound  of  voices  in  the  hall  warned  me  that 
I  must  no  lon<rer  indul^je  in  such  feelinors,  and  I 
hastily  removed  the  traces  of  my  weeping,  and 
shrunk  still  closer  behind  my  protecting  screen. 

Lady  Devereux  opened  her  eyes,  and  assumed 
a  more  graceful  attitude ;  my  mother  desired  Lord 


238  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 

Chaffin^^on  to  seek  for  a  bottle  of  Hungary  water 
among  the  essences  on  a  side  table  ;  two  or  three 
men,  who  had  commenced  a  political  discussion  in 
the  dining-room,  collected  upon  the  hearth-rug  to 
pursue  it ;  Lord  Otterford  established  himself  be- 
side Lady  Devereux,  and  immediately  commenced 
a  very  animated  conversation  in  an  undertone; 
and  Sir  James  Doniton,  after  one  hurried  glance 
round  the  room,  hastily  approached  my  retreat. 

''  I  fear.  Miss  Tilden,  that  you  are  exasperated 
a<];ainst  me  f  ^  he  commenced,  as  he  placed  himself 
at  my  side  ;  '^  and  yet,  I  assure  you,  on  my  honour, 
that  1  do  not  merit  this  extreme  displeasure.  It 
is  true  that  I  ventured,  like  others,  to  aspire  to 
your  favour  ;  but  you  should  do  me  the  justice  to 
remember  also,  that  I  withdrew  when  I  had  ascer- 
tained beyond  all  doubt  that  my  pretensions  were 
displeasing  to  you.  It  was  your  own  yoice  which 
recalled  me ;  and  although  for  a  few  instants  my 
pride  was  at  war  with  my  tenderness,  and  I  could 
not  avoid  reverting  to  the  unnecessary  mortification 
to  which  I  had  been  subjected,  still  I  did  not  love 
you  the  less  because  I  betrayed  how  much  I  had 
suflfered  from  your  coldness/^ 

'^  All  this  would  be  well,  Sir  James  ;'*^  1  replied 
proudly  ;  '^  if  you  had  not  previously  assumed  so 
perfect  a  knowledge  of  all  my  former  life.  As  it 
is,  I  beg  you  to  spare  me  eveiy  mockery  of  the 
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kind.  We  understaDd  each  other  too  well.  If 
you  could  command  one  generous  impulse,  you 
would  refuse  a  hand  which,  as  you  well  know,  has 
been  promised  to  you,  not  freely  nor  willinfjly,  but 
by  the  force  of  another"'s  will.  Do  this,  and  my 
dislike  and  avoidance  will  at  once  be  changed  into 
gratitude  and  regard.''' 

Sir  James  looked  at  me  for  a  moment  as  if  in 
pity  of  my  simplicity  ;  and  then,  endeavouring  to 
take  my  hand,  which,  however,  I  coldly  withdrew 
as  soon  as  he  had  touched  it,  he  said  in  a  low  and 
impassioned  accent ;  '^  It  is  easy  for  you  to  talk 
thus,  Eveleen  ;  you,  to  whom  I  am  only,  as  you 
have  yourself  declared,  an  object  of  dislike  and  of 
avoidance ;  but,  as  it  is  far  otherwise  with  me,  I 
cannot  do  what  you  ask.  Your  possession  is  neces- 
sary to  my  happiness.  For  a  long  time  it  appeared 
unattainable,  yet  still  I  persisted  to  hope  ;  and  do 
you  imagine  that  I  now  possess  courage  willingly 
to  resign  the  boon  for  which  I  have  so  long  sighed 
in  vain  V 

"  And  will  the  hand  satisfy  you  when  the  heart 
is  withheld,!  ask  in  my  turn  T'  I  rejoined.  "Truly 
your  pride  is  far  from  equalling  your  pertinacity  I**' 

"  I  forgive  your  scorn,  Eveleen  f**  said  Dornton 
quietly  ;  "ere  long  you  will  do  me  greater  justice. 

"  My  fiat  will  depend  upon  yourself. 

"  As  my  wifi 
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'^  That  will  I  never*  be,  while  one  chance  of 
escape  reniaiiis/^ 

*'  Miss  Tilden  V*  exclaimed  my  listener  in  asto- 
nishment :  '^  what  am  I  to  understand  t  Do  Yon 
intend  that  I  should  once  more  be  made  a  mark  for 
your  caprice  and  coquetry  ?^ 

^'  Sir  V"  I  ejaculated  in  my  turn,  and  would  have 
risen,  but  he  held  me  to  my  seat. 

''  Listen,  Evclcen  f^  he  said,  as  his  eye  flashed 
haughtily  down  upon  me  ;  ^^  all  these  recriminations 
arc  at  once  idle  and  ill-bred.  Occupied  by  one  vain 
and  impracticable  vision,  you  neither  do  justice  to 
vourself  nor  me.  Be  warned  in  time.  I  am  not  a 
man  whom  you  can  exasperate  with  safety.  You 
may  make  of  me  a  tyrant  or  a  slave  ;  I  am  now 
in  your  power  ;  do  not,  I  beseech  you,  let  me  see 
you  place  yourself  recklessly  in  mine.'" 

"  Am  I  not  alresKly  there  f" 

^'  Not  as  I  mean  you  to  understand  my  words. 
You  are  too  handsome  to  be  obdurate — too  well- 
bred  to  be  unjust.  Of  what  do  you  accuse  me  !  Of 
loving  you  !  Surely  I  am  not  alone  in  the  trans- 
gression ;  although,  according  to  your  &vourite 
system, 

"  That  in  the  leader*B  but  a  choleric  word 
Which  in  the  soldier  is  rank  blasphemy  ;** 

and,  moreover,  as  you  will  only  have  to  show  yourself 
in  the  world  for  another  season,  in  order  io  increase  a 
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hundred-fold  the  Dumber  of  delinquents,  I  do  not 
think  it  reasonable  that  I  should  be  the  only  one 
called  upon  to  suflfer  for  the  sins  of  the  mass/' 

I  still  pouted,  but  I  was  woman  enough  to  be 
somewhat  touched  by  the  turn  of  his  argument.     I 
was,  however,  fer  from  well-disposed  towards  him. 
He  exhibited  too  perfect  a  feeling  of  security  ;  and, 
in  my  self-tormenting  thoughts,  I  began  to  decide 
that  I  was  destined  to  suflfer  every  distinct  mortifi- 
cation  of   which   my   situation    was    susceptible. 
Indignant  with   my  mother ;  irritated  against  Sir 
James,  whom  I  mentally  accused  of  tyranny  and 
meanness ;  terrified  at  the  bare  name  of  Mr.  Curties, 
which  always  sufficed  to  check  every  demonstration 
of  independence  on  my  part,  and  utterly  abandoned 
to  those  whose  interests  were  at  war  with  my  own> 
I  became  perfectly  bewildered.    Sometimes  I  began 
to  ask  myself  whether  Devereux  had  not  indeed 
forgotten  me,  as  Lady  Madelaine  had  asserted ;  and 
whether  I  could  not  live  happily  as  the  wife  of 
Domton.     There  was  no  eflicient  rival  at  Wood- 
ville  to  throw  a  shade  over  either  his  moral  or 
physical  advantages ;    the   men   envied   and    the 
women  feared  him,  and  I  knew  this. 

After  the  brief  conversation  which  I  have  just 
recorded.  Sir  James  aflfected  never  again  to  remark 
my  coldness.  He  had  evidently  pris  son  parti.  He 
assumed,  with  an  ease  for  which  I  loathed  him,  all 
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the  privileges  of  a  declared  lover ;  he  became  tender, 
anxious,  and  devoted.  Once  more  he  put  fi)ith 
all  the  causticity  and  point  of  his  neyer-fiuling 
wit ;  all  the  research  and  chajrm  of  his  well-culti- 
vated intellect.  Every  one  was  loud  in  his  praiae; 
and  eager  to  ascribe  to  my  influence  his  increased 
powers  of  pleasing.  In  my  £Eivour,  however,  he 
made  little  actual  progress.  Moments  there  were 
ill  which  I  was,  like  those  about  me,  daszled  and 
fascinated.  His  personal  beauty,  his  perfect  self- 
possession,  and  the  unhesitating  ease  with  which  lie 
discussed  every  subject,  and  decided  upon  the  merito 
of  every  person ;  the  scintillations  of  satire,  half 
witty  and  half  malicious,  which  occasionally  placed 
his  listeners  in  the  position  of  children,  who,  attneted 
by  the  beauty  of  the  wasp,  entail  its  sting  upon 
themselves,  when  they  merely  seek  the  amusement 
of  grasping  it  for  a  moment;  all  these  definite 
attributes  sustained  my  attention,  and  mastered  my 
indifference.  I  liad  resolved  to  hate  him  ;  I  even 
believed  that  I  should  soon  succeed  in  doing  so ; 
but  my  belief  was  vain.  In  order  to  hate  Sir  James 
Doniton,  you  must  have  been  slighted  by  him ;  and 
this  was  not  my  case. 

Day  after  day  he  increased  in  wit,  in  amiabihty, 
and  in  devotion.  He  created,  as  it  seemed,  a  new 
atmosphere  about  me.  Even  Lady  Madelaine  no 
longer  ventured  to  disturb  my  gradually  incraasing 
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equanimity.  I  soon  saw  the  futility  of  endeavour- 
ing to  nourish  my  vehement  dislike,  so  I  abandoned 
the  project,  and  sheltered  myself  under  a  listless 
indifference.  No  idea  of  ever  loving  him  entered 
into  my  imagination.  Had  I  not  another  image 
shrined  in  my  heart  of  hearts !  I  felt  convinced 
that  I  could  never  look  upon  him  more  £Eivourably  ; 
and  I  rather  congratulated  myself  that  I  had  over- 
come my  extreme  aversion.  After  all,  I  had 
read  more  than  once  that  indifference  was  the  state 
most  antipathetical  to  passion,  and  most  hopeless 
for  a  suitor ;  and  I  satisfied  my  pride  that  precisely 
to  that  point  I  had  arrived ;  and  that,  come  what 
might,  nothing  could  now  alter  my  feeling.  Dom- 
ton,  however,  thought  otherwise.  With  but  little 
moral  esteem  for  women,  and  a  very  high  opinion 
of  himself,  his  confidence  in  his  own  powers  was 
unbounded.  He  had  vowed  that  he  would  over- 
come my  coldness ;  and  his  ingenuity,  prompted  by 
a  vanity  which  never  slumbered,  was  constantly 
exerted  for  the  purpose. 

Time  passed  on,  unheeded  by  me.  I  forgot  that, 
sooner  or  later,  the  day  must  ultimately  arrive  on 
which  I  should  be  required  to  fulfil  my  promise, 
and  to  become  the  wife  of  Sir  James.  Not  a  sylla- 
ble had  for  weeks  been  uttered  to  remind  me  of  this 
&ct ;  and  I  had  lived  day  aftier  day  in  a  sort  of 
moral  apathy,  avoiding  alike  all  retrospection  and 
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all  speculation  on  the  future ;  I  had  existed  only 
like  the  ephemeris,  in  the  moment,  and  for  the 
moment.  I  was  first  aroused  to  something  like  a 
suspicion  of  the  truth,  by  the  frequent  visits  to 
town  which  my  mother  suddenly  found  it  necessary 
to  make ;  and  in  which,  while  she  vas  only  occa- 
sionally accompanied  by  her  husband,  she  was 
.always  attended  by  the  baronet.  No  remaik 
was,  however,  made  before  me  upon  the  purport  ct 
their  journeys ;  and,  for  the  moment,  their  only 
effect  as  regarded  myself  was  an  increase  of  demon* 
stration  on  the  part  of  Sir  James,  to  whom  these 
temporary  absences  appeared  to  impart  fresh  pas- 
.^ion ;  and  the  presence  of  a  hundred  pretty  and 
expensive  toys  which  gradually  accumulated  about 
me,  and  of  which  he  was  the  unwearied  donor.  I 
was  never  consulted  upon  any  point ;  and  I  was 
glad  of  it.  I  had  taken  up  my  position  ;  and  I  con- 
sidered myself  already  a  sufficient  victim,  without 
being  required  to  assist  in  heaping  the  fuel  fi>r  the 
funeral-pyre  of  my  own  happiness. 

The  season  was  about  to  commence,  and  we  were 
preparing  to  leave  Woodville,  when  my  mother 
abruptly  informed  me  that  she  had  made  eveiy 
preparation  tor  my  marriage,  which  was  to  take 
place  immediately  after  our  arrival  in  town. 

*'  Sir  James  loves  you  too  ardently,  Eveleen,"" 
she  said  in  conclusion,  "to  brook  the  idea  of  seeing 
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you  made  a  mark  for  the  idle  attentions  of  a  host  of 
empty-hearted  and  empty-headed  coxcombs ;  nor 
need  I  remind  you  that  you  have  yourself  personal 
reasons  for  avoiding  as  much  as  possible  any  noto- 
riety while  you  remain  unmarried.  As  Lady 
Domton  you  may  defy  all  malicious  comment/** 

Even  at  such  a  moment  my  mother  could  not 
show  me  mercy ! 

I  retired  to  my  room.  For  the  last  few  weeks  I 
had  forgotten  everything,  save  that  I  was  about 
once  more  to  enter  the  world ;  and  that,  in  all 
probability,  I  should  again  encounter  Devereux.  I 
felt  that  his  presence  might  still  give  me  strength 
to  contend  against  the  fate  which  had  been  forced 
upon  me ;  and,  cowed  as  I  was,  while  I  despaired 
in  myself,  I  had  still  a  hope  in  him.  My  last  prop 
was  now  torn  away  !  My  destiny  was  accomplished. 
This  new  anguish  did  not,  as  all  my  previous  trials 
had  hitherto  done,  find  a  relief  in  tears.  My  eyes 
were  hot  and  dry:  my  temples  throbbed,  and  a 
sufibcating  sickness  came  over  me.  I  had  just 
stren)s^h  to  totter  to  the  bell,  to  pull  it  violently, 
and  to  attempt  to  reach  the  so&.  I  failed,  how- 
ever, in  my  purpose ;  before  I  could  cross  the  floor, 
I  felt  a  heavy  weight  pressing  upon  my  brain ;  and, 
with  one  long,  piercing  shriek  of  terror  and  of  pain, 
I  &inted. 
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For  six  weary  weeks  I  remained  stretched  upon 
a  bed  of  sickness.  Hope  and  indignation  had  both 
failed  at  last,  and  I  had  sunk  without  their  support. 
For  days  I  was  delirious,  and  called  upon  Devereux 
to  deliver  me  from  the  torments  to  which  I  believed 
that  my  mother  was  wilfully  subjecting  me.  At 
these  periods  my  violence  was  frightful ;  and  the 
extreme  after-weakness  consequent  upon  the  physi- 
cal efforts  which  I  then  made,  reduced  me  to  a  state 
of  helplessness  impossible  to  describe.  I  could  not 
even  think ;  I  only  sought  to  remain  undisturbed 
and  unquestioned,  and  thus  to  be  allowed  to  pa.<?s 
out  of  the  world  unconsciously. 

When,  for  a  brief  space,  my  intellect  returned, 
and  that  I  ventured  to  open  my  eyes  to  the  dim 
light  which  was  admitted  into  the  room,  they  inva- 
riably fell  upon  Domton,  who  appeared  never  to 
move  fix)m  his  station  near  my  pillow.  For  a 
considerable  time  the  impropriety  of  this  arrange- 
ment did  not  strike  me ;  indeed  my  ideas  still 
continued  so^  confused,  that  even  when  I  fixed  my 
eyes  upon  him,  I  could  not  determine  his  identity. 
His  extreme  paleness,  his  melancholy  expression, 
and  the  negligence  of  his  dress,  were  all  so  unlike 
his  former  self,  that  I  experienced  no  painful  emo- 
tion on  seeing  him.  His  silence  and  his  sadness 
were  soothing  to  my  depressed  spirits  and  prostrated 
strength.     The  sight  of  him  did  not  disturb  me 
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beside  my  sofe,  a  bunch  of  violets,  or  a  cluster  of 
wood-anemonies,  and  I  saw  by  the  sparkle  which 
lit  up  the  eye  of  Domton  as  I  eagerly  stretched  out 
my  hand  towards  them,  to  whom  I  was  indebted 
for  this  simple  but  welcome  act  of  kindness. 

The  exactions  of  a  long  convalescence  are  more 
stringent  than  those  of  sickness  itself.  In  the 
hour  of  physical  suffering,  resignation  and  obedi- 
ence are  all  that  are  required  of  us,  and  even  to 
these  we  are  not  always  equal ;  but  as  the  moral 
and  mental  powers  regain  their  tone,  and  become 
conscious  of  the  bodily  thrall  by  which  they  are 
held  back,  they  create  a  thousand  wants  and  wishes 
which  tyrannize  by  their  multiplicity  over  the  in- 
valid; and  an  irritability  which  sets  reason  at 
defiance.  Illness  awakens  the  fears,  and  calls  into 
action  the  sympathies  of  those  about  us^-conva- 
lescence  only  wearies  their  good-will,  and  exhausts 
their  patience.  It  is  the  real  touchstone  of  affec- 
tion. 

Judged  by  this  standard.  Sir  James  was  admira- 
ble. I  could  not  form  a  rational  wish  which  was 
not  gratified  on  the  instant ;  I  could  not  express  an 
annoyance  for  which  he  did  not  discover  a  remedy  ; 
he  seemed  to  multiply  himself  in  order  to  suffice 
to  all  my  caprices  ;  was  constantly  on  the  watch 
to  save  me  from  casual  fatigue  or  agitation,  and 
silenced  my  mother  by  a  look,  when,  by  her  weari- 
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ues8  of  the  task  imposed  upon  her,  ahe  was  dis- 
posed to  impress  upon  me  the  extent  of  the  sacri- 
fice. 

All  this  was  very  attractive— very  hoatile  to  the 
undying  affection  which  I  had  rowed  in  my  heart 
to  Devereux.  I  no  longer  understood  my  own 
feelings.  Domton  had  become  necessary  to  me. 
I  began  to  reflect,  not  certainly  with  pleasure,  but 
assurodlv  without  terror,  on  my  engagement  to 
him.  I  even  asked  myself  whether  hia  continual 
assiduity  and  cheerfulness  might  not,  perhaps, 
produce  more  home-happiness  than  the  languid 
tenderness  of  Devereux ;  and  the  scale  of  feeling 
wavered  with  every  new  mark  of  affectionate  atten- 
tion which  I  received  from  him. 

Such  was  the  state  of  my  mind  when  Sir  Jam«s 
received  a  letter,  which  rendered  it  imperative  that 
he  should  immediately  proceed  to  Ireland.  In  the 
present  day  such  a  journey  would  be  too  unimpor- 
tant and  too  speedily  accomplished,  to  appeair  wor- 
thy of  mention  ;  but  such  was  fiur  from  being  the 
case  at  the  time  of  which  I  am  writing ;  and  it 
was  with  a  look  of  consternation  that  he  placed  the 
lettor  in  my  hand. 

^^Read  it,  Eveleen ;^  he  said,  in  annnateady 
voice ;  ''  and  at  least  tell  me  that  you  pity  me.*" 

I  ran  my  eye  rapidly  over  the  paper,  and  then, 
glancing  towards  my  mother,  I  strove  to  smile  aa  I 
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replied ;  "  I  feel  almost  inclined  to  reserve  my  pity 
for  myself. ■" 

I  had  never  anticipated  that  these  few  words 
would  have  produced  so  powerful  an  effect.  I  for- 
got, at  the  moment,  how  rarely  I  had  suffered 
Domton  to  perceive  that  he  was  essential  even  to 
my  comfort ;  I  had  received,  not  welcomed  his 
attentions,  and  this  admission  of  his  importance 
to  my  happiness  overwhelmed  him  with  triumph. 

"  Can  you  be  sincere,  Eveleen  V*  he  asked  de- 
lightedly, as  he  seized  my  hand,  and  pressed  it  to 
his  lips. 

"  Do  you  believe  that  I  am  ungrateful  for  all 
your  care  V  I  asked  in  my  turn. 

^^  And  should  you  really  miss  me  in  my 
absence  ?" 

'^Really — and  the  rather  that  I  know  no  one 
either  able  or  wUling  to  supply  your  pkce." 

"  Dare  I  then  crave  a  boon  in  return  for  my  poor 


services  f^ 


"  Assuredly,  and  if  it  be  in  my  power  to  grant 
it,  I  will  do  so  cheerfully.'" 

"  Will  you  pledge  yourself  to  this  V* 
"  Nay,  now  you  are  striving  to  alarm  me  f*  I  said 
hurriedly,  as  a  weight  pressed  upon  my  heart,  and 
I  felt  my  lip  tremble;  "name  your  desired  re- 
ward, and  I  will  tell  you  if  it  is  in  my  power  to 
bestow  it.'^ 
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''It  is  iu  your  power,  and  your  power  only  ;* 
answered  Sir  James,  as  be  bent  bis  knee  before 
nie,  and  again  possessed  bimself  of  my  reluctant 
hand.  ''  Eveleen,  you  can  no  longer  doubt  eitber 
tlic  deptli  or  tlie  sincerity  of  my  aflbctioa  After 
living  so  long  constantly  in  your  presence,  tbis 
threatened  separation  seems  to  me  worse  tban 
death.  I  can  imagine  bat  one  consolation — bat 
tliat  one — oh,  Eveleen,  if  yoa  bave  ever  felt  tbe 
torture  of  doubt,  tbe  misery  of  absence,  yon  will 
at  once  understand  tbe  follness  of  tbe  consolation 
wliicb  I  would  entreat.** 

'^I  do  not  comprehend  yoa,^  I  fiuiltered  oat 
almost  inaudibly. 

'*•  Is  your  heart  indeed  so  mute,  Eveleen  I  Gan  it 
not  prompt  you  to  tbe  truib!  Were  you  only 
mine  before  I  depart  on  tbis  bated  journey — ^woald 
you  only  consent  to  become  indeed  mine— -my  own 
— my  wedded  wife.  Speak,  Eveleen,  do  I  indeed 
deserve  so  great  a  boon  f 

''  It  is  a  sorry  jest.  Sir  James  ;^  I  said,  as  soon 
as  I  could  find  breath  for  utterance ;  ^^  would  you 
lead  mo  from  the  deatb-bed  to  tbe  altar  ¥ritbont  a 
pause  I  Uo  I  look  like  a  bride,  witb  ibis  pale  fine, 
and  this  wasted  form  i  No  more  of  tbis.  Sir  James, 
if  you  really  wish  to  see  me  one  day  yours.^ 

''  I  dissent  from  you  entirely,  Eveleen,^  said  my 
mother,  suddenly  looking  up  from  a  book   upon 
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which  she  had  affected  to  be  engaged ;  '^  and  I  at  once 
declare  myself  in  Sir  James'^s  &vour.  His  propo- 
sal has,  I  frankly  admit,  relieved  roe  from  much 
embarrassment ;  for  I  have  not  forgotten,  although 
it  appears  to  have  escaped  your  own  memory,  the 
terms  upon  wliich  you  have  now  been  living  toge- 
ther for  the  last  three  months.  Do  you  imagine 
that  the  world  has  made  no  comment  upon  the 
circumstance?  Do  not  deceive  yourself.  Your 
own  absence  during  the  season  might  not,  perhaps, 
have  been  remarked  ;  but  with  Sir  James  Domton 
it  is  otherwise.  His  project  is  not  only  rational, 
but  in  every  way  expedient." 

I  could  only  bow  my  head,  and  weep. 

*'  Let  this  wretched  affair  of  Emily  Vernon's 
teach  you  more  wisdom  f^  pursued  Lady  Madelaine 
after  a  momenfs  silence,  which  Sir  James  did  not 
attempt  to  break ;  ^'  after  wearing  poor  Mrs.  Ver- 
non to  a  shadow  by  making  her  drag  her  anxiety 
and  her  trouble  from  place  to  place,  in  order  to 
ward  off,  if  possible,  an  attack  of  what  she  quietly 
allowed  her  doctors  to  denominate  consumption,  she 
leaves  as  a  bequest  to  her  victimized  mother  the 
confession  that  she  has  died  of  a  broken  heart."'* 

"  Died  r  I  exclaimed  convulsively.  "  Is  Emily 
Vernon  indeed  dead  V 

*'*'  She  died  at  Nice,  just  as  you  were  taken  111,**^ 
coldly  replied  Lady  Madelaine;    ^'  nor  should   I 
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would  enable  me  to  judge,  firom  the  effect  produced 
upon  my  feelings  by  his  absence,  of  the  actual  state 
of  my  affections :  and  self-consoled  by  this  argu- 
ment, I  gave  another  sincere  sigh  to  the  fate  of 
poor  Emily,  and  then  resigned  myself  to  sleep. 

I  was,  however,  a  great  deal  too  sanguine ;  for 
no  later  than  the  ensuing  morning,  it  was  again 
question  of  this  hurried  and  ill-timed  marriage. 
The  subject  was  mooted  by  Sir  James,  followed 
up  by  my  mother ;  and  finally  pressed  upon  me 
by  Lord  Otterford. 

I  have  said  little  of  the  latter  since  his  marriage, 
for,  in  truth,  there  had  been  little  to  say.  The 
hand  of  Lady  Madelaine  had  satisfied  at  once  his 
passion  and  his  ambition ;  and  he  had  become  a 
mere  man  of  fashion,  wasting  his  time  on  trifles  ; 
the  best  dresser,  the  best  rider,  and  the  least  offi- 
cious personage  of  his  circle.  The  &shion  and 
beauty  of  my  mother  flattered  his  vanity ;  and  as 
he  was  too  thoroughly  conversant  with  her  inborn 
egotism  to  have  any  fear  that  she  would  ever  sacri- 
fice her  principles  to  a  caprice,  he  left  her  perfectly 
free  to  avail  herself  as  she  pleased  of  both.  More- 
over, he  was  somewhat  of  a  ban  vivant^  and  an 
excellent  judge  of  wine,  and  consequently  exhi- 
bited a  few  symptoms  of  incipient  gout,  all  which 
lowered  him  to  the  mere  level  of  a  worthy,  well- 
bred,  but  by  no  means  interesting  personage. 
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Lord  OtterFord''s  salient  quality  had  been  hia  £u* 
eination,  and  his  immense  tact  with  ^*  the  sex  ;^  and 
as  he  forswore  all  gallantly  after  he  became  a  hus- 
band, although  he  continued  to  be  an  agreeable  com* 
panion,  he  no  longer  possessed  any  distinctive  social 
feature.  It  is  a  melancholy  fiict  that  the  ball- 
room butterflies  who  commence  life  as  *^  ladies' 
men,^  commonly  close  it  as  mere  human  nonen- 
tities. And  it  was  only  now — ^now  when  he  hid 
ceased  all  effort  to  render  himself  attractiye^thaft 
the  punishment  of  his  former  fidsehood  had  eomt 
upon  him — ^now,  when  the  charms  of  the  woman 
whom  he  had  so  long  coveted  had  paled  beneath 
long  custom  and  companionship,  that  the  vision  of 
the  fond  girl  who  had  loved  him— -who  had  trusted 
him— and  who  had  died  when  that  love  became  a 
crime,  was  brought  against  him  in  all  its  purity ; 
and  that  conscience,  when  it  rose  before  him, 
pointed  with  a  rigid  finger  to  her  bier,  and  whis- 
pered that  the  ruin  was  hit  work. 

In  spite  of  the  affection  which  I  had  felt  for  the 
unfortunate  Emily,  of  the  distaste  which  I  had 
nourished  of  himself,  and  of  my  own  better  reason, 
I  pitied  him.  He  was  evidently  stricken  to  the 
soul,  and  wounded  even  in  the  midst  of  his  self- 
indulgence.  I  alone  suspected  the  cause  of  his 
depression ;  and  he  was  so  well  aware  that  to  me  it 
could  not  long  be  a  mystery,  that  his  eye  sunk 
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before  mine  whenever  I  addressed  him  5  and  he 
scrupulously  avoided  on  his  part  all  fiirther  inter- 
course, than  that  trivial  exchange  of  courtesies 
exacted  hf  good  breeding. 

It  was,  consequently,  with  some  surprise  that  I 
now  heard  him  support  the  arguments  of  Domton. 
He  represented  to  me  the  useless  cruelty  of  ex- 
posing the  man  to  whom  I  was  affianced,  to  the 
unceasing  anxieties,  and  doubts,  and  apprehensions, 
by  which  he  must  necessarily  be  tormented,  during 
an  absence  so  little  anticipated  at  such  a  moment ; 
but  there  was  no  violence,  no  bitterness  in  his 
reasoning.  He  admitted  the  rationality  of  my 
objections,  although  he  would  not  allow  them  to  be 
of  sufficient  weight  to  counterbalance  the  arguments 
by  which  they  were  opposed.  He  brought  before 
me  the  debt  of  gratitude  which  I  had  contracted — 
the  untiring  devotion  of  which  I  had  been  the 
object — the  fact  that  I  had  received  Sir  James  as 
a  suitor — and,  above  all,  that  the  period  originally 
named  by  my  mother  for  our  union  had  long 
passed  ;  and  all  these  tangible  circumstances  were 
rendered  more  prominent,  and  more  embarrassing, 
by  the  tender  entreaties  of  Sir  James,  who,  on  his 
knee  before  me,  protested  that  he  would  never  rise 
from  his  position  until  I  had  consented  to  his  hap- 
piness. 

This  painful  and  fatiguing  scene  endured  so  long 


258  THE  GONFESSIONB  OF 

that  mj  strength  gave  way  under  the  excitement. 
I  pressed  my  hand  to  my  forehead,  which  was 
throbbing  almost  to  agony*  *^  Be  generoos,  Sir 
James ;""  I  said  at  last ;  ^^  you  know  that  I  am 
unequal  to  this  trial.  How  can  you  ask  me  to 
become  your  wife  under  such  circumstanoeB !  The 
very  movement  which  such  an  event  must  ereale 
about  mo,  would  in  all  probability  plunge  me  once 
more  into  the  fearfiil  state  of  suffering  and  alienation 
from  which  I  have  only  just  escaped.^ 

'^  All  this,  and  more,  has  been  alike  antieipated 
and  prevented,  dearest  Eveleen  ;^  inteipoeed  Sir 
James,  as  he  pressed  my  hand  to  his  lips  and  to  his 
heart ;  '^  three  days  hence  I  must  commence  my 
journey ;  and,  until  the  moment  of  my  departure, 
I  will  not  ask  you  to  ratify  my  happinees.  Lady 
Madclaine  consents  that  the  ceremony  shall  Im 
performed  here,  in  the  saloon;  she  has  already 
secured  a  promise  that  a  special  license  shall  be 
prepared  against  the  moment  in  which  I  go  to 
claim  it ;  let  me  but  call  you  my  wife ;  but  have 
the  right  once  to  clasp  you  to  my  heart  before  I  am 
separated  fit)m  you  ;  and  I  will  depart  by  the  mail 
which  passes  Woodville  in  the  evening,  full  of 
security  in  the  present,  and  of  trust  and  confidence 
in  the  future/'' 

I  listened  breathlessly ;  and  I  instantly  onder^ 
stood  that  aU  further  opposition  would  be  worm 
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than  useless.  Every  thing  had  been  pre-arranged 
and  pre-decided.  I  had  only  to  fulfil  my  destiny. 
What  chance  of  successful  competition  remained  to 
me?  How  could  I,  poor,  timid,  irresolute  being 
as  I  was,  oppose  the  indomitable  will  of  a  Lady 
Madelaine  I  or  the  passionate  entreaties  of  a  man 
who  had  for  months  devoted  himself  to  my  caprices  ! 

I  feel  that,  even  now,  I  am  endeavouring  to 
excuse  my  weakness ;  as  though  the  reader  could 
not  detect,  in  every  detail  of  my  life,  the  want  of 
moral  courage  which  made  me  alike  the  tool  and 
the  victim  of  every  will  with  which  my  own  came 
into  contact !  Enough  that,  as  may  have  been 
foreseen,  I  yielded.  Weary  of  resistance,  bewildered 
by  the  arguments  advanced,  anxious  to  escape  by 
any  means  firom  the  persecution  to  which  I  was 
subjected ;  wilfully  shutting  my  eyes  to  the  fact, 
that,  in  order  to  spare  myself  present  suffering,  I 
was  sacrificing  by  one  word  all  possibility  of  future 
freedom,  I  at  length  murmured  out  my  consent, 
in  a  voice  trembling  with  terror  and  agitation. 

"  But  remember,"***  I  said,  breaking  in  upon  the 
rapturous  acknowledgment  of  my  transported  suitor, 
whose  exhibition  of  ungovernable  rapture  was  to  me 
as  fatiguing  as  his  previous  pertinacity;  "  remember, 
Sir  James,  that  if  I  fulfil  in  good  faith  the  promise 
which  you  have  extorted  from  me,  I  expect  no  less 
from  yourself.'** 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

Never  was  there  so  melancholy  a  festival  as  my 
marriage  !  The  rector  of  the  parish  performed  the 
ceremony,  and  his  daughter  officiated  as  my  bride- 
maid.  My  simple  morning  dress  of  white  muslin 
was  half  hidden  beneath  the  folds  of  a  superb 
shawl  of  Indian  cachemire,  the  gift  of  Sir  James, 
and  the  only  article  of  any  value  which  I  wore. 
Josephine  almost  scolded  herself  into  a  fever  for 
weeks  afterwards,  whenever  an  allusion  was  made 
to  the  circumstance,  while  to  myself  it  was  a 
subject  of  the  most  utter  indifference.  Pale,  de- 
pressed, and  reckless,  I  must  have  looked  to  the 
worthy  rector  and  his  daughter,  and  an  official- 
looking  personage,  who  was  presented  to  me  as  Mr. 
Thornton,  when  I  entered  the  saloon  leaning  upon 
the  ann  of  Lord  Otterford,  who  had  stationed 
himself  at  the  door  of  my  dressing-room,  for  the 
purpose  of  offering  himself  as  my  escort,  more  like 
a  spectre  than  a  bride.     Sir  James  and  my  mother 
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were  already  doinc^  the  honours  to  our  reverend 
guest,  and  his  pretty,  happy-looking  dao^ter; 
who,  all  blushes,  smiles,  and  tremour,  did  not 
appear  to  the  last  thoroughly  to  understand  how 
her  prcseut  important  office  had  deToIved  upon 
her. 

I  had  been  so  painfully  absorbed  by  my  own 
fears  and  reflections,  regrets  and  bewilderment, 
tliat  I  had  taken  no  part  whatever  in  the  scanty 
preparations  which  were  made  for  the  manriage; 
and,  consequently,  when  Domton  iqpproached  me, 
and  placed  a  small  casket  in  my  hand,  requesting' 
me,  in  a  suppressed  voice,  to  present  it  to  Mis 
Grenvel,  I  did  so  mechanically,  with  as  cheerful  a 
smile  as  I  could  summon  to  my  lips ;  nor  did  I 
take  the  slightest  interest  in  the  action  to  which  I 
had  been  prompted,  until  I  was  aroused  from  mj 
state  of  moral  lethargy  by  the  delighted  commenti 
of  the  happy  girl,  who  was  soon  occupied  in  adorn- 
ing herself  with  the  pearls  which  it  had  contained. 

I  looked  at  her  in  wonder  and  in  envy.  I  had 
never  known  the  joy  which  such  a  gift  could  pro- 
duce, upon  one  unaccustomed  to  the  oostly  toys 
which  form  a  necessary  portion  of  the  existenee  of 
the  wealthy  and  the  idle ;  and,  as  she  stood  befiav 
a  glass,  arranging  her  newly-acquired  treasures  upon 
her  person,  I  lingered  over  her  glowing  cheeks, 
her  sparkling  eyes,  and  her  low,  self-gratabitoiy 
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expressions  of  wondering  admiration  ;  while  I  felt 
the  tears  rise  painfully  to  my  own  hot  and  weary 
eyeballs,  and  glanced  at  my  pale  cheeks,  my  bending 
form,  and  my  look  of  hopeless  melancholy.  Strange 
to  say,  I  was  calm,  perfectly  calm.  My  pulse 
beat  steadily,  and  there  was  not  a  quiver  on  my 
lips.  I  had  exhausted  all  violent  emotion  within 
the  last  two  days.  I  had  wept,  and  knelt,  and 
wrestled  with  my  misery ;  and  I  had  sunk  under 
the  &tigue  of  so  unequal  a  contest.  I  scarcely 
knew  myself.  I  had  no  longer  either  a  hope  or  a 
fear ;  I  was  simply  passive. 

Lady  Madelaine  was  magnificently  attired,  and 
both  Lord  Otterford  and  Sir  James  were  in  full 
dress  ;  but  no  attempt  had  been  made  on  the  part 
of  my  mother  to  induce  me  to  exchange  my  simple 
wrapping  gown  and  close  cap,  for  a  costume  more 
befitting  the  occasion.  Content  to  carry  out  her 
great  project,  she  affected  to  overlook  all  minor 
points  ;  she  had  cleverly  avoided  subjecting  me  to 
any  preliminary  fatigue ;  and  thus  husbanded  my 
strength  and  energies  for  the  eventful  moment 
which  was  to  make  me  the  wife  of  her  protSg^. 
Her  smile  was  radiant.  Her  triumph  made  her 
carriage  almost  regal.  I  watched  her  also ;  and  felt 
a  sort  of  vague  astonishment  that  those  around  me 
should  be  so  cheerful  and  so  brilliant,  when  I  was 
sad  and  faded. 
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parchment  was  spread  before  me,  and  the  proper 
spot  cautiously  indicated  by  the  lawyer,  I  wrote 
my  name  without  comment  or  hesitation ;  after 
which  Sir  James,  my  mother,  and  Lord  Otterford 
followed  my  example. 

This  done,  a  brief  and  desultory  conversation 
ensued ;  and,  at  its  close,  the  whole  party  moved 
towards  the  spot  where  the  rector  had  already 
taken  up  his  station.  There  was  a  certain  solem- 
nity in  the  arrangement.  I  walked  first,  sup- 
ported on  the  arm  of  my  father-in-law ;  Lady 
Madelaine  followed  with  Sir  James ;  and  Miss 
Grenval  closed  the  procession  under  the  escort  of 
Mr.  Thornton.  My  heart  beat  quickly  for  an 
instant,  as  I  found  myself  kneeling  beside  my 
future  husband ;  and  a  giddiness  came  upon  me, 
which  rendered  me  almost  unconscious  of  what  was 
passing  before  me,  and  of  the  scene  in  which  I  was 
an  actor. 

The  ceremony  was  soon  over.  The  servants, 
who  had  been  admitted  to  the  entrance  of  the 
saloon,  disappeared ;  the  folding- doors,  which 
opened  upon  Lord  Otterford's  private  room,  were 
flung  back  ;  and  Mr.  Grenval  had  the  happiness  of 
handing  Lady  Madelaine  to  a  table  covered  with  a 
profusion  of  gastronomical  luxuries.  Sir  James, 
happy  and  triumphant,  supported  me  to  the  seat 
which  had  been  assigned  to  me ;    and  the  pretty 
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(lauglitor  of  the  rector  followed  on  the  arm  of  Lord 
Otterford.  It  was  fortunate  that  the  amiable 
divine  possessed  unwearied  animal  spirits,  and  a 
l»cnevoleuce  equally  untiring,  or  our  breakfast 
would  have  passed  entirely  in  pantomime.  Lady 
Madelaiue  was  too  full  of  self-exultation  to  be 
loquacious  ;  and  Lord  Otterford  made  no  effort  to 
throw  off  tlic  lan£:uor  by  which  he  was  oppressed ; 
whiles  Sir  James  neither  looked  at  nor  spoke  to 
any  person  but  myself,  save  in  monosyllables ;  and 
my  solitary  bridemaid  was  evidently  dying  to 
escape,  in  order  to  pour  forth  her  delight  to  her 
familv. 

As  everything  must  terminate,  howeyer,  sooner 
or  later,  so  our  weary  breakfiist  at  lenolh  came  to 
a  close  ;  and  T  believe  that  every  indiyidnal  of  the 
party,  not  even  excepting  the  worthy  and  amiable 
rector,  felt  glad  of  the  release.  Although  the  good 
clergyman  had  put  a  cheerful  face  upon  the  busi- 
ness, it  was  nevertheless  evident  that  he  suspected 
some  mystery,  of  which  lie  easily  understood  that 
I  was  the  passive  victim ;  and  there  was  a  fatherly 
interest  in  his  look,  and  a  kindness  in  his  aceentfl, 
when  he  took  leave  of  me,  by  which  I  was  much 
more  touched  than  by  the  renewed  congratulations 
which  he  doubtlessly  considered  it  expedient  and 
c{»rrect  to  offer. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

We  were  no  sooner  alone  than  Lady  Madelaine, 
instead  of  retirintj  to  her  dressinff-room  as  I  had 
anticipated,  and  thus  affording* me  a  pretext  to 
retire  also,  caused  her  iauteuil  to  be  drawn  nearer 
to  the  fire,  and  seated  herself  in  all  the  glory  of  her 
brocade  and  jewels.  I  was  about  to  make  an  effort 
to  escape,  nevertheless ;  but  her  first  words  ar- 
rested me,  and  I  was  compelled  to  resume  my 
seat. 

"  Do  not  attempt  to  retire,  Eveleen  f^  she  said 
firmly,  although  the  smile  which  she  had  called  up 
was  intended  to  make  the  address  somewhat  less 
dictatorial ;  ^^  we  have  an  immensity  of  business  to 
arrange,  and  our  time  is  sadly  limited.  Although 
it  is  very  easy  for  Miss  Tilden  and  Sir  James 
Dornton  to  get  quietly  married  over  a  drawing- 
room  fire,  they  cannot  re-enter  the  world  with 
the  same  absence  of  ceremony ;  and  consequently 
certain  arrangements  must  be  made,  and  certain 
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plans  judiciously  carried  out,  in  order  that  the 
exigencies  of  society  may  be  properly  complied 
with.  Now  these,  Eveleen,  you  cannot,  either  iD 
vour  character  of  bride— or,  for  the  moment  if  voo 
will,  widow — arrange,  combine,  or  overlook  in  your 
own  proper  person ;  and  I  have  therefore  proposed 
tn  Sir  James  to  take  these  matters  into  my  own 
hands,  and  to  spare  both  you  and  himself  all 
anxiety  and  fatigue."' 

I  bowed  mv  thanks.  I  felt  no  interest  whatever 
in  the  arrangements  to  which  my  mother  alluded, 
nor  did  I  ask  a'  question.  I  was  pining  to  be 
alone.  She  paused  for  a  moment,  as  if  awaiting 
my  reply ;  but,  finding  that  I  continued  silent, 
she  resumed :  '^  In  order  to  do  this,  I  must,  of 
course,  leave  Woodville,  and  this  fiict  has  occa- 
sioned great  uneasiness  to  Sir  James.  Obliged  ss 
he  is  to  absent  himself  this  evening,  he  tms  ven- 
tured to  take  measures  to  prevent  your  temporaiy 
isolation,  which  he  trusts  will  not  prove  disagree- 
able to  you."" 

For  the  first  time,  I  listened  attentively.  I  felt 
that  the  eves  of  Domton  were  riveted  upon  me» 
and  that  it  was  necessary  I  shoold  say  something. 

'-*'  Whatever  your  ladyship  and  Sir  James  have 
decided,  I  am  prepared  to  approve,^  I  said  coldly. 

''  Spoken  like  the  very  model  of  a  wife  f"  ex- 
claimed my  mother,  with  a  langh,  which  was  not 
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altoi^ether  one  of  gaiety.  "  Our  minds  are  then 
relieved  at  once.  You  are  too  young  and  too 
pretty,  Eveleen,  to  dispense  with  proper  protection. 
I  would  not  propose  Lady  Flora,  for  I  knew  that 
you  had  already  enjoyed  her  society  to  satiety ; 
and,  as  my  taste  does  not  lead  me  to  cultivate  the 
affections  of  elderly  ladies  in  general,  I  was  fairly 
at  fault,  and  could  not  remove  the  difficulty.  Sir 
James  was,  however,  more  fortunate  ;  and,  as  you 
have  given  us  carte  blanche  to  act  as  we  deem  best, 
I  am  delighted  to  think  that,  during  our  com- 
pulsatory  absence,  we  shall  have  the  satisfaction  of 
feeling  that  we  have  lef^.  you  under  the  guardian- 
ship of  so  unexceptionable  a  person  as  your  hus- 
band's aunt  !'^ 

My  husband  !  How  the  words  jarred  upon  my 
nerves  ! 

*'  Do  you  consent,  my  sweet  Eveleen  f  mur- 
mured Sir  James. 

"  If  it  be  your  wish  f'  I  replied  languidly ;  "  and 
that  your  relative  will  consent  to  become  the  inmate 
of  so  dull  a  house,  and  the  companion  of  so  sad 
and  — **'  I  was  about  to  add — "  desolate  a  being  f ' 
but  I  checked  myself,  and  only  terminated  the  sen- 
tence by  my  tears. 

Domton  rose  hurriedly  from  his  chair,  and  began 
to  curse  the  fate  which  compelled  him  to  his  odious 
journey ;  I  witnessed  his  emotion  with  indiffer- 
ence, for  I  knew  that  go  he  must,  and  I  only 


270  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 

sighed  for  the  moment  of  his  departure.  I  wti 
extenuated  with  fatigue,  exertion,  and  miseiy.  All 
that  I  wanted  was  solitude — absolate,  unbroken 
Holitude.    I  wanted  to  think,  to  breathe,  and  to 

suffer  in  freedom. 

The  events  of  the  last  few  days  had  saceeeded 
each  other  with  a  rapidity  that  had  left  me  no  time 
to  reflect  upon  their  overwhelming  effect  upon  my- 
self, or  to  look  deliberately  and  calmly  upon  my 
present  position  and  my  future  prospects.  Alas ! 
that  future — what  could  I  hope  from  it !  I  had 
never,  upon  one  point,  deceived  myself  for  a  mo- 
ment ;  1  did  not  love  the  man  to  whom  I  had  given 
my  hand;  I  did  not  believe  it  possible  that  I 
should  ever  do  so.  My  vanity  was  flattered  by 
his  adoration,  and  my  gratitude  had  been  excited  by 
his  watchful  tenderness  during  my  convalesoenee. 
I  well  knew,  however,  that  this  was  all—that  he 
liad  no  other  hold  upon  my  heart.  How,  then, 
could  I  look  into  the  future  with  hope,  or  even 
with  tranquillity  i  I  had  seen  enough  of  Sir  James 
Domton  to  be  convinced,  that  in  manying  him 
T  was  not  about  to  become  the  wife  of  a  man 
who,  like  Lord  Ottcrford,  would  subside  into  a 
mere  domestic  husband.  The  worid— the  great 
world — the  world  of  &shion,  and  dissipation,  and 
luxury,  was  the  only  atmosphere  in  which  he  eooM 
long  breathe  freely.  This  was  indeed  the  same 
world  of  which  I  had  dreamt  bo  fondly  from  my 
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girlliood — but  not  the  guide  who  was  to  pilot  me 
through  its  mazes.  The  cliarm  with  which  I  had 
then  invested  it  was  gone  ;  and,  as  I  at  that  mo- 
ment believed,  gone  for  ever. 

I  will  dwell  no  longer  on  the  memory  of  my 
marriage- day.  The  dinner  was  a  counterpart  of 
the  breakfast,  save  that  while  it  lasted  Sir  James 
did  not  attempt  to  sustain  anything  like  a  con- 
versation even  with  me.  His  eyes  scarcely  ever 
wandered  from  my  face ;  he  did  not  even  affect  to 
eat,  but  he  drank  wine  in  a  manner  quite  unusual 
with  him.  My  mother  talked  of  town ;  of  the 
fetsi  which  she  proposed  to  give,  and  ihe  artistes 
whom  she  meant  to  patronize  ;  affected  occasionally 
to  address  me  as  Lady  Domton  ;  and  ultimately 
succeeded  in  depriving  me  of  the  slight  degree  of 
energy  which  I  had  hitherto  preserved. 

The  consequence  of  this  utter  prostration  was, 
however,  a  fortunate  one  ;  for  when  ^a  servant  at 
length  announced  the  arrival  of  the  mail  which  was 
awaiting  Sir  James  at  the  park  gate,  and  that  I 
saw  him  hastily  spring  from  his  seat  and  approach 
me,  I  gave  one  suffocating  sob,  and  fainted. 

I  afterwards  learnt  that  it  required  all  the  autho- 
rity of  Lady  Madelaine  to  compel  him  to  quit  my 
side ;  but  the  necessity  for  his  absence  was  so 
stringent,  that  he  had  no  alternative  save  obe- 
dience.     As   for  myself,  when   I   again    became 
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conscious  at  ouce  of  existence  and  of  sofiering,  I 
opened  my  aching  eyes  in  my  own  qaiet  apartment, 
where,  by  tlie  faint  light  of  a  night-lamp,  I  saw 
Josephine  and  my  old  nurse  wat-ching  beside  my 
pillow.  Such  was  the  realization  of  the  glittering 
and  romantic  picture  which  I  had  been  used  to 
draw  of  my  wedding-day. 

Restored  to  myself  by  the  departure  of  Domton, 
1  was  still  unable  to  overcome  the  fearful  lethaigy 
which  had  taken  possession  of  me.  Feelings  and 
events  alik(.'  were  so  confused  and  untang^ble,  that 
1  could  neither  separate  nor  retain  them.  I  was 
just  in  the  position  of  the  man  whom  Plato,  in  one 
of  his  undying  dialogues,  supposes  to  have  been 
imprisoned  in  a  cavern,  with  his  back  towards  the 
light,  where  he  could  distinguish  nothing  save  the 
shadows  of  men  passing  and  repassing  on  the  wall 
before  him.  My  head  was  perplexed — ^ray  mar- 
riage seemed  to  be  a  dream ;  but,  nevertheless,  a 
sense  of  restraint  was  strong  upon  me.  I  no  longer 
felt  free  even  to  look  into  my  own  heart.  It  was  a 
waking  ni<;htmare. 

Had  I  ever  experienced  the  wish  to  feel  grateful 
to  Lady  Madelaine  for  the  gratuitous  offer  which 
she  had  made  of  sparing  me  tlie  exertion  of  under- 
taking any  arrangements  for  the  future,  it  would 
have  been  impossible  to  do  so,  when,  during  the 
three  days  which  intervened  between  the  departure 
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of  Domton  and  the  arrival  of  his  aunt,  she  per- 
mitted Die,  without  scruple,  to  see  at  what  an  ex- 
pence,  both  of  temper  and  of  patience,  she  com- 
pelled herself  to  remain  at  Woodville  in  order  to 
receive  her,  and  to  preserve  at  least  the  semblance 
of  an  interest  in  my  comfort.  The  season  had 
long  commenced ;  she  was  now  untrammelled ;  my 
sacrifice  had  purchased  her  freedom,  at  least  until 
she  should  summon  Adela  to  her  side ;  an  event 
which  I  scarcely  anticipated,  although  I  could  not 
explain  upon  what  plea  she  could  much  longer  keep 
her  in  banishment.  No  wonder  that  Lady  Made- 
laine  pined  to  escape  from  a  sick  room  and  a  de- 
serted saloon. 

I  scarcely  gave  a  thought  to  the  new  companion 
who  had  been  provided  for  me.  So  long  as  Sir 
James  continued  absent,  I  cared  not  who  filled  his 
place :  I  was  content.  It  was  not,  however,  with 
utter  indifference  that  I  heard  my  mother,  on  one 
of  the  rare  occasions  when  we  were  seated  quietly 
together  —  she  languidly  employed  at  her  em- 
broidery frame,  and  I  lying  back,  half  dreaming, 
upon  my  sofa — commence  a  conversation,  of  which 
the  expected  stranger  was  the  subject. 

"  I  trust  that  this  Miss  Domton  will  prove  en- 
durable. I  have  such  a  horror  of  old  maids,  that 
I  quite  dread  the  time  which  I  must  spend  under 
the  same  roof  with  her.**^ 
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''  Poor  lady !""  I  replied,  without  nnclo^ing  mj 
eyes  ;  ^*  she  has  more  reason  to  ahriok  from  the 
prospect  of  becoming  my  inmate.  Your  ladyship^a 
torture  will  be  brief;  what  you  number  by  hours, 
she  may,  probably,  count  by  weeks/' 

"'  The  thing  will  bear  no  comparison,  Evelcen, 
and  is  too  absurd.  Miss  Domton  is  in  narrow 
circumstances,  and  has  for  many  years  been  re- 
siding in  a  country  town  ;  where,  too  proud  of  her 
anciont  descent  to  associate  witli  the  petty  gentiy 
about  hor,  and  too  poor  to  keep  up  her  connection 
with  tlic  neighbourhood,  she  has  lived  the  life  of  a 
rechise." 

I  sii^hcd,  and  the  sigh  was  one  of  envy.  The 
woman  of  whom  my  mother  was  speaking  so  dis- 
dainful] v  was  free. 

'^  Moreover,^''  continued  Lady  Madelaine  in  the 
same  tone  of  easy  superiority,  "  will  it  not  be  an 
event  in  her  existence  to  become  domesticated  with 
Lady  Dornton  I  You  really  know  so  little  of  the 
world,  Evelecn,  that  you  do  not  make  a  proper 
distinction,  even  in  a  case  in  which  you  are  your- 
self interested ;  and  it  is,  perhaps,  necessary  that 
I  should  hint  to  you,  in  consequence,  the  propriety 
of  asserting  your  own  dignity  with  Miss  Domton. 
I'here  is  no  set  of  persons  on  earth  so  encroach- 
ing, where  their  advances  are  tolerated,  as  poor 
relations.^ 
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I  thought  of  Lady  Flora,  but  I  made  no  com- 
ment on  my  mother''s  words. 

"  I  wish,  at  all  events,  that  she  would  arrive  ;'^ 
again  she  resumed  pettishly :  *'  she  might  certainly 
have  been  here  before  this.  It  is  ill-bred  and  pre- 
suming on  her  part  to  make  so  much  unneces^sary 
delav." 

''  She  does  not,  in  all  probability,  suspect  that 
your  ladyship  is  in  such  haste  to  leave  Woodville.''"' 
"  Is  that  an  epigram,  Lady  Domton  V 
''  I  am  in  no  mood  for  epigrams  :  I  simply  gave 
utterance  to  my  thought.**^ 

'^  In  that  case,  I  shall  merely  remark,  that  if  the 
lady  in  question  has  forgotten  herself  so  far  as  to 
speculate  upon  my  movements,  she  is  too  ready  to 
identify  herself  with  the  family  into  which  her 
nephew  has  married.'*'* 

''  The  fault  is  mine,  madam  f''  I  said  somewhat 
impatiently,  for  the  insolent  egotism  of  my  mother 
jarred  upon  my  feelings,  bowed  down  as  I  was 
alike  by  the  past  and  by  the  present ;  "  pray  do 
not  suffer  me  involuntarily  to  prejudice  you  against 
her.  It  was  an  idle  suggestion,  and  one  wliich  I 
had,  perhaps,  no  right  to  express.  You  must  for- 
give me,  for  I  am  ill  and  sick  at  heart,  and  scarcely 
am  aware  of  the  exact  purport  of  the  words  I  utter."" 
^^  111  and  sick  at  heart  l^  echoed  Lady  Made- 
laine,  as  though  she  had  not  every  reason  in  the 
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What  that  topic  might  have  been,  I  was  des- 
tined never  to  know ;  for  at  that  very  moment  a 
carriage  passed  under  the  window,  which  we  each 
felt  must  contain  the  expected  guest.  For  one 
moment  my  heart  beat  quick.  Wslb  I  about  to 
meet  a  friend  or  a  jailor ! 

The  door  was  thrown  open  by  a  servant,  Miss 
Domton  was  announced,  and  she  immediately  en- 
tered, leaning  upon  the  arm  of  Lord  Otterford, 
who  had  assisted  her  to  alight.  My  mother  curt- 
seyed  coldly  and  in  silence,  and  then  resumed  her 
seat ;  while  the  look  of  surprise  which  I  detected 
upon  the  countenance  of  the  visitor  hastened  the 
movement  which  I  was  making  to  rise  and  receive 
her.  Her  first  embarrassment  over.  Miss  Domton 
glanced  from  Lady  Madelaine  to  myself ;  and  im- 
mediately that  she  met  the  smile  and  the  out- 
stretched hand  with  which  I  was  slowly  approach- 
ing, she  turned  rapidly  to  welcome  both  ;  and  then 
gently  seated  me  once  more  among  my  cushions, 
and  placed  herself  beside  me. 

"  How  shall  I  thank  you,  madam"" — I  com- 
menced ;  but  Lady  Madelaine  interposed. 

'^  Miss  Domton  will  be  kind  enough  to  excuse 
your  exerting  yourself,  Eveleen  ;  she  is  already 
aware  that  you  are  an  invalid,  and  that  you  remain 
in  the  country  only  because  quiet  has  been  pre- 
scribed for  you.     You  must  not  imagine,  madam. 
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that  Lady  Dornton  is  naturally  either  valetudi- 
narian or  melancholy — quite  the  reverse  ;  but  she 
has  had  a  very  severe  illness,  and  is  atill  suffering 
considerably  from  weakness.^ 

''  Poor  young  creature  !^^  was  the  kind-hearted 
rejoinder  ;  ''  her  marriage  at  such  a  uioment  must 
have  been  a  great  trial  to  her,  and  the  absence  of 
Sir  James  have  made  it  doubly  painful.^ 

My  mother  coughed  a  little  high-bred  cou<rh, 
which  superseded  the  necessity  of  a  reply. 

'^  I  tnist  that  you  have  not  suffered  from  your 
journey  f'  I  said  hastily,  not  well  knowing  how  to 
frame  an  answer  to  her  remark. 

'^  You  remind  me,  Eveleen,  that  we  have  been 
inhospitably  forgetful  ;^  again  broke  in  Lady  Made- 
laine  ;  ''  Miss  Dornton  will  necessarily  require  both 
refreshment  and  repose.  Lord  Otterford,  the  bell, 
if  you  please.  Miss  Dornton  will  find  every  thin^ 
provided  in  her  dressing-room.** 

The  well-bred  old  lady  at  once  nnderstood  the 
motive  of  my  mother,  and  rose.  Josiiphine  was 
summoned  to  conduct  her  to  her  apartment  and 
our  first  interview  was  over. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

On  the  following  morning  Lord  Otterford  and 
my  mother  departed.  I  saw  them  abandon  me 
without  a  sigh  ;  nor  do  I  believe  that  their  hasty 
disappearance  caused  one  regret  to  my  new  guest. 

Miss  Domton  was  very  diminutive  in  stature, 
but  had  evidently  been  a  pretty  woman  in  her  time. 
Her  figure  was  still  smart  and  well  preserved  ;  and 
there  was  a  shrewdness  in  the  expression  of  her 
countenance  which  gave  assurance  of  the  vivacity  of 
her  intellect,  even  tempered  as  it  was  by  the  bene- 
volence which  evidently  formed  the  prominent  fea- 
ture of  her  character.  She  was  the  very  perfection 
of  fastidious  and  somewhat  pedantic  neatness.  Her 
dress  was  rich,  but  somewhat  scrupulously  plain ; 
and  it  formed  no  bad  type  of  her  moral  nature.  She 
was  fiiU  of  good,  strong  sense  and  womanly  sympa- 
thy, but  she  possessed  neither  sentiment  nor  imagi- 
nation. For  the  tanrible  sufferinors  which  she  could 
see  and  comprehend,  she  had  always  a  tear  or  a  word 
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of  pity ;  but  for  those  which  grew  out  of  either 
moral  and  nieutal  straggles  she  was  impracticable 
and  callouM.  She  could  understand  a  headache  or 
a  fainting-fit,  but  she  could  never  attribute  them 
to  any  thing  deeper  than  a  mere  physical  cause. 

Like  all  persons  long  accustomed  to  live  alone, 
she  was  very  taciturn  and  self-centred,  pious,  and 
occupied.  She  could  better  have  dispensed  with 
her  shadow  than  her  work-basket ;  and  did  not 
appear  to  have  settled  herself  comfortably  until  she 
had  ascertained  the  distance  of  Woodville  from  the 
parish  church,  the  name  of  the  rector,  and  the 
hours  of  the  services.  She  was  evidently  a  worthy, 
kind-hearted  old  lady ;  but,  as  regarded  companion- 
ship, Sir  James  might  with  equal  propriety  have 
provided  me  with  the  portrait  of  one  of  his  female 
ancestors. 

I  did  not,  however,  regret  this  fact ;  Miss  Dom- 
ton  answered  the  purpose  for  which  she  was 
intended  admirably.  Her  protection  was  unex- 
ceptionable for  myself,  and  liberated  my  mother 
from  an  ungrateful  duty,  ungraciously  performed. 
Well-bred,  unassuming,  and  self-centred,  she  was 
the  very  antipodes  of  Lady  Flora ;  and  I  was  re- 
joiced that  her  taciturn  habits  enabled  me  to  indulge 
in  my  own  reflections  without  any  solecism  in 
civility. 

It  was  not  until  I  had  been  for  several  days  do- 
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mesticated  with  the  meek  old  lady,  and  become 
satisfied  that  I  should  meet  with  no  interference 
from  her  in  any  way,  that  I  began  seriously  to  un- 
derstand my  real  position.  The  undefined  feeling 
with  which  Sir  James  had  inspired  me,  the  blended 
gratitude  and  admiration  which,  in  his  best  mo- 
ments, he  had  awakened  in  my  heart,  required  his 
perpetual  presence  to  insure  its  duration.  While 
he  soothed  my  hours  of  pain,  and  beguiled  those  of 
lassitude,  I  leaned  upon  him  for  support  and  com- 
panionship ;  but,  as  during  his  absence,  these  failed, 
so  his  charm  failed  with  them.  How  difierent  was 
this  pale  and  borrowed  light  from  the  enduring 
flame  which  Devereux  had  kindled  in  my  spirit ! 
Circumstances  had,  indeed,  somewhat  quenched  it, 
but  it  still  existed  ;  and  might,  as  I  was  compelled 
to  acknowledge  to  myself,  be  but  too  easily  re- 
illumed.  I  dwelt  upon  all  that  had  passed  between 
us  ;  I  recalled  his  every  look,  his  every  word,  and 
his  every  gesture,  during  our  short  but  eventful 
interview  near  the  Wood  Lodge ;  I  made  a  few 
faint  struggles  to  resist  these  dangerous  memories, 
but  I  was  too  weak  in  purpose  to  wage  successAil 
war  against  my  own  heart. 

This  wrestling  of  affection  against  duty  recurred 
so  constantly,  and  created  so  painful  a  degree  of 
depression,  that  it  was  a  continual  obstacle  to  the 
re-establishment  of  my  health.      I   was  conscious 
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at  last  that  a  less  patient  and  considerate  compa- 
nion than  Miss  Dornton  would  have  been  desirable 
for  nie  at  such  a  crisis.  She,  poor  lady,  satisfied  of 
the  enviable  fato  of  the  woman  who  had  secured  so 
unexceptionable  a  husband  as  her  nephew,  never 
looked  beneath  the  surface  for  a  hidden  evil ;  she 
never  dreamed  of  that  sickness  of  the  mind  by 
which  the  body  withers ;  and  so  long  as  I  punc- 
tually and  obediently  swallowed  the  drugs  pre- 
8orib('d  for  nie  by  my  physician,  she  felt  no  further 
responsibility. 

In  my  healthier  moments  I  made  a  resolution  to 
emancipate  myself  from  the  trammels  of  my  own 
emotion,  but  I  was  soon  compelled  to  own  that  I  was 
powerless  without  assistance.  In  this  dilemma  my 
thoughts  once  again  recurred  to  Adela.  The  huny 
of  my  marriage  had  rendered  it  impossible  that  she 
sliould  be  present ;  nor,  indeed,  trusting  to  the  last 
that  I  should  be  able  to  escape  an  union  with  Sir 
James,  had  I  urged  Lady  Madelaine  to  summon  her. 
Consequently,  I  felt  myself  to  be  blameless  as  re- 
^rded  this  apparent  neglect ;  and,  as  I  imagined  that 
now  1  had  irrevocably  sacrificed  myself  to  my  mo- 
therms  will,  she  could  have  no  pretext  for  refusing  to 
me  the  society  of  my  sister,  at  least  while  I  remained 
in  the  country,  I  pondered  over  the  idea  until  I 
became  sincerely  and  esruestly  anxious  to  see  it 
realized.     Miss  Dornton,  to  whom  I  communicated 
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my  wish,  appeared  to  be  annoyed  at  the  suggestion ; 
but  as  she  gave  no  reason  for  her  objection,  I  re- 
solved upon  following  out  my  project  without  any 
further  appeal  to  her  authority.  She  was  probably 
jealous  that  I  should  prefer  the  society  of  my  own 
sister  to  that  of  my  husband'^s  kinswouian,  and  the 
companionship  of  a  younger  person  than  herself. 
It  was  a  little  weakness  for  which  I  readily  forgave 
her,  but  which  it  was  needless  to  indulge. 

The  result  of  my  deliberations  was  the  following 
letter  to  Adela.  It  cost  me  some  resolution,  for  1 
remembered  the  ill- success  of  my  last  missive  ;  but 
I  resolved  to  persevere. 

^^  I  have  changed  my  name,  my  dear  Adela,  and 
I  hope  that  the  one  which  I  now  bear  will  ensure 
the  happiness  of  my  life ;  but  all  is,  as  yet,  mere 
speculation,  llie  absence  of  Sir  James,  on  business 
connected  with  some  Irish  property,  makes  me  dull 
enough,  and  renders  my  recovery  very  slow. 
Come,  and  help  me  to  regain  alike  my  health  and 
spirits,  my  dear  s?ster.  It  will  be  a  charitable  act, 
for  which  I  shall  be  most  grateful.  The  pleasure 
of  seeing  you  beside  me  will  make  me  forget  that  I 
ought  to  wish  for  the  presence  of  another.^** 

This  letter,  short  as  it  was,  had  cost  me  some 
study,  and  I  looked  upon  it  as  a  sublime  effort  of 
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courage.  My  heart  bad  assuredly  little  to  do  with 
the  expressions  which  it  contained  on  the  subject  of 
Sir  James  ;  but  my  pride  was  roused,  and  I  piqued 
myself  upon  the  manifestation  of  a  little  heroism, 
which  minrht  serve  to  secure  me  against  the  com- 
ments of  my  sister ;  while  I  did  not  doubt  thai 
Adela,  ^^lad  at  any  price  to  escape  from  the  tedium 
of  llooksley,  would  not  hesitate  to  procure  Lady 
Madelaiue^s  consent  to  so  simple  and  natural  aa 
arrangement. 

Several  days  passed  by  before  I  received  any 
reply,  but,  as  I  had  calculated  that  such  must  ineri- 
tably  be  the  case,  I  waited  as  patiently  as  I  could. 
At  length  two  letters  were  delivered  to  me,  of  which 
one  was  from  my  mother,  and  the  other  from 
Adela.  I  tore  open  the  latter  with  a  beating 
heart.     These  were  its  contents. 

"  Dear  Eveleen, 

''  I  had  been  informed  of  your  marriage, 
but  was  ignorant  alike  of  your  own  feelings,  and  of 
those  of  Sir  James.  He  doubtlessly  loves  yon,  ai 
you  talk  of  anticipated  happiness.  Enjoy  so  agfte- 
able  a  prospect:  I  shall  take  more  interest  in  its 
realization  than  you  may,  perhaps,  feel  inclined  to 
believe.  I  can  do  no  more.  I  should  be  the  worst 
person  in  the  world  as  your  physician,  either  in 
mind  or  body.     We  so  seldom  think  alikoi  and 
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we,  in  all  cases,  act  so  difierently,  that  I  should  be 
more  likely  to  trouble  your  new-made  felicity  than 
to  increase  it/** 

My  mother  simply  ratified  in  her  note  the  re- 
fusal of  Adela.  She  had,  as  she  declared,  left  her 
free  to  act  as  she  saw  fit,  when  my  invitation  was 
communicated  to  her  by  my  bisUw  ;  believing,  after 
the  reluctance  which  Adela  had  expressed  to  be- 
coming my  guest,  that  she  should  do  me  no  kind- 
ness by  attempting  to  overcome  what  was  evidently 
a  rooted  repugnance. 

And  this  was  all ;  and  I  sat  for  a  time  lost  in 
conjectures  before  these  two  cold,  concise,  and 
matter-of-fact  epistles.  To  what  cause  was  I  to 
attribute  so  heartless  an  abandonment  on  the  part 
of  my  only  sister  ?  That  we  had  never  either  felt  or 
professed  an  overweening  affection  the  one  for  the 
other  was  undoubtedly  true,  but  this  was,  under 
the  circumstances,  a  proceeding  on  the  part  of 
Adela,  which  almost  betrayed  aversion.  I  fever- 
ishly searched  into  the  very  recesses  of  my  heart 
to  discover,  if  possible,  its  cause.  I  well  knew  that 
my  sister"'s  feelings  were  extreme  in  all  things ; 
and,  eventually,  with  a  burning  brow  and  a  throb- 
bing pulse,  I  decided  that  she  had  sought  to  mani- 
fest, in  this  cutting  letter,  her  contemptuous 
censure  of  my  infidelity  to  Devereux,  and  in  her 
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refusal  to  visit  me — an  unequiTocal  demonstration 
of  hor  disdain. 

The  witness  of  their  own  conscience  never  suffices 
to  the  weak-minded  ;  they  require,  in  order  to  sus- 
tain tliemselves  in  their  own  eyes,  and  to  retain 
tlieir  self-esteem,  the  approbation  of  others,  espe- 
cially of  those  decided  and  indomitable  spirits  who 
rompel  their  rcs^^ect.  .  This  was  precisely  the  posi- 
tion in  which  I  then  found  myself.  I  acknowledged 
the  supremacy  of  her  moral  strength,  and  I  required 
its  support  to  pillow  my  own  weakness-^its  fiat  to 
justify  my  own  acts. 

Humbled  and  ashamed,  I  never  sought  for  a 
moment  to  discover  a  counter  ailment  with  which 
to  combat  the  opinion  that  I  believed  her  to  have 
adopted.  On  the  contrary,  I  once  more  wept  over 
my  cowardice — my  everlasting  custom  when,  by  my 
own  we«akness,  I  had  plunged  myself  into  difficolty. 
The  little  edifice  of  virtue  and  duty,  frail  aa  it  was, 
which  I  liad  occasionally  striven  to  build  ap,  was 
overthrown  at  once.  I  no  longer  sought  to  excuse 
myself,  upon  the  plea  of  either  gratitude  to  Sir 
James,  or  filial  obedience  to  Lady  Madelaine.  I 
flung  all  such  arguments  to  the  winds  as  idle  aophis- 
tries  ;  and  for  a  time  dared  to  think  that  the  heart 
could  not,  and  should  not,  be  controlled.  I  shud- 
dered, but  I  clung  to  my  dangerous  theory.  I  saw  the 
precipice  at  my  feet ;  but  I  scorned  to  retrest  a  step ! 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  287 

• 

So  unwholesome  a  state  of  mind  could  not,  how- 
ever, endure  long  in  a  nature  as  yet  undepraved. 
Tlie  storm  of  passion  swept  over  me,  and  I  saw  my 
future  path  of  life  overstrewn  by  the  fragments  of 
past  peace  which  it  had  rent  away  in  its  progress ; 
but  I  felt  grateful  that  I  could  look  upon  them 
without  positive  remorse,  and  I  glorified  myself  on 
the  conviction.  Alas  !  had  I,  in  that  hour  of 
returnino;  reason,  only  known  where  to  turn  for 
real  comfort,  how  much  after-sufilBring  would  have 
been  spared  to  me  !  But  I  have  already  confessed 
that  of  pure,  humble-mindeJ,  heaven- trusting  reli- 
gion I  knew  nothing.  I  sought  for  strength  in 
myself,  where  1  never  found  it ;  and  virtue  in  my 
own  heart,  which  was  as  unstable  as  water. 

The  terror  of  my  sister's  sarcasms  aroused  my 
temper.  I  began  to  ask  myself  why  1  should  defer 
to  the  judgment  of  a  mere  girl,  who  only  reasoned 
upon  theory,  and  who  knew  nothing  of  the  world 
which  she  professed  to  scorn,  or  of  the  feelings 
which  she  afi'ected  to  analyse  and  to  control  I  I 
could  not,  however,  cheat  myself  in  this  way  ;  as  my 
anger  subsided,  my  fears  returned.  My  mind  was 
mastered  by  that  of  A  dela. 

It  seemed  to  me  that  if  I  could  only  induce  her 
to  listen  to  me  ;  if  I  could  only  explain  to  her  my 
reluctance,  my  opposition  ;  if  I  could  only  tell  her 
of  all  my  tears,  all  my  beseechings,  my  physical 
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weakness  and  my  mental  fatigue,  she  would  sjin- 
pathize  with  my  sacrifice,  rather  than  blame  oie; 
but  while  1  enumerated  all  my  past  stru<;gle8,  and 
invoked  tlieir  memories,  I  forgot  that  I  was  under- 
mining]: my  own  peace,  and  assuming  the  attitude 
of  a  victim,  when  I  should  be  endeavouring  to 
gatlicr  strenj^th  for  the  performance  of  the  new  and 
inipei'ative  duties  which  had  grown  up  about  me. 
In  a  mental  effort  to  justify  myself  in  the  eyes  of 
another,  I  was  rendering  myself  more  &ultj  in  my 
own. 

And  while  all  this  tumult  was  warring  within 
me,  Miss  Domton  sat  by  my  side  as  calm  and  pv(- 
sionless  as  an  automaton.  There  was  something 
fearhiUy  irritating  in  the  ceaseless  motion  of  the 
knitting-needles  which  she  scarcely  ever  laid  aside. 
I  have  watched  them  at  times  until  I  have  with 
difficulty  suppressed  a  groan.  We  were  together 
for  weeks ;  and  had  she  only  once  changed  the 
aspect  of  the  labour  upon  which  they  were  employed, 
I  could  have  supported  even  them  with  something  like 
philosophy  ;  but  this  poor  relief^  trifling  as  it  waSi 
never  came  ;  she  was  engaged  upon  a  meaanreleai 
length  of  what  I  think  she  called  fringe ;  and  with 
which  she  had  a  horrid  vision  of  garnishing  some 
old-world  piece  of  furniture  which  had  belonged  to 
her  grandmother.  I  never  inquired  what  it  was ; 
but  it  appeared  to  me  that  its  dimensions  must  be 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  289 

somewhat  on  a  par  with  the  limits  of  Salisbury 
Plain. 

Let  those  laugh  who  will  at  this  digression  ;  but 
let  them  at  the  same  time  be  assured  that  petty 
and  perpetual  annoyances,  such  as  these,  are  to  the 
suffering  spirit  what  the  rose-leaf  was  to  the  vase 
of  water — the  trifle  which  causes  them  to  overflow  ! 

Thus  time  crept  on.  The  dreary,  cheerless,  leaf- 
less winter  had  robbed  even  Woodville  of  its  charms. 
The  lake  was  frozen  beneath  the  windows ;  the  birds 
were  silent  among  the  boughs ;  the  rare  shrubs  and 
plants  which,  during  the  months  of  sunshine,  mada 
the  grounds  almost  rival  in  their  gorgeousness  and 
variety  the  rich  profusion  of  the  tropics,  were  re- 
moved to  the  conservatories,  or  huddled  beneath 
matting.  To  find  beauties  amid  such  a  scene,  the 
inmate  should  possess  a  light  heart.  To  the  un- 
happy, a  winter  of  solitude  is  a  mere  season  of 
suffering.  To  me  this  withering  of  nature  was 
morally  unwholesome.  It  appeared  to  sympathize 
in  my  hypochondrianism,  and  to  encourage  my 
mental  lethargy.  I  would  have  given  all  the 
splendid  and  useless  toys  by  which  I  was  surrounded, 
and  which  seemed  to  mock  the  abandonment  of 
friends  and  relatives,  for  one  cluster  of  wild  roses, 
or  one  bunch  of  violets. 

Even  a  winter  with  Miss  Domton,  however,  could 
not  last  for  ever.     The  spring  came  at  lenfj^ ;  I 

VOL.  II.  0 
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fould  again  wander  unattended  through  the  ahnib- 
bcrics,  and  indulge  in  dreams  of  the  fhture  which 
were  never  likely  to  be  realized.  Sir  James  had  not 
explained  to  me  the  nature  of  the  business  which 
had  detained  him  so  long  in  Ireland.  His  long 
and  eloquent  letters  were  filled  by  passionate  rq^reto 
and  enthusiiiatic  anticipations.  I  have  hitherto 
made  no  allusion  to  our  correspondence,  simply 
because  it  jarred  upon  the  train  of  feeling  to  which 
I  had  habituated  myself.  Each  letter  that  I  re- 
ceived broke  upon  my  spirit  like  a  discordant  note 
upon  tbe  ear;  and  it  was  well  that  I  at  once 
decided  upon  answering  these  matrimonial  epistles 
at  the  very  moment  of  their  receipt,  while  the  influ- 
ence of  Domton'*s  harmonious  and  tender  periods 
was  still  strong  upon  me,  or  I  know  not  howl 
should  ever  have  accomplished  so  difficult  a  task. 

Tims,  as  I  before  remarked,  I  was  in  perfect 
ignorance  of  the  causes  which  compelled  Sir  James 
to  so  prolonged  an  absence ;  while  I  was  so  wsD 
satisfied  with  their  efiects,  that  I  did  not  eaie  to 
ascertain  their  nature.  I  was  still  weak,  and  thiOi 
and  pale ;  and  both  my  yanity  and  my  indolsaea 
found  their  profit  in  the  solitary  existence  which  I 
was  leading.  The  London  season  was,  howefsr, 
no  sooner  at  an  end,  than  Lady  Madelaine  hantinft^ 
on  the  wings  of  maternal  tenderness  to  the  reinsf 
of  her  invalid  daughter;  but  it  was  to  me  a  eonso- 
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lation  to  reflect,  in  my  moments  of  bitterness,  that 
the  sacrifice  was  considerably  lessened  by  the  fact 
that  she  brought  in  her  train  a  score  of  dear  friends, 
all  anxious,  like  herself,  to  replace  the  noise  and 
smoke  of  town  by  the  luxurious  mUe^atura  of  a 
well-appointed  country-house. 

Had  I  been  weighed  down  by  no  latent  grief,  it 
is  possible  that  nothing  would  have  been  more  agree- 
able for  me  than  the  movement  of  the  gay  and 
reckless  crowd  by  which  I  was  suddenly  surrounded ; 
hot  their  hollow  and  heartless  triflinof  offered  no 
remedy  to  my  diseased  and  unsettled  mind.  At 
first  I  found  it  difficult  to  sustain  so  extreme  a 
change.  I  was  compelled  to  restrain  my  tears,  to 
stifle  my  sighs,  and  to  appear  as  free  from  care  and 
from  anxiety  as  themselves.  I  had  not  forgotten 
the  indifference  with  which  Lady  Madelaine  had 
made  my  love  for  Devereux  the  common  theme  of 
herself  and  her  associates  ;  and,  thanks  to  the  com- 
ments of  these  same  individuals  upon  others  of  their 
acquaintance,  I  required  no  prompting  to  understand 
at  once  how  much  my  peculiar  position  placed  me 
in  their  power.  I  knew  that,  married  while  yet  a 
mere  girl,  and  contrary  to  my  own  inclinations,  I 
should  be  an  object  of  curiosity  and  speculation  to 
all  the  high-boi^  idlers  among  whom  I  was  thus 
thrown  into  constant  companionship ;  that  I  should 
be  scrutinized,  and  criticized,  and  not  always  in  the 

O  2 
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kindest  spirit ;  and  that  I  must  keep  an  ineet- 
sant  watcli,  not  only  over  my  words  and  actions, 
but  over  my  very  thoughts. 

Fortunately  tlie  constraint  which  I  deprecated 
proved  salutary  to  me ;  by  dint  of  endeavouring  to 
delude  others,  I  ended  by  deceiving  myself;  by 
doubting  if  I  had  not  exaggerated  my  trials ;  and 
whether  dissipation  and  self-indulgence  might  not 
overcome  the  vapours  by  which  I  had  so  long  suf- 
fered myself  to  be  oppressed. 

I  resolved  to  solve  the  problem,  and  I  succeeded. 
My  melancholy  would  have  experienced  no  sym- 
pathy ;  my  satisfied  vanity  and  ready  partnership 
in  pleasure  made  me  welcome  to  every  one.  I  be- 
came gradually  less  inclined,  even  when  alone,  to 
indulge  in  those  long  fits  of  weeping  which  dinuned 
my  eyes  and  clouded  my  complexion ;  I  found  my- 
self speculating  upon  my  probable  success  in  such 
or  such  a  dress  ;  endeavouring  to  recall  cerfcais 
words  and  looks  of  admiration  which  had  been  di- 
rected towards  me  during  the  preceding  day;  in 
short,  although  I  occasionally  sighed,  partly  fion 
real  regret,  and  partly  from  long-acquired  habits 
my  woman-nature  was  once  more  thorondily 
aroused;  and  although  I  am  quite  sure  that  I 
never  should  have  been  induced  to  make  the  ac- 
knowledgment, I  was  comparatively  hi^py.  Tbe 
image  of  Devereux  was  not  obliterated,  but  it  had 
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become  much  less  distinct.  The  letters  of  Sir 
James  were  no  longer  a  mere  matter  of  course,  but 
a  necessary  ingredient  of  my  existence.  They  were 
filled  with  comments  upon  my  own  beauty  and  at- 
tractions ;  and  they  kept  my  vanity,  and  conse- 
quently my  amiability,  at  the  culminating  point. 
On  their  receipt  I  regularly  communicated  them  to 
Lady  Madelaine ;  not  from  any  principle  of  de- 
ference or  duty ;  I  do  not  wish  to  affect  a  virtue 
which  I  did  not  possess,  but  in  order  that  she 
might  see  and  understand  the  price  at  which  my 
personal  merits  were  held  by  the  husband  upon 
whom  she  had  compelled  me  to  bestow  them. 

My  good-humour  returned  ;  my  accomplish- 
ments were  once  more  exerts  for  the  amusement 
of  my  mother'^s  guests  ;  I  was  declared  to  be  more 
charming  than  ever,  and  Sir  James  the  happiest  of 
men,  who  could  never  be  sufficiently  grateful  for 
the  concession  I  had  made.  All  this  was  charming. 
Lady  Madelaine,  adopting  the  tone  of  her  com- 
pany,  was  kind,  and  even  confidential ;  Lord  Otter- 
ford  gallant  and  attentive.  I  was  the  lion  of  the 
house.  No  wonder  that  I  rapidly  regained  my 
health,  and,  as  a  natural  consequence,  the  freshness 
and  beauty  of  which  my  previous  languor  had 
deprived  me. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

I  was  awakened  one  morning  by  the  unnsiially 
abrupt  entrance  of  Josephine. 

*'  You  have  disturbed  me;"  I  said  eomewhil 
iuipatieutly ;  ''  are  there  any  letters  T 

''  No,  miladi,^'*  answered  the  aoohretCe,  anmoTed 
by  my  pettishness  ;  ^^  but  Sir  James  has  just  ar- 
rived, and  I  thought  it  my  duty  to  infcrm  miladi 
at  once.**^ 

I  ought  not  to  have  felt  surprised ;  he  had  al- 
ready informed  me  of  the  period  of  his  return,  but 
the  effect  of  her  words  was  painfhL  My  fedingi 
were  so  contradictory,  so  various,  that  I  eonld  not 
disentangle  them.  I  tried  to  believe  thst  I  re- 
joiced at  his  advent ;  it  terminated  my  aingnkr 
state  of  bridal  widowhood,  and  emancipated  me 
altogether  from  my  mother^s  authority  i  but  still  I 
could  not  conceal  from  myself  thafc  I  Ittd  wilfiiOy 
closed  my  eyes  to  its  occunenoe,  and  would  gladly 
have  deferred  it.    Fortunately  for  me,  Lady  Made- 
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laine,  conscious  of  the  part  which  she  had  acted, 
suspected  something  of  the  truth,  and  contrived 
that  I  should  have  ample  time  to  recover  my  self- 
possession. 

My  first  meeting  with  Domton  took  place  in  my 
dressing-room.  He  was  all  rapture  and  affection. 
He  had  succeeded  perfectly  in  the  business  which 
took  him  to  Ireland ;  and  only  returned,  as  he 
declared,  to  find  me  a  thousand  times  more  lovely 
than  when  we  parted.  My  mother  soon  broke  in 
upon  our  interview ;  she  had  never  been  more  wel- 
come. She  congratulated  Sir  James  upon  the 
recovery  of  a  property  supposed  to  be  lost  to  him  ; 
insisted  upon  his  thanks  for  the  care  which  she 
had  taken  of  his  melancholy  little  wife  ;  and  finally 
regretted  that  the  influx  of  visitors  at  Woodville 
had  driven  away  Miss  Domton ;  who  departed  to 
her  country  lodging,  laden  with  a  costly  diamond 
ring,  upon  which  she  evidently  set  not  the  slightest 
value,  and  an  embrace  as  cold  as  the  jewel.  I 
parted  from  her,  as  1  had  met  her,  without  a  sigh. 

I  was  somewhat  startled  to  hear  that  a  large 
party  were  to  meet  at  Woodville  that  very  day,  in 
honour  of  Dornton'^s  return,  when  our  marriage 
was  to  be  publicly  announced.  The  intelligence 
was  evidently  welcome  to  him ;  but  it  was  &r  less 
so  to  me.  After  the  agitation  occasioned  by  his 
return,   1  should  have  preferred  the  comparative 
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quiet  of  our  hojne-circle.  There  was,  however,  no 
alternative,  and  I  accordingly  sabmitted  with  the 
best  grace  I  could  assume ;  only  atipolating  that, 
until  the  dinner-bell  had  rung,  I  should  be  per- 
mitted to  remain  undisturbed  in  my  own  apart- 
ments. As  this  arrangement  also  excluded  Sir 
James,  I  had  to  combat  for  awhile  his  loYor-like 
expostulations ;  but,  as  Lady  Madelaine,  anxknis 
that  I  should  appear  to  advantage,  which  she  well 
knew  could  not  be  the  case  if  my  temper  were  too 
sorely  tried,  condescended  to  second  my  wishes,  I 
soon  dismissed  him  to  the  guests,  and  sat  down  to 
ponder  in  solitude  over  the  trying  position  in  which 
I  was  about  to  be  placed,  before  the  unsympa- 
thizing  circle  which  had  been  gathered  together  at 
VVoodville. 

The  first  ])erson  upon  whom  my  eyes  fell,  as  I 
entered  the  dining-room  on  the  arm  of  Sir  James, 
was  Mr.  Curties ;  and  I  felt  confused  and  diseon- 
certed  as  he  advanc-ed  to  greet  me.  My  delicacy 
was,  however,  palpably  mistimed,  for  the  worthy 
member  for was  as  calm,  as  stifi^  and  as  rec- 
tangular as  ever.  He  even  smiled,  as  he  glanced 
from  me  to  Domton,  and  uttered  a  few  words  of 
congratulation.  1  was  lost  in  aouisement !  I  did 
not  possess  the  solution  of  the  riddle,  and  I  was 
deeply  mortified.  This  num,  according  to  Lady 
Madelaine,  had  loved  me,  or,  at  least,  had  been 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  297 

dazzled  by  ray  attractions,  and  under  the  influ- 
ence of  such  feelings  had  sought  my  hand,  and 
been  rejected ;  yet  now,  only  a  few  months  later, 
as  if  to  convince  me  of  the  transitory  effect  of  my 
personal  merits,  he  met  me  as  another^s  bride,  with 
a  smile  about  his  lips,  and  a  compliment  upon  his 
tongue.  What  a  lesson  did  this  appear  to  be  tu 
my  vanity  and  self-love  ! 

The  annoyance  was,  however,  soon  forgotten  in 
the  flattering  comments  and  congratulations  of 
the  other  guests,  among  whom  I  was  glad  to  re- 
mark the  good  rector  and  his  pretty  daughter,  who 
was  duly  adorned  with  her  bridal  pearls.  I  could 
not  forbear,  even  thus  publicly,  pressing  my  lips 
to  her  bright  cheek,  which  crimsoned  with  delight ; 
while  Sir  James,  who  appeared  determined  to  dis- 
cover a  compliment  to  himself  in  every  one  of  my 
actions,  paid  me  back  my  courtesy  by  raising  my 
fingers  to  his  lips.  I  could  not  forbear  from  time 
to  time,  during  the  dinner,  which  to  me  seemed 
painfully  protracted,  glancing  at  Mr.  Curties,  in 
order  to  discover  if  he  preserved  his  equanimity. 
I  saw  not  the  slightest  change.  He  ate  and 
drank  in  perfect  composure ;  and  occasionally  con- 
descended to  address  a  remark  to  Miss  Grenvel, 
who  sat  beside  him,  evidently  in  awe.  There  was 
not  one  symptom  of  uneasiness  to  console  my 
rufiled  vanity.     It  was  altogether  inexplicable. 

0  5 
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The  devotion  of  Domton  knew  no  bounds.  He 
seemed  to  challenge  the  envj  and  congntobitioiis 
of  all  around  him.  He  thanked  me  in  the  most 
gallant  manner  for  the  magnifioent  toilette  which  I 
had  made  upon  what  he  was  pleased  to  call  ovr 
wedding-day ;  affecting  to  fi>i]get  that  a  woman  findi 
such  a  duty  at  all  times  both  easy  and  pleasant ; 
and  as  both  my  mother  and  Lord  Otterfbid  were 
equally  complimentary  on  the  sabjeet  of  my  ap- 
pearance, I  was  glad  to  be  oonvineed  that  my 
dressing-glass  had  not  deceived  me. 

For  the  first  time  I  felt  that  I  had  attained  the 
object  of  my  earliest  ambition;  I  divided  the 
suffrages  of  the  cirde  with  Lady  Madehune ;  and 
1  had,  moreover,  the  triumph  of  knowing  that  I 
liad  even  over  her  the  advantages  of  greater  youth 
and  greater  novelty.  I  was  no  longer  flattered  and 
pampered  as  a  beautiful  child;  I  had  taken  my 
position  in  society,  and  my  successes  must  be 
henceforth  based  upon  my  womanly  qualities.  I 
thought  not  once  of  Devereux  throughoat  the  even- 
ing. The  incense  that  was  so  profusely  offiarod  at 
my  shrine  oppressed  my  brain,  and  centied  all  my 
feelings  in  self  The  past  and  the  futore  were  alike 
shrouded  in  vapour,  and  I  lived  only  in  the 
present. 

The  whole  of  the  evening,  until  the  departure  of 
such  of  our  guests  as  resided  in  the  neigfabouriiood. 
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was  occupied  in  music,  and  in  the  examination  of 
the  numerous  and  costly  marriage  presents  which 
were  awaitincr  me  in  the  saloon.  In  vain  did  I 
volunteer  my  services  at  the  harp,  and  my  voice  in 
a  trio  ;  neither  Sir  James  nor  Lady  Madelaine 
would  permit  me  to  use  so  much  exertion  in  my 
invalid  state.  I  had  suddenly  awakened  in  a  new 
world — in  a  sort  of  gilded  Utopia  !  So  I  remained 
throned  upon  my  sofa,  playing  with  the  jewels  and 
toys  scattered  around  me,  content  to  look  and 
listen  to  the  performances  of  those  whose  health 
was,  for  the  moment,  tacitly  understood  to  be  less 
valuable  than  my  own. 

We  remained  the  whole  summer  at  Woodville ; 
but  I  had. not  been  a  bride  more  than  a  few  months, 
when  I  expressed  to  Lady  Madelaine  the  desire 
which  I  felt  to  pay  a  visit  to  my  sister. 

^'  What  will  Sir  James  think  of  so  strange  a 
whim  V  she  asked  drily. 

"  Do  you  then  consider  it  extraordinary,^  I 
demanded  in  my  turn,  *'  that  I  should  wish  to  see 
Adela  after  the  change  which  has  taken  place  in 
my  situation  2  You  are  aware,  madam,  that  I 
endeavoured  to  induce  her  to  become  my  guest, 
which,  for  some  reason  of  which  I  am  ignorant,  she 
declined.  I  confess  that  I  felt  deeply  hurt,  but 
still  I  cannot  forget  that  she  is  my  sister;  smd  that. 
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in  her  present  exile,  she  may  well  expect  so  aimple 
a  courtesy  from  me."" 

'^  Your  delicacy  is  somewhat  wire-drawn,  Eye- 
leeu  ;''  retorted  Lady  Madelaine ;  "  however,  you 
are  yet  a  bride,  and  must  consequently,  I  suppose, 
b('  indulged  in  your  caprices.  Fortunately,  the 
long  and  fatiguing  journey  to  Bookaley  will  be 
spared,  for  Adela  has  been  for  the  last  few  we^ 
tlie  inhabitant  of  my  villa  at  Putney.**^ 

''  And  why  was  so  simple  a  circumstance  kept 
secret  from  me  V* 

"•  Because  it  grew  out  of  a  speculation  of  a  graver 
nature.  Because  Adela  had  just  conceived  one  of 
those  extraordinary  whims  which  cannot  be  ex- 
plained by  any  rational  argument ;  bat  to  which, 
young  as  she  is,  she  adheres  with  a  tenacity  that 
my  will  has  entirely  &iled  to  weaken ;  and  as,  I 
confess  to  you,  the  fatigue  of  so  wretched  a  con- 
tention is  greater  than  I  am  willing  to  encounter,  I 
have  at  last  consented  to  yield— under  certain  re- 
strictions/'' 

How  well  I  recognised  the  iron  nature  of  my 
sister  in  this  immutalHlity  of  purpose.  "  And  what, 
then,  is  this  strange  fimcy  T  I  asked  eagerly. 

Lady  Madelaine  shrugged  her  shoulden.  '^  In 
the  first  place,  I  believe  you  are  not  yet  aware  that 
the   relative  who   inherited   the  title  and  estates 
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of  my  poor  father  has  formed  the  somewhat  Quix- 
otic project  of  disencumbering  the  property  of 
certain  rather  extensive  mortgages ;  and,  in  aid  of 
this  endeavour,  finding  that  his  obligations  both  as 
a  peer  and  a  landlord  were  greater  than  he  wished 
to  encounter,  lie  purposes  to  live  abroad  with  all 
his  family  for  the  next  few  years,  and  to  let  the 
Castle  during  that  time,  retaining  the  land  under 
the  superintendence  of  a  bailiff.  Now,  Miss  Adela 
Tilden, — having,  as  it  has  since  appeared,  through 
the  medium  of  Lady  Flora,  been  in  correspondence 
with  the  Earl,  and  ascertained,  that  to  one  of  his 
own  connections,  who  will,  of  course,  appear  only 
as  his  guest,  he  will  cede  Glenfillan  Castle  at  a  very 
small  rent — has,  child  as  she  is,  been  continually, 
from  the  period  of  your  betrothal,  when  she  found 
that  all  chance  of  your  returning  to  reside  at 
Booksley  was  at  an  end,  importuning  me  to  hire 
the  place,  and  to  allow  her  to  make  it  her  home, 
under  the  guardianship  of  Lady  Flora.'^ 

"  Her  home  V-  I  exclaimed  aghast  j  "  can  she 
seriously  ask  you  to  allow  her  to  bury  herself  alive 
at  her  age  in  so  remote  a  spot !  Does  she  forget 
that  there  will  be  a  long  future;  and  that  her 
proper  home,  while  she  remains  unmarried,  is  under 
the  roof  of  her  mother  ?'** 

*'  I  have  both  said  and  written  all  that  and  much 
more  ;****  coldly  replied  Lady  Madelaine ;  "  but  I 
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"you  are  just  touching  upon  the  circumstance 
which  I  was  about  to  explain.  How  will  you 
laugh,  Eveleen ;  you,  young,  rich,  courted,  and 
beloved,  when  I  tell  you  that  the  mere  girl  who 
calls  you  sister,  and  who  shares,  or  might  share, 
all  your  advantages,  save  indeed  as  regards  beauty, 
firmly  believes  that  she  has  taken  the  world  in 
abhorrence — or  rather,  to  follow  her  own  text  more 
closely — that  she  holds  it  in  contempt :  and  when 
I  even  went  so  far  as  to  hint  that  I  might  possibly, 
in  a  few  months,  when  I  had  seen  you  fairly  settled 
at  the  head  of  your  own  establishment,  call  her  to 
town,  and  give  her  every  advantage  of  which  she  is 
susceptible,  she  peremptorily  declared  that  she 
would  never  be  taken  to  London  alive,  to  be  intro- 
duced to  the  frivolous  and  heartless  society  of  what 
was  called  the  fashionable  world ;  that  it  was  not 
made  for  her,  nor  she  for  it ;  and  that  conse- 
quently she  put  it  to  myself  whether  she  should  not 
be  less  obnoxious  to  me,  and  less  burthensome  to 
herself  at  Glenfillan  than  at  Rooksley.'*'' 

"  She  must  be  mad  I^**  I  murmured  unconsciously. 

"  Perhaps  so.  At  all  events,  she  is  incompre- 
hensible. Nothing  will  bend  her  will.  Sick  of  the 
struggle,  as  I  have  already  told  you,  I  have  at 
last  yielded ;  and  she  is  at  present  at  Putney  with 
Lady  Flora,  making  purchases  of  spelling-books 
and  grammars  for  a  school  which  she  is  to  found. 
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auJ  committing  sundry  other  follies  of  the  same 
des^cription.  As  I  have  declined  all  farther  inter* 
iercuco  with  so  impracticable  a  young  lady,  I  have 
offered  neither  comment  nor  hindrance  to  her  last 
request,  that  she  may  be  allowed  to  proceed  to 
Scotland  early  in  the  ensuing  month.^ 

'"•  1  must  lose  no  time,  then,  in  reaching  Putney  ;^ 
1  said,  involuntarily  rising  from  my  chair,  as  thou^ 
preparing  to  depart  on  the  instant. 

' '  Resume  your  seat  ;^  said  Lady  Madelaine,  calmly 
motioning  me  again  to  her  side ;  '^  are  you  quite  sure 
that  Adola  partakes  your  eagerness  for  this  meet- 
ing S  Do  you  feel  satisfied  that  you  mil  be  a 
welcome  visitor  f' 

"  Why  should  I  doubt  it!  I  have  never  injured 
my  sister.'*^ 

Lady  Madelaine  bit  her  lip,  and  for  a  moment 
appeared  disconcerted ;  but  she  soon  conquered  the 
feeling,  from  whatever  impulse  it  arose ;  and  con- 
tinued with  an  arch  smile :  '^  You  know  the 
Italian  proverb : 

'  Chi  cerca  quel  che  non  dovrebbe 
Trova  quel  che  non  vorzebbe:* 

however,  I  will  make  no  attempt  to  dissuade  yon* 
from  your  purpose ;  one  thing,  nevertheless,  you 
must  remember,  Eveleen— *" 

''  What  can  prevent  my  perfbrmaiioe  of  what  I 
now  consider  actually  as  a  duty  T  I  exolaimed ; 
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"  who  can  say,  even  young  as  we  both  are,  that 
we  may  ever  meet  again  V 

"  I  repeat.  Lady  Domton,  that  in  so  far  as  I  am 
concerned,  I  advance  no  objection  to  your  wish ;  but 
you  are  quite  forgetting  that  you  have  a  husband, 
and  that  he  may  not  approve  of  your  repeating 
your  advances  to  a  younger  sister,  by  whom  they 
have  ah-eady  been  repulsed/^ 

"  Sir  James  object !"  I  retorted ;  with  all  the 
scorn  of  a  spoiled  beauty  ;  *'  oh,  no ;  that  is, 
indeed,  improbable :  I  am  by  no  means  prepared 
for  any  such  opposition/^ 

''  Possibly  ;  and  yet  such  things  are."*** 

'^  Not  in  a  case  like  mine.  I  assuredly  did  not 
become  the  wife  of  Sir  James  Domton  to  be  con- 
signed once  more  to  the  nursery.  I  shall  request 
him  to  be  ready  to  accompany  me  to  town  the  day 
after  to-morrow." 

"  To  town  V  echoed  the  voice  of  my  husband, 
who  at  the  instant  entered  the  room  ;  "do  I  hear 
the  fair  and  fashionable  Lady  Domton  threatening 
to  go  up  to  tow^n,  when  no  one  is  to  be  seen  there 
but  drapers  and  dustmen  V 

"  Why,  not  precisely,  not  completely,  not 
avowedly  f  I  answered  in  the  same  gay  tone ;  "  my 
fair  and  fashionable  ladyship  contemplates  qply  the 
negative  enormity  of  Putney,  to  visit  her  somewhat 
moonstruck  sister;   and  to  endeavour,  by  a  less 
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adyenturous  journey  than  that  of  Orlando,  to  win 
back  her  wits  again.^ 

I  expected  at  least  a  amile  in  reward  of  my  banter, 
but,  to  my  extreme  surprise,  as  I  raised  my  eyes 
to  meet  it,  I  saw  Sir  Jamea  exchange  an  alarmed 
and  rapid  glance  with  my  mother,  while  for  a 
moment  the  blood  forsook  his  cheek  and  lipa ;  Lady 
Madelaiue,  however,  was  as  calm  as  ever.  She 
had  not  been  taken  by  surprise. 

'^  Is  it  not  a  wild  whimT  she  asked,  with  a 
smile. 

''  But  Eveleen  will  not  persist  ;^  and  he  began 
playfully  to  smooth  down  my  ringlets. 

'^  Do  not  mistake  me.  Sir  James  f"  I  said,  per- 
fectly restored  to  seriousness ;  ^^  I  feel  that  I  ought 
to  see  my  sister  before  she  leaves  England.  She  ii 
not  happy—-'*' 

"  Not  happy  V 

'^  Assuredly  not,  or  she  never  would  have  formed 
so  extreme  a  resolution.  She  does  not  understand 
what  she  so  lightly  rejects.  I  am  resolved  to  use 
the  influence  I  possess — ^ 

'^  The  influence  you  possess  r* 

''  Even  so ;  not  only  in  dissuading  her  from  a 
project  so  extravagant,  but  also  by  inducing  her  to 
confide  to  me— ^ 

"  Confide  to  you  r 

''  Really,  Sir  James,^  I  exdaimed  rathw  pet- 
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tishly,  ''  one  would  imagine  that  we  were  rehecursing 
a  scene  from  Othello  ;  vou  echo  all  mv  words.*^ 

••  And  no  wonder,*"  said  my  mother,  coming 
skilfhlly  to  the  rescae ;  **  Domton,  knowing  what 
he  does  of  Adela,  may  weU  be  astonished  on  hearing 
yon  talk  of  possessing  an  influence  over  her,  and  of 
inducing  her  to  make  you  her  confidante.^ 

''  I  am,  indeed,  thoroughly  amazed ;""  acquiesced 
Sir  James  ;  ^^  for  I  believed  her  to  be  utterly  in- 
vulnerable to  either  advice  or  sympathy .""^ 

I  was  not  satisfied  with  this  weU-acted  explana- 
tion. It  was  evident  that  there  was  some  mystery 
connected  with  the  removal  of  my  sister,  which  was 
to  remain  a  secret  from  me.  I  even  suspected  that 
it  was  not  voluntai^',  but  had  grown  out  of  the 
scarcely-disguised  and  invincible  dislike  which  I 
had  long  known  Lady  Madelaine  to  entertain  to- 
wards her.  All  that  had  passed,  therefore,  only 
the  more  firmly  determined  me  not  to  yield.  I 
could  derive  no  advantage  from  this  concession  to 
my  sister^s  pride ;  and  of  this  she  must  be  aware. 
I  was,  consequently,  not  without  hope  that  this 
consideration  on  my  part  might  indeed  induce  her 
to  unbend,  and  to  explain  to  me  her  real  motives 
for  so  strange  a  resolution  as  that  which  I  had  just 
heard  attributed  to  her  own  free  will.  .  Judging 
from  my  own  experience,  I  knew  that  there  were 
moments  in  which  the  heart  was  relieved  by  im- 
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parting  its  ^iof ;  might  this  not  be  her  case  now, 
when  she  was  on  the  eve  of  separation  from  her 
family  I  The  mystification  which  I  had  detected 
irritated  and  disheartened  me  $  I  felt  as  thoogb 
it  involved  a  return  of  the  mental  vassalage  that  I 
loathed  ;  and  I  pledged  myself  to  my  own  heart  to 
be  on  this  occasion  as  finn  as  Adda  herself. 

''  You  will  accompany  me,  Sir  James  P  I  said 
suddenly,  in  a  tone  completely  devoid  of  doubt. 

''  I  regret  that  it  will  be  utterly  impossible  for 
nie  to  do  so  f"  answered  my  husband,*  in  an  accent 
as  decided  as  ray  own ;  ^'  and  in  that  fifust,  my 
sweet  Evcleen,  lies  the  whole  secret  of  my  annoy- 
ance at  your  project.^ 

''  I  thought  that  you  were  an  idle  man,  with  no 
more  serious  business  on  hand  than  that  of  obliging 
your  wife/"' 

'^  Would  that  it  were  so ;  but  that  vile  Irish 
affair  '  drags  its  slow  length  along,''  and  will  admit 
of  no  neglect  on  my  part  just  at  present.^ 

'^  Fortunately;^'*  I  said,  considerably  provoked; 
''I  am  no  coward.  With  my  own  maid,  and  a 
couple  of  men-servants,  I  shall  be  perfectly  and 
correctly  attended.*" 

''  Eveleen  ;'*"  exclaimed  Sir  James ;  ^^  not  for  ten 
thousand  worlds  would  I  consent  to  such  a  scheme."" 

^'  You  shall  not  be  asked  to  do  so  j"*^  said  my 
mother ;  ''  I  will  accompany  Lady  Domton.^ 
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He  thanked  her  somewhat  gravely,  for  he  evi- 
dently desired  that  the  journey  should  be  aban- 
doned altogether.  He  complained  of  my  coldness 
in  leaving  him  to  visit  a  sister  who  had  never  shown 
me  the  slightest  affection  ;  talked  of  the  ungenial 
season,  and  my  recent  illness ;  in  short,  tried  all 
means  of  altering  my  resolution,  but  without  effect. 
Had  not  my  suspicions  been  aroused,  he  would 
probably  have  succeeded ;  but,  as  it  was,  his  miilti- 
plied  objections  only  strengthened  my  purpose.  My 
pride  revolted  when  it  whispered  that,  in  some  way 
or  other,  I  had  been  made  a  dupe. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

I  did  not  thoroughly  recover  my  temper  until  I 
found  myself  in  the  carriage  which  was  to  convey 
my  mother  and  myself  to  Putney.  During  the 
brief  interval  which  had  elapsed  between  making 
tlie  arrangement  and  seeing  it  realized.  Sir  James 
had  exhausted  himself  in  affectionate  attentions, 
which  I  received  coldly  and  with  suspicion  ;  for  I 
at  once  discovered  that  he  still  entertained  the  hope 
of  clian^^ing  my  resolution.  I  felt  like  a  mariner 
about  to  explore  an  unknown  shoal ;  and  I  looked 
to  my  sister  to  supply  the  sounding-line. 

Once  in  the  carriage,  even  before  we  had  left  the 
grounds,  and  while  the  touch  of  Domton^s  lips  was 
still  warm  upon  my  cheek,  I  recovered  my  equani- 
mity, and  commenced  a  conversation  with  Lady 
Madelaine,  by  sincerely  thanking  her  for  the  consi- 
deration which  had  induced  her  to  become  my  com- 
panion ;  a  concession  to  which  I  was  the  more 
sensible,  as  my  husband  had  fiuled  to  emulate  it. 
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''  You  were  unreasonable  to  expect  so  much, 
Eveleen ;''''  she  said  in  reply.  '*  Men  detest  the 
lachrymosities  of  soi-dUatU  broken-hearted  young 
ladies ;  and  Sir  James,  charming  as  he  is,  is  never- 
theless only  mortal.^^ 

''  But  if  Adela  be,  as  you  imply,  broken-hearted, 
you  must  surely  also  be  aware  of  the  cause  of  her 


sorrow." 


^^  A  purely  false  deduction.  I  only  know  that 
she  has  succeeded  in  making  her  very  name  odious 
to  me  ;  and  that  I  shall  rejoice  when  I  know  that 
she  is  safely  housed  at  Glenfillau.''^ 

"  How  long  ago  was  it,  did  you  say,  since  she 
first  made  the  request  V 

"  Several  months ;  I  really  forget  the  precise 
period ;  it  was  about  the  commencement  of  your 
illness.'*'* 

"  At  the  time  of  my  betrothal  ?" 

''  Somewhat  later ;  and  it  was  to  endeavour  to 
make  her  hear  reason  that  I  urged  on  your  mar- 
riage, and  left  you  so  abruptly  at  Woodville. 
Instead  of  proceeding  at  once  to  town.  Lord  Otter- 
ford  and  myself  travelled  to  Booksley  ill  affected 
as  I  was  towards  such  a  journey ;  and  as  I 
found  that  nothing  but  coercion  would  enable  me  to 
overcome  her  wishes,  and  that  I  did  not  possess 
the  slightest  authority  over  her,  unless  I  conde- 
scended to  have  recourse  to  force,  we  decided  that 
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she  must  be  treated  like  an  embryo-lunatic  as  she 
is,  and  indulged  in  her  whim  until  she  herself 
wearies  of  it.  Having  come  to  this  determination. 
Lord  Otterford  consented  to  remain  a  week  at 
Rooksley,  while  Lady  Flora  and  her  amiable  charge 
made  their  parting  arrangements,  in  order  that  thqr 
might  have  his  protection  upon  the  road  ;  and,  as 
their  domestication  in  Grosvenor  Square  daring 
the  season  was  of  course  not  to  be  thought  o^  we 
decided  upon  settling  them  at  Putney  until  thrir 
departure  for  Scotland."" 

^'  You  think,  then,  that  it  is  a  mere  temporair 
caprice  V 

^'  I  judge  like  a  rational  being,  and  cannot  iroa- 
ffine  otherwise." 

''  It  is,  at  least,  very  singular,'*^  I  remarked, 
'^  that  such  an  extraordinaiy  circumstance  should 
never  Iiave  been  mentioned  to  me.  Has  no  one 
save  yourself  and  Lord  Otterford  been  made  ac- 
quainted with  it !" 

'^  You  must  have  seen  that  it  was  known  to  Sir 
James." 

'^  Ah,  true  !  It  was  evidently  no  secret  to  him; 
smd  may  I  ask  if  he  favoured  your  compliance 
with  the  wishes  of  my  sister  P 

^'  He  very  properly  declined  to  offer  any  opinioa 
whatever  upon  the  subject."" 

"And  Lord  Otterford  r 
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"  Very  naturally  felt  with,  and  for  me  ;  as  did  all 
the  friends  whom  I  considered  it  expedient  to  con- 
sult. It  would,  as  a  matter  of  course,  have  been 
named  to  you,  had  I  not  been  anxious^  during  your 
illness,  to  save  you  from  annoyance  of  every  de- 
scription ;  and  subsequently  also,  but  that  I 
thooght  it  likely  to  throw  a  gloom  over  your  meet- 
ing with  your  husband/"* 

"  How  was  it  calculated  to  do  this,  and  why 
•should  it  produce  such  an  effect  T^  I  asked 
earnestly. 

"  On  my  honour.  Lady  Domton,  vous  excedez  r"* 
exclaimed  my  mother  pettishly ;  "  you  catechize  like 
the  teacher  of  a  Sunday-school,  and  seem  to  forget 
that  my  nerves  are  not  made  of  iron.  Pray  let  me 
sleep  off  the  irritating  effects  of  our  abrupt  and  unin- 
teresting di^ogue.  Believe  me,  your  sister  will 
soon  convince  you  that  she  is  not  worthy  of  such  a 
waste  of  words.**^ 

Of  course  I  was  silenced,  for  I  still  stood  in  too 
much  awe  of  Lady  Madelaine  to  brave  her  displea- 
sure ;  and  although  I  felt  convinced  that  she  only 
sought  to  avoid  an  explanation,  I  was,  consequently 
compelled  to  content  myself  throughout  the  re- 
mainder of  the  journey  with  the  companionship  of 
my  own  thoughts ;  for  while  we  were  upon  the 
road,  she  perseveringly  slept,  or  affected  to  sleep  ; 
and  when  we  alighted,  she  flung  herself  into  an 

VOL.  II.  p 


-mil  III  (iroiivi 
<(iipstioii,  we 
It  early  clesertf 
despatched  to 
our  intention  < 
When  I  aw 
ing  of  positive 
Adeta,  indeed 
about  to  loam 
bogan  to  regref 
trial ;  but,  no' 
strengtli  in  m; 
my  emotion  tn 
take  advantage 
turn  to  WoodT 
Having  com 
unusual  interea 
costly  moniing- 
about  a  labour 
its  effect  upon 


A  PRETTY  WOMAN.  315 

to  iny  sister ;   and  I  was  still  engaged  in  so  doing, 
when  Lady  Madelaine  entered  the  room. 

"  For  whom  are  you  preparing  those  presents  V 
she  asked,  as  her  eye  fell  upon  the  ornaments. 

'*  For  my  sister.**' 

"  It  is  useless  f**  she  said  gravely  ;  "  Miss  Tilden 
is  too  high-minded  to  find  pleasure  in  such  toys  : 
do  not  draw  down  an  aifront  upon  yourself.^'' 

*'  Surely  I  need  apprehend  no  insult  where  I 
mean  only  kindness  V 

"  Do  as  you  will — take  them  in  your  hand  ; 
you  will  be  the  most  proper  judge  of  the  expedi- 
ency of  suggesting  their  acceptance."" 

I  was  already  half  convinced  that  it  would  be 
useless.  I  knew  how  easily  my  sister's  pride  was 
roused ;  and,  with  a  sigh  of  regret,  I  silently  con- 
signed them  once  more  to  my  dressing-case,  and 
followed  Lady  Madelaine  down  stairs. 

Not  a  word  passed  between  us,  until  we  reached 
Putney.  I  was  all  dread,  curiosity,  and  agitation, 
and  in  no  mood  for  conversation  ;  while  my  mother 
had  doubtlessly  her  own  memories  to  occupy  her 
thouo:hts. 

Despite  all  the  coldness  with  which  she  had 
treated  me  since  we  parted,  my  sister,  when  she 
entered  the  room  on  our  arrival,  was  so  pale,  so 
wasted,  and  so  changed,  that  I  could  not  control 
my  emotion,  and  the  tears  streamed  fVom  my  eyes. 

p2 


-{ 1 6  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF 

"Are  you  weeping  over  me,  Ladj  Dorntonr 
slio  asked  calmly.  "  Yoa  are  fortunate  if  you  eao 
afford  to  weep  for  others." 

•'  Oh,  Adela,  why  have  yoa  arged  Lady  Made- 
laiiie  to  allow  your  banishment  f"  I  exclaimed,  as  I 
seized  lior  hand  ;  "  I  have  but  just  learned  the 
unwelcome  news  of  this  intended  departure ;  and 
ovoii  now  can  scarcely  credit  that  it  is  in  compli* 
pliance  with  your  own  inish."" 

"  Why  should  you  not  believe  it  V*  and  as  she 
spr)ke,  she  seated  herself  quietly  beside  me ;  **  voa 
are  not  i(]rnorant  that  the  human  heart  is  subject  to 
extraordinary  changes." 

T  felt  the  point  of  the  remark,  and  my  cheek 
flushed.     Lady  Madelaine,  who   saw  that  I  was 
hurt,  addressed  some  common-place  observation  to 
my  sister,  who  made  a  brief  reply,  and  a  pause  to 
me  more  painful  than  even  the  most  bitter  sarcasm 
ensued.     T  could  not  speak.     Adela  sat  in  silence, 
as  if  awaitin<nr  the  purport  of  a  visit  which  she  had 
evidently  not  desired ;  and  my  mother  threw  her- 
self back  upon  her  sofa,  and  closed  her  eyes.     Thi^ 
spell   was  at  leno^th,  however,   broken   by  Lady 
^f  adolaine  herself,  who,  wearied  by  the  constraint 
to  which  she  had  for  a  moment  submitted,  suddenly 
rose,  declarinor  that  she  had  some  directions  to  give 
to  Lady  Flora. 

This  was,  as  I  thought,  the  crisis  of  my  &te. 
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I  was  dvini:  to  iiiterro<::ate  Adela,  and  tromblinsr  at 
the  idea  of  being  questioned  in  my  tuni. 

We  were  no  sooner  alone  than  niv  sister  turneti 
upon  me  a  long  and  searching  look  which  stvmed 
to  penetrate  my  very  heart. 

"  Are  you  happy  C  she  asked  abruptly. 

"  I  have  submitted  to  circumstances,  2Uid  mv 
reason  tells  me  to  deduce  what  profit  I  may  from 
my  submission."^ 

'•  Answer  me  more  frankly — are  you  happy  r 

*"  Yes — almost — at  least  I  am  not  otherwise."' 

*^  Sir  James  loves  vou  then  P 

'•  Devotedly  ;  of  that,  at  least,  1  am  convinced." 

"  And  you  T 


fci 


Me !— I— ^ 


''  Why  do  you  hesitate  ?  Does  not  the  huslMUul 
whom  you  have  chosen  appear  to  justify  your  aftec- 
tion  r 

I  was  perfectly  unprepared  for  such  an  atta(*k  uh 
this,  and  knew  not  with  what  arms  to  ropel  it. 
The  difficulty  roused  my  temper,  and  anger  lent  me 
courage.  Not  only  did  I  acknowledge  the  love 
which  I  believed  that  I  felt  for  Doniton,  but  1 
exaggerated  his  good  qualities,  and  the  devotion 
and  self-abnegation  which  he  had  displayed  in  the 
indulgence  of  all  my  tastes  and  wishes.  I  was 
almost  eloquent. 

'^  Spare  me  the  details  of  his  perfections  f  Haid 
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"  Ha !  you  imao^ned  that  such  was  my  case.**' 

"  I  did." 

"  You  reasoned  upon  your  own  experience ; 
nothing  could  be  more  natural.  Nevertheless,  you 
were  wrong,  as  you  will  ever  be  when  you  try  my 
actions  by  the  same  test.  Lady  Madelaine  has 
employed  no  authority  to  induce  what  you  have, 
somewhat  romantically,  termed  my  *•  exile ;'  on  the 
contrary,  I  decided  on  the  step  which  I  am  about 
to  take  at  a  moment  when  your  life  was  considered 
to  be  in  imminent  danger,  and  when,  consequently, 
my  determined  estrangement  from  my  mother 
would  have  rendered  her,  morally,  if  not  actually 
childless ;  and  her  remonstrances  were  compara- 
tively vehement."^ 

"  I  am  lost  in  wonder !"  I  said  dejectedly ; 
*'  how  unjust  have  I  been  in  accusing  Lady  Made- 
laine of  the  sacrifice  to  which  you  have  wilfully 
consigned  yourself.''' 

^'  There  are  sacrifices  of  all  kinds ;"  was  the 
reply ;  "  that  which  I  have  made  is  assuredly  not 
the  contemplated  sojourn  in  Scotland."" 

"  Can  I,  in  any  way,  or  by  any  exertion,  induce 
you  to  abandon  your  design  f 

"  No.'' 

"  I  seem  to  be  surrounded  by  mystery.  Oh, 
Adela,  I  beseech  you — ^" 

^'  To  do  what !     To  explain  to  you  my  motives  t 
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Never.  My  secret  is  my  own,  and  shall  remain 
so,  until — In  sliort,  in  my  tnm,  I  entreat  you  to 
respoct  it — Learn  it  when  you  will,  you  must  repent 
the  knowledoro.^"' 

"  Be  it  what  it  mav,'^  I  retorted  vehemently. 
''  I    condemn    it.      You    have    over-rated    your" 
>tron;;th.     The   existence   which,    as   a   srirl,   was 
tolerable  and  even  pleasant,  will,  at  your  present 
ai]jo,  wither  you  by  its  hopeless  monotony.'*' 

''  I  should  have  judged  so  once;  but  I  then 
mistook  my  true  means  of  happiness.'^ 

''  Happiness  !  Do  you  hope  to  find  it  at  Glen- 
fillan  r 

"  I  .shall  find  what  I  seek ;  tlie  only  benefit 
\vlii(?h  r*an  henceforward  avail  me/"* 

The  words  of  mv  sister  were  so  obscure,  that 
thev  only  increased  my  curiosity.  I  redoubled  mv 
efforts  to  induce  her  to  confide  in  me,  but  she  was 
impenetrable,  and  at  length  lost  her  temper. 

''  You  are  indelicate,  Eveleen  ;""  she  said  haugh- 
tily; "why  do  you  harass  me  with  entreaties, 
when  I  have  declared  that  they  will  be  un- 
availing V 

"  I  will  do  so  no  longer,  since  you  do  not  con- 
sider me  worthy  of  your  confidence  ;  but  let  me  at 
least  entreat  you  not  to  take  so  serious  a  step  without 
seriously  considering  what  may,  and  indeed  most, 
be  its  effect  upon  the  whole  of  your  future  life. 
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^'•>a  kc-'w  n-Jthiog  of  the  worlJ,  or  gf  iu  pleasures ; 
y-a  are  icnorant  of  tlie  happiness  of  Ktviuj;  auJ 
htrius  beloved,  save  in  thei>rv — and  n>niember  what 
bright  ri^ions  you  used  to  evoke — " 

■  Enough  I""  she  ^aid  sternly  ;  '■  I  waiil  uo  advice  ; 
and  even  werr  it  otlierwise,  you  are  the  last  iwrsoii 
to  tvLom  I  should  apply  for  eounsel." 

As  all  my  expressions  had  been  affeetioiiate  u» 
well  a.-  earnest,  1  felt  offended  by  the  tone  whieh 
my  sister  had  assumed ;  and  had  not  Lady  Mai.le- 
laine  at  that  preeise  monieut  n'tunicd,  aecum- 
panied  by  the  happy  Lady  Flora,  who  wnlktHl  into 
the  room  as  though  she  were  already  treading  upon 
heather,  1  fear  this  so  niueh  desinnl  interview 
with  my  sister  would  have  terminated  in  anger  on 
both  sides.  Our  mutual  agitation  did  not  escape  iny 
inotlier,  and  site  appeared  uneasy  and  irn'solute, 
when  I  rose,  and  proposed  that  we  should  return  to 
town.  She  offered  no  opposition,  however  ;  and 
with  a  cold  embrace,  and  hearts  more  estranged 
than  ever,  Adela  and  1  parted. 

We  had  uo  sooner  left  the  villa  than  l.a<ly 
Madelaine,  with  an  anxiety  which  she  vainly  wtnivo 
to  conceal,  hastened  to  inquire  what  could  be  the 
nature  of  the  conversation  which  I  hail  hold  with 
my  sister,  and  by  which  we  liad  both  evidently 
been  so  much  moved  ;    I  told  her  frankly. 

"  Why  do  you  persist  in  so  thankless  on  inter- 
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ference  f  she  asked  impatiently ;  *^  pi^y  penoit 
Miss  Tildcn  to  make  herself  ridiculous  in  her  own 
way,  since  she  has  -determined  to  do  so.  Setting 
aside  tho  consideration  that  yonr  fortune  may, 
hereafter,  be  greatly  benefitted  by  her  obstinacy, 
there  are  a  thousand  other  reasons  which  Quit 
make  her  wrong-headedneas  advantageous  to  yoa. 
Do  you  not  yet  understand  that  your  sister^a  dis- 
position, tastes,  and  prejudices  are  all  calculated  to 
annoy  and  injure  you,  were  you  to  mix  in  the  same 
society?  I  will  oven  warn  you,  moreover,  thst 
private  conversations,  such  as  this  fior  which  yoa 
were  lately  so  eager,  and  which  has  only  tended  to 
wound  and  exasperate  your  feelings,  can  conduce  to 
no  favourable  result ;  and  are  only  calculated  to  pro- 
duce very  disagreeable  effects.  You  will  be  wiie 
to  avoid  them  for  the  foture,  whenever  yoa  are 
flung  together,  and  to  make  the  most  of  the  hiil- 
liaiit  position  you  have  secured,  without  troubling 
yourself  with  the  sickly  fimcies  of  an  imgraciow 
girl." 

I  was  quite  in  the  mood  to  believe  that  she 
was  right ;  and  I  accordingly  pledged  myself  to 
follow  her  advice,  and  to  leave  Adela  to  her  dis- 
content. The  alternative  was,  at  least,  an  esqr 
one ;  and  the  rapture  of  Sir  James  on  my  retm 
to  Woodville  assisted  me  wonderfblly  in  tk 
effort. 
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It  was  really,  therefore,  from  curiosity  at  the 
moment,  and  not  from  any  lingering  remnant  of 
affection,  that  I  one  day  inquired  what  had  become 
of  Devereux  ;  and,  as  a  proof  of  the  perfect  com- 
posure with  which  I  was  able  to  put  the  question, 
I  addressed  it  to  my  husband,  who,  with  a  tact 
and  taste  which  did  him  honour,  answered  as 
calmly  as  myself.  He  had  just  obtained  promotion 
in  his  regiment,  and  was  extremely  zealous  in  his 
military  duties,  to  the  great  edification  of  Sir 
Herbert,  and  the  amusement  of  his  mother.  I 
received  the  intelligence  coldly  enough,  for  I  still 
felt  sufficient  interest  in  him  to  be  piqued  by  his 
marked  and  studious  neglect ;  and  to  experience  a 
little  bitterness  at  the  thought  that  his  love  for 
me  had  been  superseded  by  the  poor  vanity  of 
rising  in  his  profession.  Nevertheless  I  rejoiced 
to  perceive  that  it  did  not  affect  my  feelings  ;  and 
my  heart  bounded,  as  it  whispered  that  I  had  con- 
quered a  weakness,  for  which  his  fickleness  now 
made  me  blush. 

His  fickleness  !  How  amusing  are  the  one- 
sided judgments  of  those  who  will  only  see  one 
phase  of  a  question  !  I  accused  Devereux  of  fickle- 
ness— I,  who  had  become  the  wife  of  another  man, 
and  moreover  of  the  very  man  whom  I  had  long 
professed  alike  to  dislike  and  to  despise.  I  knew 
that  Lady  Madelaine  had  closed  her  doors  against 
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should  produce  in  town«  or  an  expression  of  curi- 

ositv  as  to  how  the  rivalnr  of  my  beauty — and 

•  •  •  • 

such  beauty — would  be  borne  by  the  Ua^ef  belles 
of  the  last  two  seasons.  At  len<2:th,  on  one  occa- 
sion.  I  ventured  to  say  timidly — 

"  ^^'hy  should  we  not  essay  the  experiment  V 

''  Are  vou  serious,  Eveleen  C 

^^  Pourquoi  f>as  ?  I  imaorine  that  we  cannot  re- 
main at  Woodyille  for  ever.''^ 

^^  I  am  <;lad  that  you  have  made  the  obser^'ation, 
dearest  y'^  replied  Domton  eagerly  ;  "  I  will  confess 
to  you  that  it  is  irksome  to  me.  In  short,  it  is  not 
home.  We  have  not  yet  tasted  the  delights  ot 
home,  Eveleen.''^ 

"  You  are  right.  We  will  only  remain  in 
Grosvenor  Square  while  we  decide  upon  a  house ; 
and  then,  Sir  James,  we  will  assert  our  independ- 
ence, and  emancipate  ourselves.**' 

"  Admirably  decided  !  And  when  shall  we  put 
our  project  into  execution  V 

"Now — this  moment,  if  you  wish  it.'** 

"  Nay,  nay,  not  so  fast ;"  laughed  Domton  ;  *'  we 
must  first  acquaint  Lady  Madelaine  with  our  in- 
tention, and  name  to  her  the  precise  day  on  which 
she  may  expect  us."*' 

"  So  be  it.  Let  me  see^ — this  is  Saturday.  Tell 
her  that  we  will  be  with  her  on  Thursday .'' 

'^  Suffer  me  to  suggest  an  amendment,  and  to 
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congratulated  myself  upon  the  prudence  and  fore- 
thought of  my  husband,  for  I  was  fairly  exhausted 
by  my  exertions ;  and  while  Sir  James  was  still 
deprecating  the  insufficiency  of  the  arrangements 
which  had  been  made  for  my  accommodation,  I 
fell  asleep,  only  to  renew  in  my  dreams  the  bright 
fancies  that  had  sustained  me  throughout  the  day. 
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At  sixteen,  she  came  out ;  presented,  vaunted, 
She  put  all  coronets  into  commotion ; 

At  seventeen,  too,  tbe  world  was  still  enchanted 
With  the  new  Venus  of  their  brilliant  ocean ; 

A  t  eighteen,  though  below  her  feet  still  panted 
A  hecatomb  of  suitors  with  devotion. 

She  had  consented  to  create  avain 

That  Adam  called  '*  the  happiest  of  men.'* 

By  BOM. 
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The  period  of  marriage  is  the  one  great  epoch  of 
a  woman's  life.  It  is  a  condensation  of  courteous 
deceit  and  flattering  promise^  which  require 
months^  and  sometimes  even  years^  to  annihilate 
their  effects.  Custom  has  ordained  that  everv 
man  should  commence  his  wedded  career  by  a 
tissue  of  self-abnegation  and  devotedness,  of 
which  the  sex  is  utterly  incapable  for  any  length 
of  time ;  while  the  world,  never  slow  to  claim  its 
share  in  any  glozing  cheat,  helps  on  the  illusion 
of  the  bride  by  a  species  of  general  and  gracious 
worship,  which,  just  as  it  wanes  to  a  close^  has 
become  necessary  to  the  happiness  of  its  idol,  who 
seldom  fails  to  discover,  amid  the  intoxication  of 
the  incense,  that  its  fumes  are  directed  elsewhere. 
Custom  has  timed  the  duration  of  the  sacrifice ; 
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and  whcn^  at  the  close  of  the  given  period,  the 
bride  has  degenerated  into  the  wife,  the  predige 
ceases ;  the  married  dame  is  no  longer  more  than 
a  mere  unit  in  the  great  sum-total  of  the  world; 
and  she  is  quietly  handed  down  from  her  pedestal 
to  make  way  for  a  new  victim. 

These  are  trite  tmths ;  but  they,  neverthelessi 
deserve  more  and  deeper  reflection  than  are  com- 
monly accorded  to  them.  How  many  women, 
during  their  period  of  courtship,  stop  short  in  all 
their  anticipations  of  the  future,  at  the  indul- 
gences, and  triumphs,  and  congratulations  of  the 
honeymoon?  How  many  wilfully  dose  their 
eyes  to  the  long  years  which  are  to  succeed  it? 
It  is  the  fashion  to  smile,  and  nod,  and  felicitate 
the  poor,  inexperienced,  self-deluded  girl,  who  is 
about  to  commit  matrimony,  however  ill-advised 
her  selection  may  appear  to  her  acquaintance. 
Beyond  the  pale  of  her  own  family,  it  is  lan 
indeed  that  she  possesses  one  friend  gpfted  with 
sufficient  moral  courage  to  bid  her  pause.  She 
might  find  a  warning  against  any  other  impm- 
dence ;  but  who  would  counsel  an  aoquaintanoe 
not  to  marry  ?  A  marriage  is  a  feast  for  the  idk 
gossipry  of  the  drde  in  which  it  takes  plaoe;  and 
what  trifler  would  destroy  its  own  alimen^  for  so 
puerile  a  reason  as  that  of  urging  pmdenoe  npoa 
the  party  from  whom  it  is  to  be  derived  ?    We 
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have  no  right  to  expect  so  Utopian  a  sacrifice  from 
the  butterflies^  who,  as  they  cannot  live  without 
sunshine,  so  they  care  little  whence  it  comes; 
and  the  effect  of  all  this  folly  and  false  feeling  is 
fatal  to  its  object,  who  has  neither  opportunity 
nor  inclination  to  recollect  that  the  smiling 
flatterers,  who  seek  only  their  own  amusement  in 
an  event  which  must  affect  the  after-happiness  of 
her  whole  life,  would,  although  they  gladly  parti* 
cipate  in  the  festivities  of  the  marriage  feast,  not 
waste  one  hour  of  their  own  existence  in  sharing 
her  sorrows  or  her  tears. 

I  have  often  thought  that  marriage  resembled  a 
sky-rocket.  How  brilliantly  and  aspiringly  it 
commences,  grasping  another  element  in  its  ascent, 
as  though  this  flat,  dull  earth  could  not  content 
its  aspirations,  nor  afford  space  for  its  display ; 
then  how  dazzlingly  it  blazes  for  a  moment ;  and, 
that  moment  past,  how,  one  by  one,  its  star-like 
fires  go  out ;  until  at  length,  down-tumbUng,  dark, 
and  dangerous,  falls  back  all  that  is  left  of  the 
false  meteor,  a  few  floating  ashes  and  a  smoking 
stick. 

Perhaps  it  is  well  that  young  people  should  not 
look  80  gravely  upon  realities  as  their  elders ;  for 
they  naturally  hunger  and  thirst  for  the  pleasant 
things  of  the  world,  and  might  turn  away  with 
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disgust  at  its  very  threshold,  were  they  at  once  to 
lift  the  covers  of  the  tempting  banquet  spread 
out  before  them,  and  discover  that,  as  at  the 
table  of  the  Barmecide,  they  were  bidden  to  a 
feast  of  empty  dishes.  I  am  only  quarrelling  with 
those  who  unnecessarily  deepen  their  delusioD, 
and  thus  render  their  after-experience  more  bitter. 

In  my  case  I  had  certainly  been  spared  all  idk 
and  anticipatory  comments.  I  had  completed  a 
sacrifice,  not  volunteered  a  folly ;  but  I  was  not 
doomed  to  escape  the  after-delusion  to  which  I 
have  alluded.  Every  bride,  situated  as  I  was  in 
the  world,  must  necessarily  commence  her  mar- 
ried career  brilliantly ;  and,  moreover,  the  novelty 
of  my  position,  the  comparative  freedom  of  action, 
the  feeling,  or  the  belief,  that  I  was  beloved,  the 
natural  clingingness  of  my  disposition,  the  chi- 
mera of  independence,  and  the  consciousness  of 
increased  importance,  all  naturally  tended  to 
impress  me  favourably  towards  the  individual  to 
whom  I  was  indebted  for  these  advantages. 
Domton,  moreover,  was  beside  me,  anticipating 
every  thought  and  wish,  and  blending  his  ovn 
image  with  every  picture  of  my  newly-awakened 
fancy. 

I  have  said  how  patiently  he  encouraged  my 
\vild,  and,  no  doubt,  unreasonable  anticipations; 
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and  I  was  grateful  to  him  for  his  show  of  sympa- 
thy in  my  feelings :  to  me  such  sympathy  was 
as  new  as  it  was  welcome.  Herein,  at  least,  he 
had  an  advantage  over  Devereux,  who  had 
possessed  no  opportunity  of  displaying  a  similar 
deference  to  my  tastes  and  wishes ;  and  this  fact, 
coupled  with  the  consciousness  that  all  further 
struggle  was  useless,  now  that  I  was  irrevocably 
his  wife,  helped  the  cause  of  Sir  James  better 
than  a  score  of  arguments.  I  had  been  cowed 
and  crossed  so  long,  that  I  panted  to  be  free  and 
to  be  happy ;  and,  as  I  had  not  yet  heard  the 
clanking  of  the  fetters  which  I  had  so  lately 
assisted  to  rivet,  so  I  willingly  nursed  myself  in 
the  belief  that  the  burthen  would  be  light,  and 
might  even  prove  ultimately  rather  a  pleasure 
than  a  trammel.  In  short,  who  cannot  guess  the 
hopes  and  the  feelings  of  a  weak  and  vain  young 
heart,  panting  for  admiration  and  for  liberty  ? 

It  was  dusk  in  the  evening  of  the  second  day 
after  our  departure  from  Woodville,  when  we 
reached  town ;  the  lamps  were  already  lighted,  and 
the  tall  dark  avenues  of  houses  appeared  gigantic 
in  the  closing  light.  I  leaned  eagerly  from  the 
window  of  the  carriage,  and  inhaled  the  murky 
atmosphere  with  delight.  This  was  to  be  the  arena 
of  my  conquests,   the  theatre  of  my  triumphs. 
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My  heart  bounded  with  delight.  Suddenly  the 
carriage  stopped,  and  Sir  James  sprang  out,  and 
lifted  me  with  great  care  into  the  house,  whoie 
open  door  seemed  to  invite  our  ei|trance ;  but  in 
the  hall  I  paused^  for  I  did  not  recognize  the 
objects  before  me.  Strange  servants,  in  a  liveiy 
which  was  not  familiar  to  me,  were  busied  in 
receiving  us ;  and  the  staircase  towards  which 
Domton  led  me,  was  equally  unknown. 

^^  Where  are  we  P  I  asked  anxiously ;  ^  and 
why  do  we  not  go  at  once  to  my  mother's  ?*' 

^^  We  are  at  home,  sweet  love ;  and  Lady  Ma- 
delaine  is  here,  waiting  to  welcome  you.'* 

Never  was  surprise  more  pleasant.  I  pressed 
the  hand  of  my  husband  tenderly  in  my  own; 
and  although  my  lips  were  silent,  he  could  read 
my  thanks  in  the  look  which  I  turned  upon  him. 
One  cause,  at  least,  of  his  long  absence  from 
Woodville  was  explained,  and  a  portion  of  the 
time  had  been  spent  in  my  service. 

When  the  doors  of  the  drawing-room  were  flung 
back  to  give  us  entrance,  a  flood  of  light  inundated 
the  staircase ;  while,  instantly  that  we  were  an- 
nounced, Lady  Maddaine  appeared  upon  the 
threshold,  superbly  dressed,  and  radiant  with 
smiles;  and  in  her  suite  apj>eared  all  such  of 
her  friends  as  she  was  anxious  should  extend  their 
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countenance  to  myself.  The  whole  party  were  in 
full  dress,  and  as  I  glanced  rapidly  around  me, 
a  blush  of  annoyance  rose  to  my  cheek  when  I 
remembered  my  own  travelling  costume.  I  was 
not  long  suflFered,  however,  to  experience  this 
mortification,  for  before  Sir  James  had  made  the 
tour  of  the  room,  and  replied  to  the  greeting  of 
the  guests,  my  mother  approached  me,  and  with 
a  meaning  smile,  offered  to  do  the  honours  of  my 
house,  while  I  went  to  my  room  to  remove  my 
bonnet  and  shawl.  I  obeyed  without  comment^ 
happy  to  escape  from  a  scene  in  which  I  must 
have  appeared  like  a  dark  spot  in  a  sea  of  light ; 
when,  guided  by  a  comely-looking  housekeeper, 
and  attended  by  Josephine,  I  soon  found  myself 
in  a  charming  dressing-room,  which  seemed  to 
have  been  furnished  by  the  hands  of  fairies,  it 
was  so  fresh,  so  gay,  and  so  luxurious  in  its  ar- 
rangements. Nor  did  I  find  less  pleasure  in  con- 
templating half  a  dozen  exquisite  dresses,  tempt- 
ingly spread  forth  to  await  my  selection ;  and  a 
case  of  magnificent  diamonds,  which  the  house- 
keeper reverently  informed  me  were  the  family 
jewels  of  the  Domtons,  re-set  under  the  super- 
intendence of  Lady  Madelaine,  and  which  her 
Ladyship  particularly  requested  me  to  wear  on 

that  evening. 

I   was   enchanted!     I   think    that    Cinderella 
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must  have  had  very  similar  feelings  after  the 
arrival  of  her  beneficent  godmother^  on  the  occa- 
sion of  the  ball  given  by  the  Prince. 

I  could  have  amused  myself  very  pleasantly  for 
an  hour  in  examining  my  new  possessions,  but 
Josepiiine  reminded  me  of  the  expectant  guests, 
and  I  forthwith  commenced  my  somewhat  elabo- 
rate toilette.  In  a  short  time  my  glass  reflected 
a  face  and  figure  which  I  contemplated  with  con- 
siderable complacency.  Never  had  I  been  so 
magnificently  attired.  Blazing  with  jewels,  clad 
in  white  silk  brocade,  richly  flowered,  and  wear- 
ing rouge  for  the  first  time,  I  was  enraptured  at 
the  effect  which  I  was  about  to  produce,  and  this 
fceHng  alone  gave  me  courage  to  tear  myself 
away  from  the  friendly  mirror.  All  memory^  ail 
regret,  were  absorbed  by  vanity;  at  that  moment, 
tlie  present  sufficed  to  satisfy  my  heart. 

When  I  entered  the  drawing-room,!  was  greeted 
by  that  low  and  flattering  murmur  which  out- 
weighs a  score  of  compliments,  and  never  faib  to 
convince  a  woman  of  the  exact  extent  of  her 
personal  advantages.  Sir  James  advanced  to 
meet  me  with  eyes  beaming  with  proud  delight ; 
and  I  was  too  well  pleased  with  myself  not  to  be 
equally  so  with  him.  It  was  through  his  agency 
that  I  had  achieved  this  triumph;  and,  as  a  natu- 
ral consequence,  he  became  to  me  an  object  of 
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increasing  interest  and  consideration.  The  din* 
ner  was  recherchi  in  the  extreme ;  and  as,  for  the 
first  time^  I  presided  at  my  own  table,  I  felt  that 
I  was  at  length  independent  of  the  shackles  under 
which  I  had  so  long  writhed.  All  the  conversa- 
tion around  me  turned  on  the  various  engage- 
ments of  the  different  individuals— on  the  neces- 
sity of  my  immediate  presentation  at  Cdurt  ou 
my  marriage — on  the  situation  of  my  Opera-box 
and  the  importance  of  securing  a  ticket  for  the 

ball  of  the  beautiful  Duchess  of  D ,  which 

was  to  take  place  in  a  fortnight.  I  was  sur- 
rounded by  assurances  of  the  admiration  and 
envy  which  I  was  certain  to  excite  in  the  Court 
circle — to  all  of  which  Sir  James  listened  with 
evident  gratification. 

Our  party  separated  at  an  early  hour,  for  several 
of  the  guests  had  sacrificed  other  engagements 
in  order  to  assist  Lady  Madelaine  in  welcoming 
me  to  my  new  home ;  and  all  were  expected  else- 
where in  the  course  of  the  night.  Gratified  as  I 
had  been,  I  was,  nevertheless  not  sorry  to  see 
them  depart ;  for  I  was  fatigued  from  excitement 
and  exertion ;  and  although  my  mother  lingered 
to  the  last,  in  order  to  receive  my  acknowledg- 
ments for  the  very  effective  assistance  which  she 
had  rendered  to  Domton,  and  the  expression  of 
my  satisfaction  at  the  arrangements  which  had 

B  3 
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been  made  for  my  reception,  both  of  which  I 
tendered  freely  and  earnestly,  she  also  departed 
in  her  turn,  and  I  agam  found  ihyself  Me-a-UU 
with  my  husband. 

My  heart  was  overflowing  with  happiness,  and 
I  poured  furth  my  thanks  to  Sir  James  with  an 
energy  for  which  he  was  evidently  not  prepared, 
and  which  appeared  to  produce  a  great  eflbct  upon 
him. 

'^  You  do  not  then  Tegret^  Eveleen  ;^'  he  said; 
^'  that  you  have  been  induced  to  entrust  your 
happiness  to  my  keeping?'' 

^'  I  were  indeed  ungrateful  to  do  so  1'^  I  replied. 
"  And  so  you  were  really  thinking  of  me,  and  of 
my  gratification  during  your  absence  from  Wood- 
viUe?" 

<'  Was  it  not  a  duty,  as  well  as  a  delight  ?** 

**  Oh,  not  a  word  of  duty ;"  I  exclaimed  laughing. 
^^  It  is  too  chilling  a  consideration  for  such  a 
moment  as  this — a  blight  upon  the  flowers— a 
shadow  over  the  sun." 

^^  And  yet  your  duties  will  be  light,  my  sweet 
wife ;  all  I  ask  is  to  see  you  happy,  fitf hionaUe^ 
and  idolized ;  and  all  this  is  in  your  own  power." 

Nothing  could  be  more  charming.  And  at 
the  close  of  this  little  dialogue,  we  proceeded 
matrimonially  arm  in  arm,  to  explore  our  new 
habitation.      Even  accustomed  as  I  had  been, 
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from  my  childhood,  to  taste  and  luxury,  I  was 
compelled  to  admit  that  I  had  seen  nothing  to 
compare  with  the  residence  of  which  I  had  become 
the  mistress.  The  golden  wand  of  wealth  had 
been  guided  by  the  hand  of  elegance ;  and  there 
was  repose  as  well  as  splendour  in  all  around 
me. 

Those  were  the  palmy  days  of  boudoirs,  and 
mine  was  perfect.    Lady  Madelaine  had  excelled 
herself.     Her  ^otism  had  placed  me  in  a  perilous 
position  ;    and  it  was  necessary  to  dazzle  and 
amuse  me,  in  order  to  bUnd  me  to  the  fact.     She 
could  not   have   succeeded  better.      Admirable 
tactician  as  she  was,  she  was  well  aware  that  I 
could  be  led  through  my  vanity  alone,  to  forget, 
or  at  least  to  forgive,  the  past;    and  she  acted 
upon  that  conviction.    All  assumption  of  autho- 
rity was  laid  aside ;    she  counselled  and  assisted, 
but  never  controlled  me.      I  was  plunged  sud- 
denly into  a  vortex  of  dissipation.     My  presenta- 
tion took  place  under  the  most  flattering  circum- 
stances ;  the  Queen  condescended  to  congratulate 
me  on  my  marriage,  and  the  Princesses  on  my 

recovery.    At  the  ball  of  the  Duchess  of  D , 

I  walked  a  minuet  with  the  Prince  of  Wales ;  and 
on  the  following  day  the  journals  teemed  with 
descriptions  of  my  dress,  my  grace,  and  my 
fashion.  All  London  left  their  names  at  my  door ; 
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and  no  entertainment  wu  oonaidaed  perfect  it 
which  I  was  not  present  My  box  at  the  Opers 
was  the  resort  of  all  that  was  great  and  gifted  in 
the  capital ;  even  royalty  itself  was  my  fireqpiient 
guest.  Poets  were  eloquent  in  my  praise;  and 
politicians  forbore  to  aigue  when  I  smiled.  I 
had  not  a  moment  unoccupied;  not  a  moment 
for  a  calm  and  rational  survey  of  those  serious 
duties,  and  that  awful  responsibility,  which  I  had 
taken  upon  me.  I  was  a  mere  feather  on  the 
summer-breath  of  the  world,  wafted  hither  and 
thither  by  the  current  of  every  idle  fency,  and 
every  puerile  ambition.  More  than  once  I  had 
listened,  not  only  to  the  accents  of  flattery,  but 
even  to  the  withering  words  of  passion  ;  but  thej 
had  passed  by  me  unheeded,  and  without  qmck- 
eniiig  a  single  pulse.  Herein,  at  leaat,  I  phyed 
an  equal  game  with  the  world,  for  I  was  simplj 
living  in  myself,  and  for  myself,  and  had  no 
sentiment  to  bestow  on  others. 

Doniton,  meanwhile,  was  the  very  model  of  a 
high-bred  husband.  Ever  ready  to  second  me  in 
any  scheme  of  pleasure  or  expense ;  ever  willing 
to  share  in  my  amusements,  and  equally  satisfied 
to  seek  his  own  when  I  did  not  require  hia  attend- 
ance, he  was  never  either  negligent  or  intrasive; 
while  his  undoubted  fashion  and  unequivocal  popu- 
larity, flattered  my  vanity,  and  satisfied  my  self-love. 
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So  passed  the  season ;  and,  on  the  invitation 
of  Lady  Madelaine,  we  proceeded  to  spend  a 
couple  of  months  at  Rooksiey,  which,  since  the 
departure  of  my  sister  and  her  guardian,  had 
resumed  all  its  wonted  elegance.  I  have  since 
thought  that  my  mother  urged  this  arrangement  in 
order  to  convince  herself  that  I  had  thoroughly 
conquered  my  passion  for  Devereux.  Be  that  as 
it  may,  however,  it  is  certain  that  it  was  not  with- 
out emotion  I  once  more  found  myself  amid 
scenes  so  familiar  to  me,  and  so  redolent  alike  of 
happy  and  painful  recollections.  Nevertheless, 
I  can  truly  assert  that  my  first  memory  was  of 
my  sister.  How  utterly  had  the  giddy  round  of 
pleasure  obliterated  her  image  from  my  mind  ! 
I  had,  indeed,  been  informed  casually  by  Lady 
Madelaine,  that  she  had  arrived  safely  at  Glen- 
fillan,  and  expressed  her  perfect  satisfaction  at  the 
realization  of  her  project :  but  this  was  all  that 
I  knew,  or  had  cared  to  know ;  and  it  was  only 
on  my  arrival  at  Rooksley,  when  I  was  endea- 
vouring, by  the  repose  of  an  hour  to  overcome 
the  fatigue  of  my  journey  from  town,  that  I 
remembered,  and  dwelt  upon  her  faded  look,  and 
the  hollow  cough  which,  despite  her  efforts  to 
suppress  it,  had  escaped  her  several  times  during 
our  last  brief  interview.  My  reflections  were,  how- 
ever,   very   slightly    tinged    with    self-reproach. 
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Adela's  estrangement  had  been  her  own  work; 
slie  was  self-exiled  from  her  &mily ;  she  had  not 
addressed  one  letter  to  me  since  her  arrival  in 
Scotland ;  and  if  I  had  been  equally  silent,  I  felt 
that  I  had  only  to  revert  to  my  last  attempt  at 
correspondence  with  ber^  in  order  at  once  to  find 
my  justification. 

Of  Devereux,  I  scarcely  thought  at  all;  and 
in  the  dignity  of  my  new  character  I  even  tried 
to  smile  at  the  folly  of  my  girlish  fancy.  I  was 
not  prepared  to  comprehend  that  the  lingering 
and  most  happy  effects  of  that  ftncy,  had  been 
to  render  me  insensible  to  the  dangerous  homage 
of  less  scrupulous  admirers.  Such  a  suajncioii 
never  crossed  my  mind.  I  never  dreamed  of 
looking  beyond  my  own  will  for  my  strength. 

A  fatal  error,  fatally  expiated ! 
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CHAPTER  II. 

^Doubtlessly  Lady  Madelaine  was  satisfied 
with  the  success  of  the  test  to  which  she  had 
subjected  me,  when,  at  the  close  of  a  fortnight, 
she  found  me  as  exacting,  as  self-centered,  and  as 
indifferent  as  usual ;  for,  on  descending  to  dinner 
at  the  termination  of  that  period,  she  congratulated 
Lord  Otterford,  in  my  presence,  on  the  promotion 
of  his  nephew,  who  had  just  obtained  a  company 
in  his  regiment ;  and  as  she  did  so,  I  felt  that  her 
eyes  were  fixed  steadily  upon  my  face.  Sooth  to 
say,  this  inforipation  interested  me  but  little : 
I  believed  that  the  world  had  done  its  work  upon 
me,  and  that  I  was  no  longer  the  fond  and  feeble 
girl  I  had  once  been ;  while  so  long  a  time  had 
elapsed  since  we  parted,  that  I  was  careless  on 
the  subject  of  meeting  him  again.  I  imagined 
the  wound  in  my  heart  to  be  healed;  I  knew 
not  that  it  was  yet  too  freshly  scarred  to  be  safely 
handled. 

Resolved  therefore  to  parade  my  indifference — 
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and  was  not  this  affectation  enough  of  itself  to 
teach  me  the  necesaity  of  caution  ?~-I  raiaed  my 
head  from  the  beads  which  I  was  stringing^  and 
said,  witli  a  polite  smile ;  **  Suffer  me,  my  Lord,  to 
add  my  congratulations  to  those  of  my  mother,  un 
the  subject  of  Colonel  Devereux.  Sir  Herbert 
must  be  enchanted/'  Lady  Madelaine  glanced 
triumphantly  at  her  husband ;  but  I  suspect  that 
he  was  less  easily  convinced  than  herself  upon 
the  subject  of  my  present  feelings.  From  the 
period  of  Emily  Vernon's  melancholy  death,  he 
had  occasionally  given  way  to  fits  of  depression, 
which  I  never  failed  to  attribute  to  his  memory 
of  the  past ;  and  it  is  probable  that  experience  of 
the  power  of  a  real  passion  had  taught  him  more 
rightly  to  appreciate  my  self-delusion.  He  had 
sacrificed  his  better  feelings  to  the  wealth  he 
wanted ; — I  had  buried  mine  under  the  rose-leaves 
of  vanity,  and  the  glittering  pall  of  dissipation 
and  frivoUty.  Wretched  altematiyes  both ;  the 
one  as  ineffective  as  the  other,  when  divested  of 
the  prestige  of  novelty. 

The  first  dinner-bell  had  rung,  and  I  was  still 
lingering  in  the  drawing-room  in  order  to  finish 
the  bracelet  which  had  been  the  occupation  of  my 
morning,  (and  in  which  Lady  Madelaine  had,  to 
my  great  surprise,  evinced  so  extraordinary  sn 
interest  that  she  remained  beside  me  to  wiftnos 
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its  completion)  when  the  door  suddenly  opened^ 
and  Colonel  Devereux  was  announced.  The 
abruptness  of  his  entrance  threw  me  off  my 
guard,  and  I  uttered  a  faint  scream,  and  suffered 
the  coral  beads  to  scatter  themselves  over  the 
carpet.  My  mother,  by  whom  he  was  evidently 
expected,  skilfully  covered  the  accident  by 
receiving  him  with  flattering  felicitations,  to 
which,  however,  he  replied  in  a  brief  and  agitated 
manner.  Compelled,  at  length  to  approach  me, 
he  faltered  out  a  few  words  of  which  I  could  not 
seize  the  sense,  and  which  he  did  not,  in  all 
probability,  himself  comprehend ;  bowed  low 
without  raising  his  eyes,  and  then  turned  abruptly 
to  shake  hands  with  Lord  Otterford,  who  had  not 
risen  from  his  chair;  and  who  did  not  appear  alto- 
gether satisfied  of  the  expediency  of  my  mother's 
present  experiments. 

Gradually  however,  he  recovered  his  gaiety,  and 
overwhelmed  his  nephew  with  questions,  to  which 
the  latter  replied  'yes*  and  *no*  with  apparent 
unconsciousness  of  his  own  utterance,  and  occa- 
sionally in  the  wrong  places ;  as  for  me,  I  affected 
to  be  diligently  collecting  the  beads  which  had 
fallen,  glad  to  escape  on  so  innocent  a  pretext,  the 
searching  glances  of  Lady  Madelaine.  Nothing 
was  wanting  to  render  the  whole  scene  insupport- 
able, but  the  presence  of  Sir  James ;  and  five 


18  THE   CONFBS8ION8   OF 

minutes  afterwards  he  entered  the  room  with  hit 
gun  in  his  hand,  to  apologue  for  his  delayy  and  to 
give  us  an  account  of  his  prowess. 

I  saw  at  once  that  he  ¥ra8  prepared  for  the  pre- 
sence of  Devereuxy  for  he  <Ud  not  even  attempt  to 
affect  surprise,  but  met  him  with  an  eactended 
handy  and  a  bland  smile,  as  though  he  were  the 
individual  of  all  others  who  was  most  welcome  at 
the  moment.  The  feeling  was,  however,  not 
reciprocal.  Devereux,  indeed,  took  the  proflGered 
hand,  but  his  repugnance  was  almost  visible,  and 
his  coldness  beyond  mistake. 

Affecting  not  to  perceive  the  chilliness  of  our 
new  guest.  Sir  James  persisted  in  lavishing  upon 
him  the  most  flattering  attentions ;  after  which  he 
turned  to  me,  expressed  his  overpowering  unean* 
ness  at  my  paleness,  and  implored  me  to>be  moic 
careful  of  myself,  lest  I  should  bring  on  a  relapse  of 
my  illness.  All  this  unnecessary  parade  of  annety 
was  torture  to  me,  for  at  that  particular  moment 
I  would  have  given  a  year  of  life  to  have  beeone 
invisible  upon  his  entrance.  I  felt  at  once  that 
my  imagined  indifference  to  Devereozbad  vanished 
like  an  icicle  in  the  sunshine,  when  he  was  again 
actually  in  my  presence. 

He  was  surrounded  by  an  atmosphere  of  fond 
and  pleasant  memories.  I  saw  him  the  saaiei 
indeed,  whom  I  had  loved,  bot  increased  in  manly 
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beauty,  grace,  and  self-possession.  The  world 
had  done  its  work  lovingly  upon  hira,  and  the 
period  of  our  separation  had  been  to  him  one  of 
both  moral  and  physical  gain.  I  had  reason  to 
believe  that  such  had  also  been  the  case  with  ray- 
self;  and,  even  then,  when  I  ought  to  have  hoped 
that,  like  me,  he  had  found  an  alternative  for  his 
early  passion,  and  would  now  meet  me  with  indif- 
ference, I  felt  my  heart  beating  proudly  with  the 
conviction  that,  once  more  thrown  into  contact 
with  me,  it  was  at  least  improbable  that  he  should 
do  so. 

I  had  never  before  seriously  remembered  that 
Sir  James  Domton,  handsome  and  high-bred  as 
he  undoubtedly  was,  had  nevertheless  numbered 
forty  summers  !  It  was  an  untoward  moment  to 
register  the  fact.  .Fortunately  for  all  parties. 
Lord  Otterford,  to  whom  the  ceremony  of  dinner 
had  become  by  no  means  unimportant,  reminded 
us  that  the  second  bell  would  ring  in  a  few 
moments,  and  that  we  were  still  unprepared  for 
the  summons. 

I  had  risen  from  my  seat  before  the  words  left 
his  lips,  anxious  to  escape,  and  to  find  myself 
alone  for  an  instant.  I  did  not  comprehend  the 
revolution  which  the  mere  presence  of  Devereux 
had  wrought  in  my  feelings  towards  both  myself 
and  my  husband ;  nor  did  I  understand  the  mean- 
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ing  of  his  own  manner.  That  he  was  embarrasted 
was  sufficiently  evident;  for  not  only  had  he  not 
addressed  to  me  one  intelligible  word — that  I  coqU 
readily  have  forgiven  him — but  I  had  not  even 
detected  one  look  turned  towarda  me.  What  did 
this  fact  imply?  Did  he  fear  my  power  over 
him  ?  Or,  did  he  seek  to  shew  me  that  my  influ- 
ence was  at  an  end  ? 

I  tried  to  hope  that  the  latter  might  be  tbe 
case.  I  tried  to  hope  so,  but  I  did  not:  my 
vanity  would  tolerate  no  such  wish— no  ladi 
credence.  My  principle  and  my  woman-pride 
were  at  war.  The  one  was  built  up  on  ezpediencfi 
and  the  other  wrought  and  throbbed  throagh 
every  pulse  of  my  being ;  I  could  not  even  de- 
ceive myself  as  to  the  result  of  my  mental  atrogg^ 
I  did  not:  but  as  Josephine  arranged  my  hair,  and 
expatiated  upon  the  "  superbe  beautS'*  of  Cokind 
De vercux ;  I  vowed  to  myself  to  maintain^  not  only . 
my  dignity  as  a  married  woman,  but  alao  the 
supremacy  of  ray  attractions,  by  once  more  brin|- 
ing  my  old  suitor  to  my  fiset— of  courae  in  ill 
honesty  and  honour.  As  a  lover,  I  ooold  coui- 
der  him  no  more ;  but  I  could  not  brook  that  he 
should  vow  to  another  woman  the  itllAgiawM 
which  had  been  mine.  I  remembered  Lord 
Otterford  before  his  marriage,  and  during  the  life 
of  my  father.    Neither  Lady  Madelaine  nor  Sr 
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James  had  seen  cause  for  blame  in  the  bond  of 
admiring  and  devoted  friendship  which  had  united 
them.  Neither  Lady  Madelaine  nor  Sir  James, 
et  pour  cause,  could  demur  to  the  existence  of  a 
similar  tie  between  myself  and  Devereux. 

The  argument  was  specious — ^but,  could  any 
one  have  read  my  heart,  and  asked  me  what  in- 
deed it  was  which  I  proposed  to  myself  in  this 
compromise  with  my  conscience,  I  am  quite  sure 
that  I  could  have  given  no  rational  reply.  In 
short,  I  did  not  venture  to  look  into  the  future.  I 
forgot  how  weakly  and  unworthily  I  had  behaved 
to  the  man  whom  I  was  still  plotting  to  enslave 
and  to  secure  as  the  victim  of  my  vanity ;  and  I 
placed  my  mother^s  example  before  me,  as  the 
screen  which  was  to  be  my  protection  from  the 
animadversions  of  the  world,  and  the  reproaches 
of  my  own  conscience. 

I  profited  by  the  previous  delay  to  remain  in 
my  dressing-room  for  several  minutes  after  the 
second  bell  had  rung ;  and  nearly  exhausted  the 
patience  of  Josephine  by  the  caprice  which  I  ex- 
hibited with  regard  to  my  toilette.  We  had  lived 
so  utterly  enfamille  since  our  arrival  at  Rooksley, 
that  1  had  become  somewhat  negligent  upon  this 
point;  and  the  soubrette  was  not  prepared  for  so 
sudden  a  demonstration  as  that  with  which  I  now 
favoured  her.      At    length,    however,    all    was 
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you  give  me  your  arm  to  the  dining-room  ?"  and, 
as  he  obeyed,  without  once  glancing  towards  me, 
she  swept  by  in  the  proud  dignity  of  her  matronly 
beauty,  crushing,  as  she  did  so,  the  light  drapery 
of  my  muslin  robe  beneath  the  heavy  folds  of  her 
black  velvet  dress. 

At  table,  I  found  myself  seated  nearly  opposite 
to  Devereux ;  but,  so  far  as  concerned  himself, 
he  might  as  well  have  been  established  at  the  anti- 
podes. He  did  not  even  appear  conscious  of  my 
presence :  or  so,  at  least,  I  interpreted  the  reso- 
lute avoidance  which  he  exhibited.  Attentive  and 
gallant  to  Lady  Madelaine,  he  had  neither  «yes 
nor  ears  for  me ;  and,  in  fact,  the  dinner  was  half 
over  before  anything  beyond  a  casual  remark  had 
been  addressed  to  me  by  any  of  the  party.  My 
heart  was  swelling  with  mortification  and  woimded 
vanity. 

Was  Devereux  then  always  to  see  me  only  as 
the  chidden  child  ?  Was  I  never  to  be  permitted 
to  assert  myself  in  his  presence  ?  And,  was  he 
too,  to  adopt  the  tone  of  my  mother — that 
mother  whom  he  had  once  professed  to  dislike 
and  to  avoid,— in  order  to  wound  my  self- 
respect  ? 

I  felt  the  tears  rising  to  my  eyes,  and  scalding 
the  lids  upon  which  they  hung;  and  I  trembled 
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lest  they  should   fall;    when,   daring   a   sudden 
pause,  Lady  Madelaine  remarked  ironically : 

'*  Lady  Dornton  is  fond  of  surprises,  even  in 
small  matters,  it  would  seem.  By  the  time  which 
she  consumed  at  her  toilette,  I  anticipated  some- 
thing brilliant  in  the  way  of  costume ;  and,  lo! 
she  has  made  her  appearance  in  her  dressing 
gown." 

^^  You  arc  a  strange  little  girl,  Eveleen ;" 
followed  up  Sir  James.  "  How  are  we  to  interpret 
your  pastoral  attire  ?  Are  we  to  attribute  it  to  s 
modesty  which  disclaims  admiration,  or  to  a 
vanity  which  demands  it,  despite  all  draw- 
hacks  ?'* 

"  I  will  not  venture  to  estimate  the  extent  of 
your  generosity  ;"  I  said,  forcing  a  smile  ;  "but  1 
believe  that  I  have  seldom  deviated  from  this 
same  simplicity  of  which  you  accuse  me  to-day 
for  the  first  time,  since  we  have  been  a  family 
party."  As  I  ceased  speaking,  I  glanced  at 
Devercux.  His  eyes  were  fixed  upon  me,  nor 
(lid  he  withdraw  them  until  I  had  met  the  long. 
sad  look  with  which  they  were  filled.  Their  ex- 
})ression  was  beyond  mistake.  He  loved  me  still 
— he  regretted  my  loss —  he  was  unhappy  :  and 
unhappy  through  my  means  ! 

W])at  a  singular  problem  is  a  female  heart!— 
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Although  at  that  moment  I  felt  as  if  I  could  have 
been  happy  in  his  happiness,  I  was  nevertheless 
rejoiced  to  feel  that  he  had  suffered  for  my  sake, 
that  he  was  still  in  the  toils — that  we  were  not 
utterly  separated. 

From  that  instant  I  became  gay  even  to  folly ; 
I  jested  with  Lord  Otterford,  and  paid  back  every 
epigram  which  Lady  Madelaine  launched  against 
me,  with  a  point  wliich,  before  the  close  of  the 
evening,  taught  her  greater  caution.  1  became 
dazzling  from  the  consciousness  of  my  success, 
and  exhausted  all  my  powers  of  pleasing  with  a 
lavishness  worthy  of  a  crowd  of  listeners.  As 
the  brow  of  my  mother  darkened,  my  own  became 
more  radiant.  She  felt  my  triumph  bitterly,  and 
I  knew  it.  Little  did  she  guess  the  source  of  the 
wild  spirits  by  which  I  was  inspired,  or  her  envy 
would  have  ceased  at  once. 

My  secret  saved  me  while  I  could  retain  it.  I 
was  in  the  position  of  one  mortally  wounded  by 
a  dagger ;  while  the  weapon  still  remains  in  the 
wound  he  can  live,  and  pour  forth  his  thoughts, 
and  gaze  around  him  upon  the  beautiful  world 
which  he  is  about  to  leave ;  but  the  instant  that 
the  dagger  is  withdrawn,  death  fills  the  vacuum 
it  has  made,  and  the  destruction  is  complete. 

As  I  laid  my  head  upon  the  pillow  that  night, 
I    began   to  marvel  what  would  be  the  result 
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four  second  meeting  on  the  morrow.  There  must 
necessarily  be  some  moment  during  the  day  in 
which  we  should  find  ourselves  alone ;  when  the 
restraint  under  which  we  had  passed  the  previous 
evening  would  be  removed ;  and  when  he  would 
be  at  liberty  to  pour  out  to  me  all  his  reg;rets,  his 
sufferings,  and  his  reproaches.  How  should  I 
justify  myself?  How  should  I  excuse  my  weak- 
nessy  my  vacillation,  my  infidelity  ?  Then  came 
the  question  of  ought  I  to  do  so,  even  to  him  ? 
Ought  I  to  admit  that  I  became  the  wife  of  Sir 
James  solely  by  coercion  ?  That  I  went  to  the 
altar  a  loveless  bride?  That  I  had  carried  his 
image  in  my  heart,  while  my  hand  was  clasped 
in  that  of  Dornton  ?  How  would  he  receive  sndi 
an  avowal  ?  In  what  position  should  I  myself 
stand  after  so  humiliating  a  revelation  ? 

Ere  I  at  length  slept  I  came  to  the  decisioii, 
which  those  who  have  studied  my  character  with 
attention  will  at  once  have  foreseen.  I  resolved 
to  leave  all  to  chance,  and  to  be  decided  by  dr- 
cumstances. 

It  was  cutting  through  the  Gh>rdian  Knot 
When  Josephine  appeared  with  my  chocolate  the 
following  morning,  I  chid  her  for  having  suffered 
me  to  sleep  so  late ;  and  she  excused  herself  hf 
asserting  that,  confident  that  the  noise  of  Me^ 
sieur^s  departure  must  have  disturbed  Miladi,  she 
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supposed  that  Miladi  had  afterwards  desired  to 
rest^  as  she  had  not  rung  her  bell. 

"  Monsieur's  departure  !*'  I  exclaimed  in  sur- 
prise ;  "  who  has  left  Rooksley  this  morning  ?^* 

**  Monsieur  Devereux  is  gone,  Miladi;  and  Sir 
James  has  accompanied  him  to  the  post-town  on 
horseback/' 

"  Did  Colonel  Devereux  receive  letters  by  the 
early  post?**  I  asked  anxiously. 

Josephine  could  not  inform  me.  The  letter 
bag  had,  as  usual,  been  carried  to  Lord  Otterford ; 
and  having  ascertained  that  it  contained  nothing 
for  me,  she  had  not  waited  to  see  its  contents 
distributed.  I  felt  as  though  I  had  been  hurled 
from  a  height :  I  was  stunned  with  mortification 
and  surprise.  No,  no ;  I  had  deceived  myself. 
Devereux  had  ceased  to  love  me ;  and  my  levity 
of  the  previous  evening  had  excited  his  contempt. 
I  was  miserable. 

AH  these  may  appear  puerile  details  to  those 
who  care  only  for  the  broad  outline  of  actions 
and  events ;  but  such  as  love  to  study  the  intri- 
cate details  of  the  human  heart,  and  to  unwind 
the  tangled  threads  by  which  its  impulses  and 
passions  are  directed,  will  not  so  deem  of  them. 
Now,  as  I  sit  at  my  desk,  with  my  hair  grey,  and 
my  brow  wrinkled,  I  feel  convinced  that  had 
Devereux  lent  himself  to  the  romantic  folly  by 
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which  my  own  feelings  were  governed^  his  weak* 
ness  would  have  worked  my  cure.  I  should  have 
discovered  among  the  adulating  crowd  by  which  I 
was  generally  surrounded,  a  score  of  individoib 
as  handsome  and  as  attractive  as  himself. 

It  is  astonishing  with  what  false  tints  solitude 
can  invest  a  man.  Had  I  a  score  of  daughters,  I 
would  sooner  trust  their  happiness  to  the  whirl  of 
a  London  life,  under  proper  choperonage^  than  to 
the  quiet  of  the  country  with  one  ineligible 
suitor;  just  as,  upon  the  same  principle,  I  utterly 
dissent  from  the  old  and  accepted  axiom  of  the 
danger  of  a  girl  of  fifteen  or  sixteen  committiDg 
some  foolish  act,  and  requiring  constant  turveilUmct 
to  keep  her  in  the  path  of  prudence.  Every-daf 
experience  proves  the  fallacy  of  this  time-wom 
assertion,  which  has  been  repeated  so  often  tliat  it 
is  taken  for  granted  without  examination.  As  a 
general  rule,  a  woman  is  never  less  likely  to  mar 
her  own  happiness  than  just  as  she  mskea 
acquaintance  with  the  world.  Idleness  is  the 
germ  of  all  mischief  in  a  woman^s  heart;  and 
shew  me  the  being  more  busy  than  a  young  girl 
just  bursting  into  womanhood. 

The  great  kaleideacope  of  society  is  newly 
revealed  to  her,  and  she  is  never  weary  of  watds- 
ing  its  combinations.  Her  whole  heart,  her 
whole  being,  are  in  full  activity :  her  moral  viaioiii 
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although  not  obscured^  is  confused.  She  is  fuU 
of  aspirations,  full  of  hopes;  but,  far  from 
centering  upon  one  solitary  object,  they  are 
distributed  and  intertwined,  and,  as  a  natural 
consequence,  negatived  by  their  own  discursive- 
ness. 

It  is  without  a  single  dread  of  contradiction 
from  those  of  my   own   sex   who   have    passed 
through  the  two  phases  of  existence  under  notice, 
that  I  declare  my  firm  belief,  that  at  no  period 
does  a  woman  do  herself  less  justice,  or  dispose 
of  her  happiness  more  recklessly,  than  during  the 
few  years,  while  she  is  what  our  Gallic  neighbours 
courteously  term   "on  the  return;*'    when,   the 
bloom  of  early  youth  tarnished,  the  light  figure 
become  less  buoyant,  the  hopes  which  once  filled 
her  heart  crushed   or  evaporated — still    feeling 
within    herself   all    the   faculties    of    happiness 
as  freshly  as  she  did  ten  years  before — she  sees 
the  children  whom  she  had  petted  in  their  nursery 
elbow  her  in  the  world's  crowds  as  her  successors ; 
and  feels  that  the  change,   which  to  herself  has 
been   almost   imperceptible,   must  be  traced   in 
indelible    characters  to   those    by  whom   she  is 
surrounded.     Then  it  is,  that^  as  she  thinks  of 
the  future— a  future  which  can  only  deepen  the 
decay,  and  increase  the  moral  solitude  of  her  own 
heart  —  she  is    unjust    to   herself.      A  morbid 
dread  of  utter  abandonment  by  ti[i»X.  ^otX^l  \a 
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CHAPTER  III. 

The  apparition  of  Devereux  had  made  strange 
havoc  in  my  peace  of  mind,  as  well  as  in  my  self- 
appreciation.  It  taught  me  at  once  to  reflect  and 
to  doubt.  Because  I  had  listened  with  indiffer- 
ence to  the  flatteries  of  a  score  of  fashionable 
coxcombs,  I  had  quietly  fallen  into  the  belief  that 
marriage  had  rendered  me  impenetrable  to  all 
attractions  from  without.  I  had  never  taken  the 
trouble  to  reflect,  that  if  the  cowl  could  not  make 
the  monk,  so  neither  could  the  ring  make  the 
matron. 

I  was  awakened  with  a  start  to  the  fact. 
Whence  had  I  derived  my  safety  ?  Not  from  the 
presence  of  Sir  James,  but  by  the  invisible  potency 
of  a  deep,  although  smothered  passion ;  and  at 
what  a  mortifying  moment  did  the  truth  burst 
upon  me !  Just  as  the  novelty  of  our  union  wore 
away,  Domton  was  beginning  to  find  it  possible 
to  derive  amusement  from  pursuits  in  which  I  had 
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no  share :  to  enjoy  a  bachelor's  dinner  at  his 
club,  and  a  bachelor's  stall  at  the  opera :  a  sport- 
ing party,  or  a  boat-race.  Not,  be  it  understood, 
that  I  repined  at  this  gradual  and  almost  imper- 
ceptible change.  Had  I  been  less  self-centred  I 
might  possibly  have  been  wounded,  because  eTcry 
handsome  young  woman  imagines,  when  she  mar- 
ries, that  she  must  inevitably  work  a  revolution  in 
matrimonial  habits,  and  exhibit  to  the  world  a 
model  husband,  created  by  the  magic  of  her 
individual  charms.  She  forgets,  poor  fool !  that 
custom  and  possession  never  &il  to  rend  the  dia- 
dem from  the  brow  of  the  divinity ;  and  that,  not 
unfrequently,  the  most  romantic  lover  degenerates 
into  the  most  common-place  partner. 

In  my  case,  I  was  spared  this  mortification,  for 
I  had  so  lively  an  opinion  of  my  own  merits  thai 
it  was  almost  matter  of  indifference  to  me: 
although,  suddenly  aroused  to  a  perception  of  the 
fact,  the  conviction  became  &tal  in  another  way. 
I  began  to  remember  the  circumstances  under 
which  I  had  become  a  wife :  to  ask  myself  wherein 
I  had  profited  by  the  alliance  which  had  been 
thrust  upon  me  ;  to  contrast  my  seventeen  sum- 
mers with  the  forty  well-told  years  of  Domton ; 
to  dwell  upon  the  fdai  which  my  beauty  snd 
fashion  had  thrown  around  tiie  blasS  man  of  the 
world,  and    the  consequence  which    my   large 
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fortune — for  even  this  baneful  reflection  of  money 
came  at  last— had  obtained  for  him  among  his 
associates. 

I  looked  at  Lord  Otterford,  and  thought  how 
widely  the  past  differed  from  the  present ;  and 
with  what  charming  indifference  Lady  Madelaine 
had  supported  the  change.  The  world  was  with 
her,  and  the  world's  plaudits  were  the  one  great 
ambition  of  her  life.  She  was  not  dependent  on 
home.  So  long  as  all  wore  a  surface  of  intact 
and  irreproachable  polish,  she  cared  little  how  cold 
and  ungenial  might  be  the  under-current. 

This  was  at  least  a  convenient,  if  not  an  encou- 
raging temper  of  mind,  and  could  I  have  attained 
to  it,  I  should  at  once  have  dismissed  the  subject 
from  my  thoughts ;  but  such  was  far  from  being 
the  case.  As  the  image  of  Sir  James  paled  and 
diminished  m  my  mental  vision,  that  of  Devereux 
brightened  and  expanded  to  fill  up  the  vacant 
space ;  and  I  flung  aside  the  hard  penetrating 
chisel  of  reality,  to  assume  the  sof%  and  facile  pen- 
cil of  fancy. 

Full  of  youth,  and  love,  and  noble  aspirations, 
still  upon  the  threshold  of  that  life  into  whose 
inner  temples  Sir  James  had  already  penetrated, 
what  violent  contrasts  could  I  not  create  in  my 
own  mind,  between  the  lover  of  my  choice,  and 
the  husband  of  my  fate !    These  are  the  weak 
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speculations,  the  idle  comparisons,  by  which 
women  lose  their  dignity  of  character ;  and  I 
spent  hours  in  creating  and  instituting  them ;  nor 
did  tlie  circumstances  of  Devereux's  sudden  de- 
parture make  me  less  ingenious  in  this  self- 
torture.  I  had  come  back  upon  the  conviction 
that  he  still  loved  me^  and  I  consequently  attri- 
buted his  abrupt  retreat  to  fear.  Here  I  might 
have  paused,  and  asked  myself  how  I  should 
receive  so  equivocal  a  compliment;  but  I  avoided 
the  reference,  and  only  clung  to  the  fact. 

The  result  of  all  this  moral  weakness  was  an 
increased  indifference  to  Sir  James,  an  added 
appreciation  of  my  own  merits,  and  a  restless 
anxiety  respecting  the  movements  of  Devereuz.  - 

Company  crowded  to  Rooksley.  Lady  Made- 
laine  had  wearied  of  the  pastoral  picture  of  the 
tamily  group,  upon  which  she  had  expatiated  so 
gracefully  amid  the  throngs  of  London ;  while  I, 
fully  occupied  by  my  own  visions,  had  never 
breathed  a  wish  for  change.  The  men,  when 
they  returned  to  the  saloon  after  dinner,  played 
high,  and  discussed  political  questions;  the 
women  flirted  and  passed  in  review  the  penonil 
and  moral  merits  of  their  absent  friends ;  and  I 
believe  that  few  of  these  could  have  complained 
with  justice  of  being  forgotten. 

In  these  evenings  at  Rooksley   I   learnt  one 
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fact  which  I  have  ever  since  retained^  aiid  of 
which  the  experience  of  each  succeeding  year  has 
sufficed  more  fully  to  convince  me ;  that  when  a 
woman  emancipates  herself  deliberately  alike 
from  charity  and  from  decency,  it  costs  her  no 
effort  to  be  a  wit ;  nor  need  she  open  her  mouth 
without  giving  utterance  to  something  brilliant. 
I  leave  it  to  casuists  to  decide  which  of  the  two 
sisters  of  the  fairy-tale  she  most  resembles — the 
one  who  spoke  gold  and  diamonds,  or  the  other, 
who  cast  forth  toads  and  vipers :  I  only  know  that 
many  a  woman's — I  was  about  to  say  reputation^ 
but  I  retract  the  word,  and  substitute— celebrity, 
has  depended^  and  does  to  my  knowledge  depend, 
in  the  present  day,  upon  what  the  French  have 
wittily  called  n,  flux  de  mots — the  one  more  un- 
feminine  than  the  other. 

But,  vogue  la  galore!  I  am  talking  of  others, 
and  forgetting  that  my  legitimate  subject  is 
myself.  It  may  be  remembered  that  Sir  James 
had  tranquillised  my  mind,  even  before  otir  mar- 
riage, on  the  subject  of  his  utter  want  of  jealousy ; 
and  I  am  bound  to  admit  that  he  acted  in  accord- 
ance with  his  professions.  Whether  he  had  so 
truly  read  the  secret  of  my  heart,  or  so  utterly 
despised  the  weakness  of  my  nature,  that  he 
calmly   committed  me   to  the   safeguard  of  my 
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vanity,  it  is  needless  now  to  inquire,  wbile  it  if 
certain  that  he  saw  all  the  idle  guests  of  lady 
Madelaine  at  my  feet  withoat  comment  or  ezpot- 
tulatiun.  1  laughed  more  than  once  in  my  seoet 
thoughts,  as  I  found  myself  playing  the  same 
role  in  the  Kooksley  saloon  which  my  mothn*  bad 
played  during  my  early  girlhood,  and  which  I  had 
looked  upon  with  envy.  I  had,  as  a  natural  con- 
sequence, brought  with  me  to  the  country  all  die 
prestige  of  my  success  in  town ;  and  I  played  die 
beautepar  excellence  without  mercy  or  miq^iving* 
My  mother's  forbearance  was  wonderfiiL  She 
had  necessarily  fallen  back  into  a  demijowr  which 
it  must  have  been  difficult  to  tolerate,  yet  she  did 
not  seem  to  see  it ;  and,  satisfied  with  the  adora- 
tion  of  her  own  immediate  circle,  she  left  to  me 
alike  the  triumph  and  the  trouble  of  forming  a 
bright  centre  to  the  general  group. 

Such  was  the  state  of  things  when  I  suddenly 
remembered  Lady  O'Halloran;  and  I  had  no 
sooner  done  so  than  I  directed  Josephine  to 
dispatch  a  messenger  to  the  hall  without  delay,  to 
ascertain  if  the  family  were  in  the  country.  1  was 
seated  in  my  dressing-room  when  the  memory  of 
the  kind-hearted  old  lady  rose  up  before  me  like  a 
reproach,  and  with  it  were  linked  a  thousand  asso- 
ciations and  a  thousand  regrets.  What  would  the 
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single-faearted,honestly-minded  friend  of  my  father 
now  think  of  the  dissipated,  reckless  Lady  Dorn  ton? 
Would  she  look  on  me  with  pity,  or  with  blame  ? 
Had  I  been  wicked  as  well  as  weak,  the  question 
would  have  given  me  no  uneasiness ;  for  good  old 
Lady  O'Hadloran  existing,  with  the  tithe  of  an 
establishment,  in  the  empty  and  echoing  hall  of 
her  husband^s  ancestors,  in  order  to  preserve  his 
memory  from  dishonour,  and  the  fortunes  of  her 
son  from  ruin,  was  an  object  very  unlikely  to 
interest  that  world  of  which  I  had  now  become  a 
votary.  But  the  spell  of  the  past  was  over  her; 
and,  as  was  habitual  with  me,  her  good  opinion 
was  essential  to  my  comfort  and  self-appreciation. 
Here  was  another  hope  of  help,  though  I  could 
not  have  explained  the  manner  in  which  it  was  to 
be  rendered  available. 

That  Lady  0*Halloran  had  not  appeared  at 
Rooksley,  by  no  means  implied  her  absence  from 
the  country.  Lady  Madelaine^s  greeting  on  a 
former  occasion  had  been  prohibitory  of  all 
further  intercourse ;  and  the  old  lady  was  too 
high-hearted  to  incur  the  risk  of  a  renewed  affront. 
I  therefore  awaited  with  considerable  interest  the 
return  of  my  messenger;  and  had  no  sooner 
ascertained  that  Lady  0*Halloran  was  indeed  in 
the  neighbourhood,  than  I  ordered  my  carriage, 
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finger  of    renovation  had   been  so  busy  that  I 
scarcely   recognized    the  details  which  met   my 

eye/ 

Within,  as  without,  the  same  change  had  taken 
place ;  while  the  bevy  of  powdered  menials  who 
received  me,  and  who  replaced  the  one  grey- 
headed domestic  who  had  served  Lady  0*Halloran 
with  all  the  stately  affection  of  long  habit, 
were  clothed  in  neat,  but  rich  hveries.  I  forgot 
the  lapse  of  time  which  had  intervened  since  my 
last  visit  to  the  Hall,  and  looked  around  me  in 
astonishment. 

I  was  shewn  into  the  library,  which,  like  the  rest 
of  the  establishment,  had  assumed  an  air  of  opu- 
lence and  comfort ;  and  where  I  was  courteously 
received  by  a  stranger,  the  veriest  vision  of  girlish 
beauty  upon  which  I  had  ever  looked.  Small  and 
slight  as  a  sylph,  her  eyes  were  of  the  deepest 
blue,  and  the  magnificent  masses  of  hair  that  fell 
around  her  face,  and  to  her  shoulders,  were  of 
that  golden  brown  which  flashes  in  the  sunshine, 
and  darkens  in  the  shade ;  the  smile  that  played 
upon  her  lips  appeared  habitual  to  them;  and 
as  she  rose  upon  my  entrance,  and  courteously 
motioned  me  to  the  seat  which  a  servant  had 
advanced,  I  thought  that  I  had  never  beheld  so 
perfect  an  embodiment  of  innocence,  sweetness, 
and  polished  grace.      She  was  evidently  as  young 
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welcome  to  the  Hall  ?^^  she  asked,  as  she  extended 
her  hand  with  a  gravity  which  was  not  habitual 
to  her. 

*^  One  and  both,  my  good  friend !''  I  exclaimed, 
rising  to  carry  the  offered  hand  to  my  lips. 
**Eveleen  who  comes  to  thank  you  for  your 
past  friendship,  and  Lady  Domton  who  ventures 
to  ask  for  its  continuance.^' 

"  So  far,  so  well  ;'*  was  the  reply ;  "  and  in  this 
proceeding,  and  the  feeling  by  which  it  is  dictated, 
I  recognise  the  prompting  of  the  well-meaning 
but  unstable  heart  of  my  poor  friend  Tilden's 
daughter.  You  are  welcome,  Eveleen,  very  wel- 
come in  both  characters.  I  have  often  thought 
of  you  with  affection  and  anxiety,  my  dear  child. 
And  now  let  me  make  known  to  you  the  wife  of 
my  son ;  the  beloved  Margaret,  who  has  become 
as  dear  to  me  as  her  husband ;  and  who  has,  by 
her  tenderness,  given  an  added  value  to  the  close 
of  my  struggling  and  stormy  life.'' 

I  almost  uttered  an  exclamation  of  surprise  as 
the  beautiful  young  creature  before  me  bowed  and 
smiled  her  greeting.  All  was  now  explained. 
It  was  evident  that  her  wealth  had  restored  the 
faded  honours  of  the  ancient  family  of  which  she 
had  become  a  member;  that  her  extreme  loveli- 
ness had  not  been  her  only  dowry;  and  that 
beneath  the  sweet  simplicity  by  which  I  had  been 
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impressed,  must  nestle  the  proud  consciousnesi 
of  having  shed  happiness  and  peace  upon  the 
path  of  him  she  loved. 

What  a  contrast  did  she  not  offer  to  myself! 
We  were  both  young«  both  wealthy,  both  hand- 
some; but  hers  was  not  the  comaiaQding  and 
almost  arrogant  beauty  which  distinguiahed  me; 
it  was  a  loveliness,  so  pure,  so  ethereal,  so  spiri- 
tualized, that  all  idea  of  rivalry  was  annihilated  ts 
by  the  stroke  of  a  magician's  wand ;  and  I  felt  no 
reluctance  in  admitting  the  charm  under  which  1 
bowed. 

'^  And  thus,  Eveleen ;''  pursued  Lady  (yHiI- 
loran,  when  our  mute  but  cordial  recognition  mi 
accomplished ;  ^'  I  have  subsided  into  a  happj, 
indolent,  world-shunning  dowager;  and  have 
little  to  tell  you  of  myself;  but  such  is  far  fiom 
being  the  case  with  you.  Are  you  still  auffidentlj 
unspoiled  by  fashion  to  open  your  heart  to  me) 
Nay,  do  not  leave  us,  my  child  ^  she  said,  as  Ae 
younger  Lady  O'Halloran  rose  to  leave  the  room: 
'^  you  are  aware  that  there  is  not  now  between  as 
even  the  affectation  of  a  secret.  And  yon, 
my  dear  Lady  Domton^  fear  nothing :  MaigaiVt 
is  discreet ;  and  I  will  even  admit  to  you  that  she 
is  au  courant  of  your  early  history^  and  has  man 
than  once  shed  tears  over  my  simple  story  of 
your  unloved  youth/' 
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I  instinctively  stretched  out  my  hand  to  the 
fair  girl^  who  pressed  it  gently  in  silence. 

How  easy  was  it  for  me  to  pour  forth  to  the 
sympathising  listeners  near  me  all  the  history  of 
my  strange,  hurried,  and  compulsatory  marriage. 
The  threats  of  my  mother,  my  terror  of  Mr. 
Curties,  my  gratitude  for  the  attentions  of  Sir 
James.  Nay,  how  comparatively  facile  was  it  to 
admit  the  vacillation  of  my  own  feelings ;  the 
uncertainty  by  which  I  was  beset ;  the  chimerical 
fears  under  which  I  laboured;  and  even  the 
deplorable  weakness  which  accompanied  me  to 
the  altar  !  I  narrated  with  a  glowing  cheek,  my 
triumphs  in  the  world,  and  the  splendour  with 
which  Sir  James  had  surrounded  me  in  my  new 
home.  Fevered  and  breathless,  I  passed  on  from 
one  phase  of  my  married  life  to  another ;  until  my 
eloquence  was  suddenly  checked  by  the  memory 
of  the  late  apparition  of  Devereux  at  Rooksley. 

When  the  time  is  come  in  which  we  fear  to 
give  utterance  to  all  the  secrets  of  our  hearts,  the 
very  eflfort  that  we  make  to  shroud  them  reveals 
the  mystery ;  and  thus  it  was  with  me.  I  had 
been  talking  hurriedly,  impetuously,  as  though 
the  hours  would  be  too  short  to  hold  all  that  I 
had  to  tell,  when  suddenly  I  stopped  short,  with 
a  forced  laugh  ;  and  folding  my  mantle  about  me 
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of  Sir  James  Dornton's  love,  a  subject  of  indif- 
ference— even  a  relief  to  you  ?  Have  you  not 
allowed  yourself  to  look  upon  your  marriage  as  a 
martyrdom  inflicted  upon  you  by  others,  when 
you  should  have  remembered  that  by  proper  and 
prudent  firmness,  and  calm  womanly  dignity,  you 
might  have  rendered  it  impossible  ?  Have  you 
not  sacrificed  the  peace  and  self-respect  of  the 
future  to  the  indolent  enjoyment  of  the  present  ? 
I  understand  that  gesture.  You  admit  the  fact. 
But  is  this  all,  Eveleen  ?  Is  this  all,  poor  mis- 
guided child  of  my  dead  friend  ?  Throughout 
the  whole  of  your  story,  you  have  told  me  only 
of  yourself  and  of  those  who  were  antagonistical 
to  you — I  have  not  heard  one  word  of  Herbert 
Devereux — of  the  object  of  your  first,  and  as  you 
declared,  of  your  unalterable  love.  Why  is  this  ? 
Have  you  in  truth  conquered  your  girlish,  and 
now  sinful  passion  ?  Have  you  never  met  Mr. 
Devereux  since  your  marriage  ?'' 

'*  But  once ;  Madam  ;  but  once,  and  then  only 
for  a  few  hours,  scarcely  a  week  since,  at 
Rooksley/' 

"  And  what  has  been  the  moral  effect  of  that 
meeting,  Eveleen  ?'' 

Lady   0*Halloran  !*'  I  exclaimed  in   agony; 

have  mercy  upon  me !  I  cannot  answer  that 
question  to  my  own  heart.     I  can  only  promise 
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experiences  this  retorted  falsehood,  neither  can  I 
pity  him  when  he  is  repaid  in  kind." 
*'  Eveleen,  you  make  me  shudder  P 
'*  And  wherefore  ?  Of  what  value  can  be  the 
devotion  of  a  wife  when  it  is  not  deemed  worthy 
of  return  ?  Rather  desire  for  me,  my  dear  Lady 
O'Halloran,  a  state  of  mind  which  will  substitute 
calm,  for  an  impossible  and  unattainable  happiness. 
The  world  need  know  nothing  of  the  fact.  How, 
indeed,  in  my  case,  could  it  arrive  at  such  a  con- 
clusion ?  I  feel  that  Sir  James  will  never  fail  in 
his  duty  as  a  well-bred  and  perfectly  courteous 
husband  ;  that  he  will  replace  the  passion  which 
.he  is  tired  of  affecting,  by  the  most  conspicuous 
attentions,  the  most  unlimited  indulgence,  and  the 
most  demonstrative  respect.  The  world  will  not 
therefore,  I  repeat,  suspect  the  shallowness  of  the 
vase  which  contains  my  draught  of  home-happi- 
ness; and  to  that  world  I  confidently  look  to 
revenge  me.^' 

I  was  abruptly  silenced  by  the  fixed  and 
frightened  gaze  which  the  younger  Lady  0*Hal- 
loran  had  turned  upon  me,  and  which  I  acciden- 
tally encountered.  It  was  as  the  look  of  a  good 
genius,  rebuking  an  evil  spirit.  I  bowed  my 
head,  humbled  and  heart-struck,  before  the  won- 
dering purity  which,  wounded  and  bewildered, 
seemed  to  ask  itself  if  it  had  heard  aright. 
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excitement.  Do  not  judge  harshly  of  me;  my 
fate  has  been  a  cruel  one.  If  I  can  conquer  it 
in  conquering  myself,  I  shall  in  a  great  degree 
owe  my  success  to  your  admonitions.  Fare- 
well.^' 

"  Farewell,  my  child.  Be  just  to  yourself,  and 
all  will  yet  end  happily.^' 

My  heart  was  full,  as  I  threw  myself  into  the 
carriage.  It  is  full  now,  as  I  recal  that  never- 
forgotten  visit.  The  aspect  of  the  pure  and 
gentle  girl,  who^  like  a  beam  of  sunshine  had 
crossed  my  feverish  and  fitful  path ;  the  moral 
worth  of  the  friend  in  whom  my  father  had 
confided ;  the  calm  and  peaceful  look  of  every 
thing  by  which  they  were  surrounded,  as  though 
their  own  qualities  were  reflected  by  all  about 
them;  these  objects  which,  in  a  different  frame 
of  mind,  would  have  imparted  to  my  own  feelings 
a  portion  of  their  blessedness,  now  only  served,  on 
the  contrary,  to  ruffle  and  embitter  my  pride  and 
my  repinings.  Such  also  might  have  been  my 
fate.  What  was  it  now  ?  And  what  might  it 
become  ? 

I  reached  Rooksley  in  time  to  dress  for  dinner, 
and  to  learn  from  Josephine  that  Colonel  Deve- 
reux  had  returned. 
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mitted  some  reckless  act  of  folly  which  would 
have  drawn  down  upon  me  the  reproaches  of 
Lady  Madelaine^  and  the  remonstrances,  or  even 
displeasure  of  Sir  James ;  but  far  from  affecting 
to  do  so,  his  coldness  and  indifference  were  uncon- 
querable ;  he  scarcely  appeared  conscious  of  my 
presence  when  I  was  putting  forth  all  the  artillery 
of  my  fascinations.  He  neither  smiled  at  my 
sallies,  nor  was  moved  by  my  complaints ;  indeed^ 
I  might  have  believed  that  he  had  altogether  for- 
gotten the  former  tie  between  us^  had  not  the 
pertinacity  with  which  he  avoided  every  occasion 
of  finding  himself  alone  with  me,  been  a  convinc- 
ing proof  to  the  contrary.  This  was,  of  all 
positions  in  the  worlds  the  most  trying  to  a  vain 
and  flattered  woman,  conscious  that  time  had 
only  heightened  her  attractions.  The  obsequious 
devotions  of  the  frivolous  and  fashionable  men 
about  me  became  vapid  and  distasteful.  I  sought 
only  for  the  admiration  and  homage  of  the  one 
who  seemed  resolved  to  deny  me  both;  and  I 
became  but  the  more  determined  to  lay  the  rebel- 
lious spirit. 

To  the  society  of  Domton,  Colonel  Devereux 
was  obviously  averse ;  and  it  appeared  to  me 
somewhat  singular  that  Sir  James  should  force  it 
upon  him  with  so  much  pertinacity,  knowing  as 
he  did  all  the  antecedents  of  his  history  ^  such 
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To  lose  our  conquests,  is  a  fate  to  which  we 
must  all^  sooner  or  later^  submit  with  as  good  a 
grace  as  we  can  assume.  It  is  the  penalty  of  the 
one  sex,  enforced  by  the  selfishness  and  fickleness 
of  the  other ;  but  to  confess  to  ourselves  that  we 
have  done  so,  is  a  harder  task  than  many  women 
can  achieve,  even  in  the  face  of  the  clearest 
evidence.  Hence  sd  many  superannuated  co- 
quettes ! 

Something  more  bitter  than  anger  made  me 
resolve  to  ascertain  the  fact.  I  determined  to 
leave  no  pains  untried  to  ascertain  the  real  state 
of  Devereux^s  feeling  towards  me.  Had  I  pos- 
sessed as  much  principle  as  pride,  I  should  have 
shrunk  from  such  an  inquisition :  but  I  have 
already  frankly  acknowledged  that  mine  were 
only  the  principles  which  are  commonly  acquired 
in  the  great  world,  and  which  seldom  interfere 
with  the  will  of  their  possessor.  They  are  like  a 
rootless  oak,  making  a  noble  shew  until  resistance 
is  required  of  them ;  but  once  lean  upon  them 
for  support,  and  they  give  way,  and  roll  their  leafy 
honours  in  the  dust. 

I  pursued  my  resolution.  I  affected  the  tastes 
which  I  knew  to  be  agreeable  to  my  lost  lover. 
I  wore  the  colours  he  preferred,  I  avoided  the 
habits  which  I  chanced  to  hear  him  condemn; 
but  all  was  useless.     He  neither  looked  nor  com- 


54  THB   003IFSUI0Na  OF 

mented.  My  ill-sucoeas  made  me  nenrout  and 
irritable.  It  was  a  struggle  which  I  was  com- 
pelled to  bear  alone,  for  I  dared  not  cxmfiess  to 
any  one  the  extent  of  my  Tain  and  goilty  folly. 
This  fact  doubled  my  suffering;  for,  naUuiDy 
expansive,  I  should  have  found  a  certain  aohoe 
in  pouring  out  all  my  hopes,  and  fears,  and  weak- 
ness, to  aaother.  The  enervating  atmosphere  of 
an  unbroken  solitude  of  spirit  is  to  that  sjnrit  like 
constant  tension  to  a  bow:  the  spring  of  eadi 
becomes  injured  by  the  useless  and  unprofitable 
strain  upon  its  strength.  Thus  it  was  with  me ; 
constantly  striving  to  effect  one  object^  and  con- 
stantly foiled  in  my  attempts,  my  temper  at  kit 
gave  way,  and  I  became  sullen  and  imperious. 
Domton  expostulated  with  me.  My  answer  wu 
haughty  and  impatient.  I  ezpeoted  that  I  should 
compel  a  retort,  but  it  was  not  so.  He  only 
smiled  compassionately,  as  he  would  have  done  it 
an  exhibition  of  impotent  anger  in  a  spoiled  chiM, 
and  this  civil  contempt  exasperated  me.  I  re- 
proached him  with  his  indiffierenoe  to  my  happi- 
ness, and  even  shed  tears.  I  lutied  myself  that  I 
])ad  become  the  wife  of  a  man  too  old  to  enter  into 
my  tastes,  or  to  comprehend  my  feelings;  I  pro- 
fited, in  short,  by  this  unpremeditated  outbunti 
to  pour  forth  the  fuU  tide  of  my  pent-np  emo- 
tions ;    but  Domton   remained  placidly  by  my 
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side,  unmoved  by  all  the  extrayagance  of  my 
accusations. 

"  Listen  to  me,  Eveleen  ;'*  he  said  at  last,  "  and 
endeavour  to  recover  your  good-humour,  without 
which  even  your  pretty  face  loses  its  charm. 
Look  at  me !  Despite  all  your  reproaches — and 
you  have  not  spared  them — I  have  remained  calm. 
I  am,  as  you  have  truly  said,  too  old  to  enter  into 
your  feelings,  though  I  perhaps  understand  them 
even  better  than  yourself;  and  it  is  precisely 
because  I  am  so  much  your  senior  that  I  cannot 
afford  to  hurry  on  the  destructive  progress  of  time, 
by  the  withering  blight  of  temper.  I  am,  as  you 
know,  a  man  of  the  world,  and  I  owe  it  to  that 
world  to  be  careful  of  its  worshipper.  Look  at 
me !''  he  repeated,  assuming  an  air  of  playfulness  : 
"  Why  do  you  turn  away  your  eyes  so  impatiently? 
What !  a  blush,  which  is  not  timidity  but  anger 
— what  means  all  this  ?" 

I  disdained  to  answer.  Sir  James  drew  a  chair 
forward,  and  seated  himself  beside  me. 

"  We  are  in  a  ridiculous  position,  Eveleen  ;^^  he 
continued  after  a  short  pause ;  ^^  and  one  which 
I  would  fain  have  treated  more  lightly  than  you 
now  compel  me  to  do.  As  it  is,  I  will  be  as 
serious,  if  not  as  energetic  as  yourself,  for  we 
have,  in  truth,  a  grave  subject  to  discuss.^' 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders,  and  threw  myself 
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back  upon  my  cushions.     I  was  resolved  not  to 
yield  an  inch. 

"  To  be  candid  with  you,  my  dear  girl  ;'*  pur- 
sued my  husband,  as  calmly  as  though  he  had 
been  giving  an  account  of  his  day^s  shooting ; 
"  you  have  acted  very  absurdly  of  late ;  and  if  you 
are  not  more  careful  you  will  compromise  yourself 
terribly.  You  should  consider  the  imprudence  of 
your  system.  If  you  are  compromised  at  your 
age,  you  will  be  superannuated  at  five-and-twenty ; 
and  for  what  ?     Nothing,  or  less  than  nothing." 

I  looked  up  aghast. 

"  I  am  quite  aware,"  he  resumed  in  the  same 
monotonous  and  unexcited  voice  :  "  that  the  un- 
expected appearance  of  a  man  whom  you  have 
loved,  and  not  yet  quite  forgotten^  must  neces- 
sarily be  a  trial  to  you ;  but  you  should  stru^Ie 
against  so  unprofitable  a  weakness,  for  your  own 
sake ;  you  should  avoid  drawing  upon  yourself  the 
attention  of  those  about  you  by  exhibitions  of 
sullenness  and  absence  of  mind ;  you  should  have 
more  command  over  yourself,  and  more  considera- 
tion for  your  husband.** 

"  You  insult  me  V^  I  exclaimed  passionately. 

"Impossible;"  was  the  reply;  "for  I  do  not 
wrong  you.  Eveleen,  in  all  that  relates  to  know- 
ledge of  the  world  you  are  still  a  child.  Devc- 
reux  has  piqued  your  pride ;  he  has  overacted  his 
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part,  and  you  have  emulated  him  in  his  folly. 
There  must  be  an  end  to  this.^^ 

'*  Have  you  forgotten  having  once  gratuitously 
informed  me  that  you  were  not  jealous !'' 

"Jealous!"  repeated  Dorn ton,  in  a  tone  that 
would  have  been  contemptuous,  had  it  not  been 
dashed  with  pain.  "And  I  told  you  the  truth. 
Lady  Domton.  Had  it  been  otherwise — but  that 
is  not  what  I  wish  to  say.  You  require  the  coun- 
sels of  a  friend  interested  in  your  respectability 
and  happiness ;  and  I  am  ready  to  offer  them.^' 

**  The  office  of  a  Mentor  is  doubtlessly  more 
agreeable  to  you  than  that  of  a  husband  ;'^  I  said 
bitterly;  "but  I  will  not  impose  upon  you  so 
onerous  a  task,  as  that  of  teaching  your  lyife  to 
disguise  her  sentiments  and  play  the  hypocrite,  in 
order  to  preserve  her  honour  from  the  malice  of 
envenomed  tongues.'* 

**  My  anxiety  to  save  you  simply  proves  that  I 
am  a  rational  being ;  that  I  foresee  the  dangers  to 
which  your  imprudence  exposes  you ;  and  that  I 
wish  to  do  you  a  service  by  preserving  your  repu- 
tation, which,  once  blighted,  can  never  be 
restored.  Were  you  more  reasonable  than  you 
are,  I  should  speak  more  plainly ;  but,  as  it  is, 
we  should  never  understand  each  other.'* 

"  I  have  already  understood  too  much ;"  I  ex* 
claimed  indignantly.    "  You  have  said  with  truth, 

D  3 
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Sir,  that  you  are  a  man  of  the  world;  but, know- 
ing this,  why  did  you  marry?  Why  did  you 
place  a  helpless  woman  in  a  position  to  blush 
alike  for  you  and  for  hersdf  ?" 

"  I  will  not  recriminate ;''  said  Dornton,  with  a 
taunting  smile ;  '^  and  I  will  add  no  more  than 
this.  You  are  entering  upon  a  dangerous  career, 
of  which  the  perils  are  unknown  to  you,  and  of 
which  I  ])ossess  the  clue.  I  have  offered  to  guide 
you  safely  through  the  labyrinth,  and  you  re- 
proach me  for  the  offer.  Would  you  prefer  that 
I  should  watch  your  actions,  and  listen  to  your 
words,  in  order  to  discover  in  them  subject  of  sus- 
])icion  and  discord  ? — that  I  should  embitter  both 
your  life  and  my  own  by  a  ceaseless  and  senseless 
jealousy  ?'' 

''Yes;*'  I  replied  angrily ;  "yes.  Sir,  I  should 
])refcr  it  a  thousand  times.  Your  very  injustice 
would  be  a  proof  of  affection ;  and  anything  is 
preferable  to  indifference.'^ 

''You  are  a  little  goose!''  laughed  Sir  James; 
"  you  neither  know  what  you  say,  nor  what  you 
wish.  The  day  will  yet  come,  in  which  you  will 
congratulate  yourself  upon  what  you  now  consider 
a  subject  of  complaint.  Appearances,  Eveleen, 
appearances  are  the  current  coin  of  the  world. 
Watch  over  them,  as  the  miser  watches  his 
hoarded  gold.    You  have  wit  enough  to  compre- 
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hend  that,  so  long  as  you  can  flaunt  them  in  the 
face  of  society^  your  dear  five  hundred  friends 
will  care  little  for  what  lies  beneath.  You  are 
warned — be  wary  V' 

And  at  the  close  of  this  extraordinary  and  re* 
volting  harangue,  Sir  James  rose  from  his  seat, 
and  with  an  ^^  addio,  bellissima  /"  left  the  room, 
before  I  could  sufficiently  recover  myself  to  utter 
a  word  in  reply. 

I  felt  stunned.  My  conviction  of  the  lax  mo- 
rality of  my  husband  had  come  upon  me  so  sud- 
denly that  I  was  crushed ;  but,  after  a  time,  there 
rose  upon  the  ruins  of  the  respect  and  gratitude 
which  I  had  hitherto  entertained  for  him,  an  emo-> 
tion  of  the  most  withering  contempt.  This  is  the 
most  hopeless  of  all  feelings  towards  a  husband. 
Every  other  adverse  sentiment  may  be  obliterated, 
or  at  least  ameliorated  by  time ;  but  contempt  is 
like  rust  in  such  a  case ;  the  longer  it  grows,  the 
deeper  it  eats  into  the  metal,  and  the  more  im- 
possible it  becomes  to  remove  its  trace. 

I  was  no  longer  a  wife  in  heart,  and  Dornton  was 
not  long  in  discovering  my  coldness,  but  he  made 
no  comment  upon  my  conduct.  Meanwhile,  in 
the  eyes  of  the  world,  we  were  a  singularly 
well-assorted  couple,  and  worthy  of  envy.  We 
never  interfered  with  each  other's  avocations  or 
amusements ;  we  were  wealthy,  and  regardless  of 
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expense ;  I  was  young,  fiuhionable,  md  admiied ; 
Sir  James  popular  and  witty.  What  more  oonld 
be  desired  ?  Who  cared  what  might  lark  behind 
the  veil,  which  like  that  upon  the  altar  of  VestHi 
hid  the  secrets  of  the  oracle?  As  my  contempt 
for  Sir  James  deepened^  so  did  my  passion  fiir 
Devereux  increase.  I  became  alarmed  at  last, 
and  tried  to  believe  that  I  was  deluding  mysdf 
with  a  spectre,  and  that  when  he  left  Rooksley  I 
should  once  more  cease  to  be  occupied  so  en- 
tirely by  one  object ;  but  I  could  not  n^mintMn 
the  cheat.  The  return  of  his  regard  was  necessary 
to  my  happiness;  and  I  eventually  came  to  s 
compromise  with  my  conscience,  and  deaded  thst 
it  would  suffice  to  me  to  secure  him  hereafter  as  s 
friend — only  a  friend— we  could  never  again  be 
more  to  each  other  than  friends — but  this,  st 
least,  we  might,  and  must  be.  The  more  I  re- 
flected upon  this  subject,  the  more  distinctly  I  saw 
not  only  the  propriety,  but  even  the  expediency 
of  the  arrangement.  We  were  at  present  in  a 
false  position.  Our  former  attachment  was  no 
secret ;  and  what  did  our  present  marked  estrange* 
ment  imply?  The  world  is  oensorioua.  Might 
it  not  misinterpret  so  extraordinary  a  demonstn- 
tion  of  avoidance  ?  I  eagerly  answered  myself  in 
the  affirmative.  We  accept  so  readily  all  sophis- 
tries which  flatter  our  own  wishes. 
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My  resolution  was  formed.  Devereox  must 
be  made  to  comprehend  this  truth.  So  far  all 
was  easy :  but  how  to  effect  my  purpose  was  still 
the  question.  Lady  Madelaine  had  affected  not 
to  perceive  the  coldness  which  existed  between 
us ;  it  was  consequently  evident  that  she  was 
satisfied  with  the  present  state  of  things,  and 
that  no  assistance  could  be  expected  from  her. 
The  mediation  of  Sir  James  was  equally  hopeless, 
for  he  would  have  made  the  first  hint  at  such  an 
arrangement  the  subject  of  a  distasteful  jest.  I 
could  Qome  to  no  decision. 

An  expedition  to  some  ruins  in  the  neighbour- 
hood had  been  suggested  by  Lord  Otterford,  and 
eagerly  seconded  by  the  guests,  when  it  chanced 
that  on  the  morning  chosen  for  the  excursion,  I 
awoke  fevered  and  unwell,  and  found  myself 
compelled  to  decline  so  fatiguing  an  attempt  at 
amusement.  The  party  consequently  departed 
without  me,  leaving  a  few  civil  regrets  to  replace 
their  society.  As  I  heard  the  carriages  roll  from 
the  door,  I  rejoiced  in  my  temporary  solitude ; 
and  felt  so  much  relieved  by  the  reflection  that  I 
should  be  alone  with  my  own  thoughts  for  a  few 
hours,  that  after  luxuriating  for  a  time  in  this 
conviction,  I  resolved  to  rise,  and  wander  through 
the  park.     I  accordingly  made  a  hasty  and  care- 
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less  toilette,   and  folding  my  shawl  about  me, 
left  my  room. 

As  I  descended  tbe  stain  it  stmck  me  that  I 
should  do  well  to  provide  myself  with  a  book, 
that,  when  weary  of  my  own  society,  I  miglit 
be  sure  of  a  resource ;  and  I  aooordii^y  tarned 
towards  the  library  for  that  porpose.  Hie  door 
stood  open,  and  I  had  adyanoed  some  steps  into 
the  room  before  I  became  oonsinous  that  it  tm 
already  tenanted.  The  blood  rushed  to  mj 
heart.  Devereux  was  seated  at  a  small  resdiif- 
table,  placed  in  the  bay  of  the  window.  His  left 
hand  supported  his  head,  and  in  his  right  he 
held  a  pen  ;  but  he  was  not  writing;  he  wasbmied 
in  thought. 

'^  Pray  pardon  me,  Colonel  Devereux ;"  I  wd 
hurriedly,  ^'  I  was  not  aware  that  you  was 
here.'' 

My  voice  roused  him  from  his  reverie ;  he  nm 
precipitately,  and  advanced  to  meet  me  like  s 
person  suddenly  awakened  from  a  deep  dtep^ 
who  had  not  yet  recovered  the  control  of  hb 
actions. 

^<  You  have  not  then  been  tempted  to  join  the 
exploring  party  ?"  I  said,  endeavouring  to  ocsh 
ceal  my  agitation. 

«  No,  Madam.'' 
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"  And  why  ?'' 

"  What  interest  could  I  have  taken  in  an  ex- 
cursion whose but  you  doubtlessly  came 

here  in   search   of  something.     Can  I  be    use- 
ful?'^ 

"  Yes,  Colonel  Devereux;  you  can  join  me  in 
a  stroll  through  the  park.  I  was  about  to  take  a 
book  as  a  companion.  I  will  accept  your  society 
as  its  substitute.^' 

He  bowed  without  making  any  reply ;  caught 
up  his  hat,  offered  his  arm,  and  in  the  next  instant 
we  had  left  the  house.  For  the  first  few  moments 
we  walked  forward  in  silence.  Then  we  talked  of 
the  wind,  the  heat,  the  picturesque  grouping  of 
the  forest  timber — the  tame  state  of  the  water- 
fowl upon  the  lake,— and  while  we  held  this 
puerile  conversation,  I  felt  his  arm  tremble  as  it 
supported  mine,  and  my  own  heart  beat  as 
though  it  would  fain  have  made  its  pulsations 
audible. 

Once  or  twice  I  almost  met  his  eye  as  it  was 
hastily  averted  from  my  face,  and  I  felt  glad  of 
this,  for  I  was  conscious  that  in  my  simple  cam- 
bric wrapper,  and  my  close  straw  bonnet,  I  must 
remind  him  more  thoroughly  of  the  Eveleen  of 
former  times — the  Eveleen  whom  he  had  loved — 
than  in  the  elaborate  toilette  which  I  had  affected 
since  my  marriage.     Still,  however,  he  continued 
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silent,  or  only  repUed  to  my  observations  by  a 
monosyllable.  At  length  I  could  endure  dui 
chilling  constraint  no  longer.  My  resolution  me 
up  before  me,  and  I  determined  to  take  the  ini- 
tiative, since  it  was  evident  that  he  had  decided 
on  an  opposite  course  of  action. 

^^  Colonel  Devereux;''  I  said^  with  aUthecdm- 
ness  which  I  found  it  possible  to  assume ;  "  ve 
have  sufficiently  discussed  both  the  weather  and 
the  beauties  of  Rooksley ;  and  now  we  can  soielj 
find  some  more  interesting  subject  of  oonTcm- 
tion.  We  are  not  strangers.  Let  us  be  frank 
towards  each  other.  Why  are  we  so  thorougUf 
estranged  ?  You,  without  doubt,  consider  the 
past  more  harshly  than^perhaps— " 

^^  I  have  never  reproached  yon.  Lady  Dan- 
ton  ?' 

''  You  have  not.  But  it  is  possible  that  I 
should  have  preferred  even  your  reproaches  to  the 
cold  and  cutting  displeasure  and  avoidance  diat 
you  have  exhibited.*' 

^'  Have  I,  indeed,  made  a  parade  of  such  fcel* 
ings  ?  If  SO;  I  owe  your  Ladyship  an  apolpU 
for  my  presumption,  and  venture  to  ofler  it  at 
once." 

Tears  of  mortification  started  to  my  eyes. 

^^  Colonel  Devereux ;"  I  said  somewhat  bittff- 
ly ;  ^^  as  this  is  a  subject  to  which  we  must  never 
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again  recur^  let  us,  at  least  understand  each 
other  now.  You  are  strangely  altered,  and  I 
fear  that  I  have  been  in  some  degree  the  cause  of 
a  change  which  all  who  regard  you  must  deplore. 
Believe  me  that,  however  circumstances  may 
appear  to  condemn  me — ^^ 

^*  Pray  spare   alike    yourself   and   me,    Lady 
Dornton.     You  did  not  deceive  me,  1   deceived 
myself.      I   knew   enough   of    the   pliability    of 
your  nature  to  be  prepared  for  all  that  has  oc- 
curred.    Had  it  been  otherwise,  nothing  should 
have  induced  me  to  play   so  supine  a  part  as  I 
have  enacted  since  our  separation.     Had   I  been 
able  to  trust  to   your  firmness,  and  to  calculate 
on  your  co-operation,  I  would  have  sacrificed  my 
whole  life  in  the  struggle  to  obtain  your  hand ; 
but  this  necessary  faith  was  denied  to  me ;  and  I 
was  too  proud  to  pursue  the  heiress,  when  I  was 
not  secure  of  the  affections  of  the  woman  .*' 
"  Is  this  generous.  Colonel  Devereux  V* 
"  I  think  so  ;    I  should  be  sorry  were  it  other- 
wise.    Am  I  not  borne  out  in  my  argument  ?*' 
"  Can  we  not  forget  the  past,  and  be  friends  V^ 
"  In  the  eyes  of  the  world  ?     Undoubtedly ; 
although  the  attempt  will  appear  but  a  mockery 
to  ourselves.*' 

"  In  that  case  let  us  leave  it  untried  ;*'  1  ex- 
claimed, as  the  blood  mounted  to  my  brow ;  *^  I 
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know  not  why  I  am  weak  enough  to  hope  thit 
my  forlorn  and  cruel  destiny  can  be  changed.  I 
should  be  gratefxd  to  jroo.  Colonel  Devereoz,  fa 
completing  the  bitter  lesson  which  I  hare  studied 
since  my  childhood." 

^^  Lady  Domton  I  Eveleen  P  cried  Derereiiii 
suddenly  grasping  my  hand ;  ^  are  you  the  odlj 
victim  of  the  destiny  which  yon  deprecate  ?^ 

There  was  an  ezpieasion  in  his  voice  tint 
startled  me.  I  had  weakly  and  wilfully  jdaoed 
myself  in  a  dangerous  position.  I  had  advanced 
to  the  brink  of  the  precipice  knowingly  and  rede- 
lessly ;  and  now,  when  I  felt  the  gromid  giTiif 
way  under  my  feet^  I  trembled. 

'^  Listen  to  me :"  I  said  hurriedly  ;  '^  befcure  yos 
reject  my  proffered  friendship.  You  are  un- 
happy ;  you  have  fits  of  melancholy^  wUdi  uc 
not  natural  either  to  your  age  or  to  your  tempen- 
ment.  Need  I  tell  you  that  I  also  have  my  hooit 
of  bitterness  ?  The  idle  triflers  by  whom  we  m 
surrounded  have  no  sympathy  with  sorrow ;  thej 
do  not  guess  how  grief  is  sometimes  lightened  bj 
participation.  Like  the  ephemera  that  sport  is 
the  sunbeams,  they  disappear  on  the  aettiq;  of 
the  brightness  to  which  they  owe  their  beiif^ 
But  we  are  not  like  these ;  let  as  be  fiiends :  tb 
trials  of  the  one  will  be  lessened  by  sympathy  in 
those  of  the  other. — ^You  look  suipriied— in^ 
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nant-^What  can  there  be  in  such  a  proposition  to 
induce  either  wonder  or  annoyance  ?'' 

"  All — Lady  Domton ;  everything— I  congra- 
tulate you  upon  the  composure  with  which  you 
can  contemplate  the  arrangement :  I^  unfortu- 
nately, do  not  possess  an  equal  share  of  self- 
government.  I  have,  indeed,  compelled  myself 
to  meet  you  daily,  almost  hourly,  and  even  to 
reside  under  the  same  roof  with  you — but  my 
stoicism  will  scarcely  extend  farther/' 

"  I  am  to  understand  then,  Colonel  Devereux, 
that  henceforth,  save  in  the  interchange  of  the 
formalities  of  society,  we  are  to  be  strangers  ?" 

*'  We  have  no  alternative/' 

I  was  confounded.  There  was  a  shade  of  sor- 
row in  his  accent  which  checked  the  words  that 
were  rising  to  my  lips,  and  I  instinctively  stood 
still.  Devereux  paused  also,  but  remained  silent. 
I  had  withdrawn  my  hand  from  his  arm ;  and  in 
order  to  disguise  my  agitation  I  began  to  tear 
away  the  leaves  of  a  shrub  beside  me.  I  might 
have  spared  myself  the  subterfuge ;  for  when  I  at 
length  turned  once  more  towards  my  companion, 
he  was  tracing  figures  upon  the  gravel  with  his 
cane,  as  if  unconsciously.  I  felt  the  necessity  of 
extrication  from  this  self-sought  dilemma.^' 

"  After  your  last  assertion,"  I  said ;  "  I  can  no 
longer  aflfect  ignorance  of  your  estimate  of  my 
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character.  All  further  discussion  is 
W]ien  T  requested  your  society,  I  (Ud  not  aa6>> 
pate  insult;  and,  least  of  all,  that  insult  ihonld 
reach  me  through  you." 

"  Insult,  Lady  Doraton  !  Insult  ! — arc  fin 
making  a  jest  of  my  straggle  to  act  worthily?* 

"  Enough,  Colonel  Devereux,  enough  ^'  I  id-' 
terposed  with  vehemency, "  there  was  no  possibiEt; 
of  Diistaking  your  words.  And  yoa  are  right.  Sir, 
perfectly  right.  I  have  within  the  last  hour 
heedlessly  given  you,  through  a  romantic  &ncj 
that  friendship  still  existed  in  the  world,  in 
opportunity  of  misconstruction  from  whicb  it 
is  your  pleasure  not  to  suSer  me  to  escape  un- 
scathed ;— my  idle  dream  is  now,  however,  onr; 
and    henceforth   I    will   compel   yon   to   mpKt 


:^ 


As  I  ceased  speaking,  I  bent  my  head  II 
ly,  and  turned  towards  the  house. 

"  Lady  Dornton — Eveleen — Yoa  will  drive  n 
mad !"  exclaimed  Devereux,  seiziog  my  shawl  tv 
detain  me;  "  do  you  not — can  you  not — ondn- 
stand,  that  I  dare  not  accept  the  offer  of  nur 
friendship — of  your  confidence — dear  and  precioe 
as  it  would  be  to  me?  Will  you  not  believe mf 
incapable  of  indulging  a  thought  which  wouU 
give  you  pain?  No — you  cannot;  you  do  not 
seek  to  do  this,  because  you  can  reason  cahclf 
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Upon  the  past,  and  look  steadily  upon  the  pre* 
sent.  I  can  do  neither ;  and  of  this  you  make  a 
crime." 

My  heart  beat  quick  ;  my  brow  burned ;  my 
shawl  was  still  in  his  grasp. 

"  You  are  enigmatical,  Colonel  Devereux  ;*'  I 
remarked  coldly,  making  a  second  attempt  to 
escape. 

"  Eveleen — merciless  Eveleen — do  not  abuse 
your  power.  You  have  already  made  me  suffi- 
ciently wretched.     Spare  me  now.*' 

*^  We  are  both  acting  childishly  ;*'  I  said,  affect- 
ing not  to  remark  his  emotion ;  ^^  and  have  each 
something  to  forgive  in  this  interview.^' 

"  Much,  much ;''  murmured  Devereux  in  a 
smothered  voice.  Then,  suddenly  turning  towards 
me,  he  added ;  ^^  let  me,  at  least,  make  expiation 
for  my  errors.  Let  me  assure  you.  Lady  Dornton, 
solemnly  assure  you,  that  in  all  the  words  which 
I  have  uttered  this  day,  there  has  not  been  one  of 
which  the  true  meaning  was  calculated  to  offend 
you;  and  then  let  me  add  that  I  now  crave, 
humbly  and  earnestly,  the  proffered  friendship 
which  I  was  just  now  mad  enough  to  reject. 
I  will  learn  of  yourself  to  exercise  it  with  honour 
and  usefulness.  Will  you  not  give  me  your 
hand  ?'' 
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I  felt  that  I  should  have  refused  to  make  to 
sudden  a  concession^  bat  I  could  not*  All  my 
anger,  all  my  alarm^  gave  way  before  the  low  and 
earnest  tones  in  which  he  had  addressed  me. 
I  laid  my  hand  in  his ;  he  carried  it  respectfully  to 
his  lips  ;  and  then  once  more  drew  it  through  hii 
arm,  and  turned  to  pursue  the  path  which  kd 
onward  towards  the  lake.  It  was  a  moment 
fraught  with  agitation  to  both  of  us.  To  me  it 
was  one  of  mingled  bitterness  and  triumph;  1 
felt  that  I  was  still  beloved !  The  eonvictioD 
should  have  made  me  tremble,  but  I  was  too 
confident  in  myself  to  fear.  I  only  whispered 
mentally,  that  all  the  authority  of  my  mothcTj 
and  all  the  machinations  of  my  husband,  had 
merely  sufficed  to  sever  our  hands — over  osr 
hearts  they  had  possessed  no  power ! 

Meanwhile,  as  we  slowly  walked  forward  in 
silence,  I  felt  the  arm  of  Devereux  press  my 
hand  more  closely  to  his  side.  He,  I  thought  is, 
perhaps,  at  this  moment  exulting  over  the  same 
conviction ;  and  I  longed  to  ask  him  if  it  were 
not  so ;  but  a  feeling  of  constraint  and  inesdu- 
tion  had  come  upon  me,  and  I  dared  not  trust 
myself  with  words,  although  the  silence  had  con- 
tinued so  long,  that  it  had  become  painful  and 
embarrassing.      At  length,  perceiving  that  my 
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companion  was  resolved  to  render  me  no  assist- 
ance, I  was  about  to  attempt  a  renewal  of  the 
conversation,  when  the  sound  of  approaching 
wheels  announced  the  return  of  the  party,  and 
we  at  once  hastened  towards  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Lord  Otterford,  shortly  after  his  return  home, 
opened  the  letter-bag,  and  among  others,  handed 
a  somewhat  voluminous  packet  to  myself.  Mf 
surprise  was  great  to  find  the  superscription  in 
tlie  hand-writing  of  Lady  O'Halloran,  while  tbe 
post-mark  which  it  bore  was  that  of  ELdinboigb. 
A  fortnight  had  scarcely  elapsed  since  my  visit  to 
tlic  Hall,  upon  which  occasion  she  had  made  no 
mention  of  such  a  journey.  Still  painfully  agitated 
by  my  interview  with  Devereux,  I  was  glad  to 
retreat  to  a  distant  sofa  with  my  letter,  marvelliiig 
as  I  crossed  the  room,  what  it  might  portend.  It 
was  dated  from  GlenfiUan.  My  sister  was  a  oon- 
iirnied  and  hopeless  invalid ;  and  by  one  of  thooe 
caprices  so  usual  with  the  sick,  she  had  written  to 
entreat  the  presence  of  Lady  O'Halloran  in  Soot- 
land.  The  warm-hearted  dowager  had  at  onoe 
complied  with  her  request ;  and  had  obeyed  her 
wishes  to  the  letter,  by  leaving  the  ndgfabourbood 
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without  informing  any  of  the  family  of  her  move* 
ments ;  but,  on  her  arrival  at  GlenfiUan  had 
found  Adela  so  greatly  changed,  that  she  con- 
sidered  it  her  duty  to  apprise  me  of  the  fact ;  and 
also  to  insist  that  Lady  Flora  should  write  to  my 
mother  to  the  same  effect. 

"  My  poor  sister  is  dangerously  ill  !'^  I  exclaimed, 
when  I  had  reached  the  close  of  the  letter,  and 
approached  Lady  Madelaine.  '^  Have  you  also 
heard  from  GlenfiUan,  Madam  ?*^ 

"  Yes,  I  have  a  letter  from  Lady  Flora ;  she 
appears  to  be  uneasy  about  Adela ;  but  old  maids 
always  exaggerate  evils,  and  consequently — '* 

"  I  assure  you,''  I  interposed  eagerly ;  "  that 
there  is  scarcely  room  for  exaggeration.  Lady 
O'Halloran,  who  is  at  present  with  her,  assures 
me  that  she  has  wasted  to  a  shadow;  that 
her  physician  is  almost  fearful  of  administering 
remedies  lest  they  should  consume  her  slight 
remains  of  strength,  and  that  she  pertinaciously 
rejects  all  his  advice.*' 

"  Ha !  indeed — that  intelligence  is  more  serious," 
replied  my  mother,  looking  more  annoyed  than 
anxious.  ^^  Lady  0*Halloran's  judgment  is  not, 
however,  infaUible.  What  on  earth  could  have 
taken  that  extraordinary  person  to  GlenfiJIan ! 
Some  people  are  inexplicable.     Adela   is  always 
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complaining,  and  creating  m  sensation  in  the 
family.  Girls  of  her  age  are  for  ever  fancying 
themselves  dying,  when  tiiey  are  only  fostering 
their  own  absurd  whims.  However,  Lady  Flora 
will,  of  course^  write  again  immediately,  and  if 
she  does  not  announce  any  amendment  in  yoor 
sister's  health,  I  must  consider  what  to  do.'' 

The  idea  of  sickness  and  death  was  so  repug- 
nant to  me,  that  I  am  afraid,  ander  other  circam- 
stances,  I  should  have  endeavoured  to  share  my 
mother's  comfortable  self-consolation;  bat  the 
intelligence  had  come  upon  me  in  a  moment  of 
agitation  and  anxiety,  and  I  felt  relieved  by  the 
tears  which  it  enabled  me  to  shed.  Bad  news 
arc  almost  welcome  in  such  a  case,  for  they  form 
a  pretext  for  the  emotion  which  must  otherwise 
provoke  both  curiosity  and  comment;  and  we 
consequently  feel  no  inclination  to  rob  them  of 
their  just  tribute.  I  wept  bitterly,  and  for  m  time 
I  cheated  myself  into  the  belief  that  all  my  tean 
were  shed  for  my  sister.  I  was  no  sooner  alone, 
however,  than  I  discovered  the  fallacy  of  sndi 
a  credence,  for  my  thoughts  at  onoe  reverted  to 
Devereux. 

Our  recent  interview  had  again  plunged  me 
into  a  state  of  uncertainty.  He  had  said  too 
much,  or  not  enough.  In  reviewing  my  own 
conduct  I  was  not  altogether  satisfied^  whik  his 


A    PRETTY   WOMAN.  75 

appeared  to  be  capricious  and  enigmatical.  I 
dared  not  examine  too  closely  the  meaning  of  all 
his  words,  and  I  resolutely  dwelt  only  upon  such 
as  might  imply  either  affection,  anger,  or  jealousy, 
as  they  were  differently  interpreted  by  his  listener. 
I  forgot  to  ask  myself  what  warrant  he  had  for 
either  towards  Sir  James  Dornton's  wife. 

A  few  days  brought  us,  as  Lady  Madelaine 
had  anticipated,  fresh  letters  Arom  Glenfillan. 

"  You  will  soon  be  sisterless ;"  wrote  my 
own  correspondent ;  "  each  day  the  disease,  be  it 
what  it  may,  becomes  more  hopeless.  Adela  no 
longer  looks  like  a  creature  of  this  world.  Every 
tinge  of  blood  has  forsaken  her  cheeks  and  lips. 
She  moves  with  difficulty,  and  cannot  walk  across 
the  room  without  support.  It  is  a  sore  trial  to 
look  upon  her  now,  and  to  think  what  she  might 
have  been  ;  but,  for  your  worthy  father's  sake,  to 
whom  she  will  so  soon  be  united,  I  will  not  leave 
her  till  all  is  over.  As  for  herself,  she  is  per- 
fectly calm,  and  declares  that  she  desires  nothing 
so  much  as  the  moment  which  is  to  free  her  Arom 
a  world  of  which  she  is  weary,  only  on  report.** 

Here  then  was  frightful  confirmation  of  our 
fears  :  and,  despite  the  considerate  declaration  of 
Lady  O^Halloran,  that  Adela  looked  forward  to 
her  death  almost  with  impatience,  I  could  not 
overcome  tlie  horror  of  the  anticipation.  I  glanced 
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around  me  upon  the  luxury  to  which  I  was  lo 
habituated,  that  I  should  have  heeded  it  only  hj 
its  absence ;  and  then  on  the  gushing  sunshine 
%vhich  folded  all  nature  in  a  robe  of  glory ;  and 
lastly  on  the  reflection  of  my  own  faoe,  radiant  in 
youth;  and  health,  and  beauty,  and  upon  which 
the  tears  that  were  now  trickling  down,  left  no 
more  trace  than  does  a  summer  shower  upon  the 
blossoms  and  the  leaves. 

^*  No,  no ;''  I  murmured  to  myself;  ^sbe 
may  bear  her  yoke  bravely,  but  she  cannot  irish 
to  leave  all  these.  Poor  Adela!  so  young — scsiody 
nineteen — how  terrible  to  be  struck  down,  just  as 
she  might  have  learned  to  cherish  life.  Snrelfi 
surely,  there  must  yet  be  hope  !*' 

In  her  letter  to  my  mother.  Lady  Flora  men- 
tioned that  their  guest  had  suggested  to  the 
invalid  the  expediency  of  requesting  her  presenee 
and  my  own  at  Glenfillan,  but  the  resolute  man- 
ner in  whicli  she  had  replied  ^*  Not  yet,''  had 
convinced  them  that  we  should  do  well  to  dcfior 
our  journey  for  a  time.  As  this  arrangement 
accorded  with  Lady  Madelaine's  wishes,  she  did 
not  hesitate  to  express  her  aoquieaoence  in  thck 
request,  and  all  my  own  ezpoatnlations  woe 
useless. 

The  season  had  commenced ;  and  within  a 
week  after  the  receipt  of  this  melancholy  intaU 
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ligence,  our  party  had  dispersed  only  to  meet 
again  in  town.  One  of  my  earliest  guests  was 
Devereux ;  but  I  was  surrounded  by  morning 
visitors  when  he  entered  the  room,  and  he  did 
not  await  their  departure.  As  he  moved  in 
precisely  my  own  set,  I,  as  a  matter  of  course, 
met  him  every  where ,  and  although  no  opportunity 
of  recurrence  to  our  last  conversation  at  Rooks- 
ley  offered  itself,  and  that  he  was  still  guarded 
in  his  manner,  and  seldom  ventured  to  shew 
me  even  those  slight  attentions,  which  when 
there  exists  no  secret  consciousness  between 
the  parties  to  lend  them  a  language,  signify  little 
or  nothing,  still  I  felt  that  there  was  no  longer 
so  wide  a  gulf  between  us.  My  own  house  was 
the  one  in  which  he  was  the  least  frequently  to  be 
found ;  and  he  was  always  careful  to  come  at  those 
hours  when,  if  I  chanced  to  be  at  home,  he  was 
aware  that  I  must  be  surrounded  by  guests. 
Into  my  Opera  box  he  never  ventured,  unless 
he  saw  that  I  was  attended  by  Sir  James;  and 
this  soon  became  so  unusual  a  circumstance, 
that  I  doubt  if  it  were  remarked  when  he  dropped 
the  habit  altogether. 

The  prestige  of  the  honeymoon  was  over.  The 
Bride  had  become  a  Wife.  Sir  James-  was  a 
member  of  three  Clubs,  where  he  could  lounge 
all  the  morning,  and  play  all  the  evening.    And 
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it  was  pleasant  .to  be  assured  that  he  had  gained 
the  plaudits  of  all  his  clnb-fellowB  by  retarniif 
to  them  unspoiled  by  his  marriage.  It  is  alwip 
flattering  to  a  wife  to  learn  that  she  has  worked 
no  reform  whatever  in  the  habits  of  a  dissipated 
husband ! 

Ere  long,  I  saw  little  or  nothing  of  Domton.  In 
the  country  he  had  merely  fallen  off  in  gallantrj; 
in  town  he  emancipated  himself  bodily  from  die* 
thraldom  of  a  married  home.  He  liked  to  knov 
that  his  house  was  fireqnented  by  all  that  was  moit 
desirable  in  London  sodety,  and  that  it  nu 
esteemed  a  favour  to  be  received  there  as  in 
habitui;  but  he  preferred  to  ascertain  even  this  &et 
as  news,  to  convincing  himself  of  it  personally. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  my  smothered 
affection  for  Devereoz  proved  a  safi^oard  to  me 
at  that  period,  and  prevented  the  oommissioB  cf 
more  than  one  imprudence,  into  which  my  idk 
vanity  would  otherwise  have  harried  me.  He 
language  of  adulation  which  met  me  on  all  ndo^ 
and  at  all  times — the  impotent  malice  of  hatfs- 
dozen  fashionable  beantiea,  whom  I  had,  without 
one  effort,  berefl  of  their  admirer»-*the  |^dd^ 
race  of  pleasure  and  fiivolity  which  I  was  nmninK 
— all  conspired  to  intoncate  my  fancyj  and  to 
delude  my  heart.  Constant  betters  from  the  dmA 
had  satisfied  us  that,  although  Adda  was  do^ 
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and  surely  sinking,  there  was  no  immediate  danger 
of  her  dissolution;  and,  as  she  still  resolutely 
refused  to  see  either  Lady  Madelaine  or  myself,  I 
was  only  too  happy  to  be  enabled  to  turn  away 
from  so  melancholy  a  theme  of  thought,  and  to 
sun  myself  in  brighter  scenes. 

My  mother  triumphed ;  five  weeks  had  gone  by 
since  we  left  Rooksley,  and  Lady  (yHalloran  admit- 
.  ted,  that  although  the  decay  of  my  sister's  strength 
was  certain,  she  had  ceased  to  anticipate  so  early 
a  result  as  she  had  at  first  looked  for;  while  Lady 
Flora  even  talked  at  random  of  her  youth  being 
enabled  ultimately  to  triumph  over  the  languor 
under  which  she  was  suffering;  in  short,  my 
mother  began  to  complain,  as  new  letters  arrived, 
of  the  annoyance  of  these  constant  communica- 
tions on  a  subject  so  unimportant  as  a  fit  of 
girUsh  vapours;  they  destroyed  her  comfort,  and 
distracted  her  ideas.  Her  cause  for  complaint 
did  not,  however,  endure  much  longer — she  was 
not  fated  to  have  her  nerves  worn  bare  by  the 
unnecessary  croaking  of  two  querulous  old  women 
— for  thus  did  she  always  describe  the  evil  under 
which  she  declared  herself  to  be  martyred.  The 
suspense  was  not  destined  to  be  interminable; 
nor  the  martyrdom  a  lingering  one. 

While    the  season  was  at  its  height.  Their 
Majesties  signified  their  intention  to  visit  Drury 
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Lane  Theatre  in  state,  and  I  in  oonaeqoenoe 
assembled  a  party  on  the  day  fixed,  the  whole  of 
whom  were  to  proceed  with  me  to  witness  tiie 
performance.  As  Sir  James  declined  to  partici- 
pate in  the  project,  my  mother  and  Lord  OtteifiNd 
were  among  the  gnests,  and  our  dinner  was 
unusually  gay.  Lady  MadeUine,  in  high  beanty, 
and  conscious  of  the  fact,  even  exerted  herself  to 
fascinate  and  amuse ;  and,  amid  laughter,  flattery, 
and  coquetry  we  were  just  about  to  throw  on 
our  cloaks,  and  descend  to  the  carriagesj  when  i 
servant  advanced  towards  me  with  a  letter.  I 
was  about  to  waive  him  back,  when  I  perceived 
upon  the  superscription  the  word  ^  Immediate,'' 
and  I  saw  at  a  glance  that  Lady  (yHalloran  was  my 
correspondent.  I  seized  the  letter^  and  hurriedly 
tore  it  open  : — "  Eveleen'' — ^thus  it  ran ;  **  if  yoo, 
indeed,  wish  once  more  to  see  your  sister  in  this 
world,  lose  not  a  moment.  She  now  entreats 
your  presence,  and  that  of  her  mother.  Do  not 
delay  an  hour,  or  you  may  arrive  too  late." 

In  my  agitation  and  horror  I  read  these  fiev 
fatal  lines  aloud,  and  then  I  turned  to  ascertain 
their  effect  upon  Lady  Maddaine.  For  a  moment 
she  stood  speechless  and  aghast,  the  jewdi 
sparkling  upon  her  pallid  brow,  and  the  vdnt 
shivering  above  her  trembling  limbs ;  then,  sud- 
denly throwing  herself  upon  a  sofi^  ahe  buried 
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her  face  in    her  spread  hands^   and  continued 
silent. 

This  silence  alarmed  me.  Even  overcome  as  I 
was  by  the  sudden  shocks  I  had  been  for  so  many 
years  prepared  for  the  most  extraordinary  pro- 
ceedings on  the  part  of  my  mother,  where  her 
own  convenience  and  comfort  were  involved,  that 
I  augured  ill  of  the  pause  which  had  followed  so 
immediately  upon  the  reading  of  this  letter;  and, 
fearful  that  she  would  disobey  the  summons, 
(strong  in  her  horror  of  death,  and  her  aversion  to 
my  dying  sister,)  I  hastened  to  forestal  her  pur- 
pose, should  she  have  contemplated  such  a  refusals 
I  scarcely  knew  myself;  I  did  not  shed  a  tear ; 
but  calmly  and  earnestly  I  issued  all  the  neces- 
sary orders  for  our  immediate  departure ;  and  I 
was  about  to  despatch  messengers  to  the  different 
clubs  in  search  of  Sir  James,  in  order  that  he 
might  accompany  us  on  our  journey,  when  Lord 
Otterford  interposed : — 

"It  is  useless,  my  dear  Lady  Dornton ;"  he 
said  in  an  accent  of  perfect  conviction;  "Send  to 
inform  Sir  James  if  you  will,  of  your  purposed 
departure;  but  make  no  arrangement  for  his  own. 
He  will  not  leave  town  upon  such  an  errand.'' 

I  was  too  much  agitated  at  the  moment  to 
remark  the  singularity  of  this  assertion.  I  only 
felt  the  awkwardness  of  the  fact. 

E  3 
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'^  Are  we  then  to  tnyel  to  the  north  ahme?^  I 
asked  in  some  alann. 

'^  I  will  be  your  escort ;  but  we  moat  rome 
your  mother,  in  order  that  she  may  hasten  hone, 
and  put  on  her  trayelUng  dress.  We  will  be 
ready  for  you  when  you  drive  to  the  door." 

During  this  short  scene,  which,  passed  em 
more  rapidly  than  it  can  be  described,  my  gwite 
had  begun  silently  to  depart,  while  Lady  Made- 
laine  still  sat  supine  upon  the  sofa.  Her  ftee 
was  so  completely  concealed,  tiiat  it  was  impoB- 
si))le  to  decide  under  what  nature  or'  degree  of 
emotion  she  was  labouring.  While  Lord  Ott8^ 
ford  advanced  towards  her,  I  met  the  eyes  of 
Devereuxy  who  had  been  one  of  the  last  to  retire. 
They  were  full  of  acute  grief.  Involuntarily  I 
extended  my  hand  towards  him ;  and  he  held  it 
for  a  moment  as  he  murmured  *'  Poor  Evehen, 
could  not  this,  at  least,  have  been  spared  to 
you  r" 

These  few  words  unlocked  the  channel  of  my 
tears.  As  he  left  the  room  I  looked  after  Urn 
in  anguish.  Would  he  have  abandoned  me  at 
such  a  moment  ?  Surely,  surely,  if  I  had  wronged 
him,  he  was  now  revenged. 

When  my  mother  rose,  and,  leaning  hesrilj 
upon  the  arm  of  Lord  Otterfbrd,  prqpared  to 
leave  the   room,    she  was   as  pale  as  msibk^ 
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and  trembled  painfully ;  but  there  was  a  strange 
expression  in  her  eye  which  made  me  shrink.  It 
was  evident  that  she  had  not  shed  a  tear.  She 
was  about  to  pass  me  in  silence,  when'  I  ventured 
to  request  that  she  would  endeavour  to  rally 
her  energies  for  our  long  and  rapid  journey ; 
and  to  assure  her  that  I  would  be  in  Grosvenor 
Square  within  the  hour. 

'*  I  do  not  doubt  it ;''  she  replied  in  a  harsh 
voice,  totally  unlike  her  usually  musical  accents. 
"  You  are  evidently  too  eager  for  this  ill-timed 
undertaking  to  throw  any  impediment  in  the 
way  of  its  commencement;  but  you  have  been 
somewhat  hasty  in  compromising  me  in  so 
marked  ^  manner,  without  waiting  to  ascertain, 
in  the  first  place,  my  own  pleasure  upon  the 
subject.'^ 

^^  I  thought,  Madam,  that  you  would  not  refuse 
the  dying  summons  of  my  sister/^ 

"  Perhaps  so ;  but  you  should  first  have  satis- 
fied yourself  of  this  fact,  or  have  permitted  me  to 
issue  my  own  orders.  I  do  not  believe  that  Adela 
has  expressed  a  wish  to  see  me.  I  am  satisfied 
of  the  contrary.  Old  women  are  fond  of  scenes  ; 
it  is  their  revenge  upon  the  habitual  monotony 
of  their  dreary  existence.  It  is  those  about  her 
who  have  committed  this  act  of  folly.  However, 
thanks  to  your  want  of  caution,  I  am  now  the 
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slave  of  circumstances,  and  mut  submit.  Be  at 
my  door  when  you  wiUj  Lady  DomtoDy  yoa  shall 
experience  no  delay  through  me/' 

After  this  unsatisfiM^tory  dialogue,  ahe  swept 
from  the  room,  and  I  heard  her  drive  off  as  I 
reached  my  own  apartment.  The  more  I  pondered 
on  her  extraordinary  conduct  at  such  a  crisis,  the 
more  inexplicable  it  appeared.  I  even  doubted 
at  times  if  she  could  indeed  be  the  mother  of 
Adela.  I  had,  however,  little  leisure  for  mental 
speculation ;  the  grumbling  Josephine  augmented 
most  carefully  all  the  little  difficulties  of  a  prompt 
departure,  and  created  a  thousand  unnecessary 
delays ;  but,  despite  all  these,  and  the  fact  thst 
the  horses  had  been  at  the  door  above  an  hoar 
before  I  could  effect  my  departure,  I  saw  nothing 
of  Sir  James.  He  had,  probably,  been  engaged 
in  a  rubber  of  whist,  or  involved  in  a  heavy  stake 
at  rouge  et  noir. 

As  I  at  last  stepped  into  the  carriage  I  thought 
of  Devereux,  and  sighed ! 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

In  the  midst  of  a  vast  and  lofty  chamber,  hung 
with  faded  tapestry,  and  heavy  with  its  pon- 
derous cornices,  its  carved  doors,  and  its  gigantic 
mantel  of  dark  oak,  stood  an  antique  bedstead  of 
the  same  material,  curtained  with  the  voluminous 
folds  of  a  crimson  satin  damask  which  had  once 
been  regal  in  its  richness,  but  upon  which  the 
hand  of  time  had  long  impressed  its  touch.  These 
gloomy  curtains  were  drawn  aside  to  admit  a 
flood  of  sunshine,  which,  after  bathing  a  range  of 
heathery  hills  in  the  distance,  and  making  the 
surface  of  a  far-off  loch  shimmer  like  a  myriad  of 
golden  stars,  came,  glorious  in  the  fulness  of  its 
power,  to  peer  into  that  ancient  room,  and  to  in- 
vest it  for  one  brief  hour  with  all  the  brightness  of 
which  it  had  been  bereft  by  the  withering  waste  of  a 
century. 

That  sun-flood  fell  upon  antique  porcelain 
and  grotesque  ornaments  of  another  age,  and 
without  even  a  name  in  ours;  while,  strangely 


i 


86  THE   OONFBBSIOIfS   OF 

blent  with  these,  it  threw  out  into  broad  idief  a 
few  plain,  modem  aitides  of  uiefiilnessy  evidendy 
selected  without  any  regard  either  to  thdr  beutf 
or  their  luxury.  A  reading-diair^  a  desk,  a  book- 
case whose  pigmy  proportions  were  almost  faidi- 
crous  in  that  spacious  room^  a  few  fine  engrsTiop 
in  frames  of  ebony,  but  all  ezpresaiTe  of  some  sob- 
ject  of  suffering  or  terror^  were  among  these.  Bvt 
not  a  flower,  not  an  instnunent  of  mnmc^  not  • 
vestige  of  female  occupancy  coaM  be  diseofsred 
there ;  and  yet,  upon  the  damask-curtained  bed^ 
and  fully  exposed  to  all  the  fervour  of  the  br^ 
May  sun,  lay  a  pale  girl,  just  at  that  lorely  age 
when  hope  and  joy  should  be  the  sister-twins  of 
life.  Her  eyes  were  dosed,  but  it  was  easy  to  wot 
that  they  were  not  closed  in  sleep ;  her  long  bur 
was  swept  back  from  her  brow,  and  was  scaUeisd 
like  threads  of  gold  over  the  pillow ;  her  bandi 
were  tightly  clenched  above  her  head,  and  dK 
long  livid  fingers  looked  as  though  they  no  longer 
retained  strength  to  fiee  themsdves  from  their 
self-sought  grasp.  Her  breathing  was  oonvuUn^ 
and  her  hot  breath  had  pardied  the  thin  Uae  Iqpi 
through  which  it  forced  its  passage ;  at  times  her 
features  were  distorted  by  a  spasm  of  pain,  sod 
her  eyes  opened  instinctivdy,  but  the  transpsrent 
lids  fell  once  more  over  them  as  the  oonvulsos 
weakened. 
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Beside  the  bed  knelt  two  aged  women,  one  of 
whom  was  frantic  in  her  grief;  and  who,  had  she 
not  been  restrained  by  her  companion,  would  have 
disturbed,  by  her  clamorous  wailings,  the 
silence  of  the  death-room ;  the  other,  tearless,  but 
bowed  by  sorrow,  passed  from  time  to  time,  with 
a  gentle  hand,  a  handkerchief  across  the  brow  of 
the  dying  girl,  upon  which  dank  drops  of  mois- 
ture gathered  after  every  struggle. 

"  Adela,  my  love  ;'*  whispered  this  tender  nurse, 
as  she  leant  softly  towards  her,  just  as  she  had 
performed  this  careful  office ;  ^^  have  you  strength 
to  bear  the  exertion?  Tour  wish  is  granted; 
Lady  Madelaine  and  your  sister  are  here.^' 

The  effect  of  this  announcement  was  electrical. 
My  sister — for  it  was  indeed  she— suddenly 
opened  her  eyes,  which  were  dilated,  and  full  of  a 
strange  brightness  that  was  almost  scorching. 
She  unclasped  her  fieshless  fingers,  pressed  her 
hands  convulsively  upon  her  bosom,  and  for  a 
moment  appeared  to  be  struggling  with  an  emo- 
tion which  almost  overcame  her  waning  strength. 
But  as  Lady  Madelaine  approached  the  bed,  and 
would  have  taken  her  hand,  she  waved  her  off 
imperiously ;  and,  in  a  deep,  harsh,  labouring 
voice,  she  said  bitterly  ; 

^^  Not  now.  Madam,  not  here ;  this  is  my  death- 
bed that  you  have  come  to  look  upon ;  and  all 
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acting  is  over — approach,  nevertheleas  i  come  »aa 
contemplate  yoar  work — come  and  gaxe  upon 
your  Tictim.  It  was  for  this  I  bade  you  hen 
— it  was  for  this  that,  for  the  ^rst  time  in  m; 
life,  I  have  wished  and  watched  for  you." 

"Adela,  my  dear  Adela — "  expostulated  the 
shuddering  Lady  O'HaUono. 

"  Let  me  speak ;"  pemated  (iu  dying  pdj  - 
"  Even  you,  my  more  than  mother — 11^  indeed,  Ac 
name  of  mother  can  imply  tendeme.13,  and  p^ 
tience,  and  affection,  and  self-abnegation — as  I 
have  read  in  books  that  it  shoold  do— even  you  I 
can  no  longer  obey.  Bear  with  me  only  fora  fi-ir 
hoars  more,  and  I  shall  have  done  with  this  worid." 

From  the  moment  of  my  entrance  into  the 
death-room  I  had  remained  concealed  from  my 
sister  hy  the  curtains  of  her  bed.  I  felt  riveted 
to  the  earth,  and  had  not  coora^  to  advance  ■ 
step.  I  might,  perhaps,  after  a  time,  have  over- 
come this  emotion ;  but  the  words  to  which  1  lii- 
tened.and  the  unearthly  tones  in  which  they  wen 
uttered,  rendered  me  powerless. 

"  You  have  been  at  least  consistent.  Madam;"     1 
resumed  Adela,  so  soon  as   she    had    recovatd     1 
from  a  violent  spasm  which  appeared  to  retid  her 
chest;  "you  have  been  no  fickle  spirit,  no  weak 
hater !  I  will  say  nothing  of  my  childhood — but 
when   that  was   past,    did    you  not    wring  nty 
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heart  as  never  heart  was  wrung? — did  you  not 
thrust  happiness  upon  me,  and,  when  I  almost 
clutched  it,  wrench  it  away  with  a  withering 
smile,  and  bid  me  bear  the  trial  as  I  might  ?  you 
left  me  no  alternative  save  an  early  death,  or  a 
life  of  bitterness  and  humiliation.  I  have  made 
my  choice — it  is  that  which  will  the  best  suit  your 
views  and  wishes — I  am  about  to  die  :  but,  Ma- 
dam, I  die  fearlessly,  because  I  know  that  there 
is  another  world  for  you  as  well  as  for  myself." 

As  the  panting  girl  paused  to  take  breath.  Lady 
Madelaine  sank  into  a  chair  beside  her  with  a 
deep  groan. 

*'A  world  of  justice,"  pursued  the  failing  voice; 
*^  where  the  Lazarus  of  the  earth  will  have  the 
sores  of  his  spirit  healed — where  the  great  ones  of 
this  life  will  find  their  purple  and  fine  linen  rent 
away,  and  their  hearts,  with  all  their  miserable, 
petty  passions,  laid  bare — that  world  awaits  even 
you,  Madam, — you,  the  unloving  wife,  and  the 
unnatural  mother ;  you,  and  the  tool  of  your  sel- 
fishness ;  the  weak  and  unstable  being  who  has 
helped  you  on  in  your  unholy  work.  May  his 
falsehood  be  visited  upon  himself;  and  may  she 
to  whom '* 

Thoroughly  exhausted  by  the  efibrts  which  she 
had  made,  the  power  of  the  dying  girl  abandoned 
her  at  once,  before  she  could  render  the  remainder 
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of  her  sentence  audible ;  the  few  adifitional  woidi 
which  fell  from  her  lips  were  diBJointed  and  men- 
ingless ;  and^  as  she  sank  back  heayily  apon  die 
pillow,  a  frightful  spasm  oonmlaed  her  festnm 
and  distorted  her  limbs  for  a  few  seconds,  during 
which  I  firmly  imagined  that  she  had  ceased  to 
exist ;  but  it  was  not  so.  When  the  terrible  pi- 
roxysm  had  passed  over,  she  once  more  opened 
her  eyes ;  and  as  they  rested  on  the  fcmn  of  LMif 
Madelaine,  who  still  retained  her  attitude  d 
liorror-stricken  immobility,  an  expression  of  in- 
tense hatred  passed  over  her  features. 

^*  Let  her  leave  me  ;**  she  gasped  out,  addreniBg 
Lady  CPHalloran ;  **  let  her  leave  me^I  would,  it 
least,  die  in  peace.'^ 

The  kind-hearted  dowager  approached  my  mo- 
ther with  an  extended  hand  :  ''  Let  ns  retiic^ 
Madam ;''  she  whispered, ''  your  child  baa  need  of 
rest/' 

Passively  and  mutely  Lady  Maddaine  dbejei 
She  took  the  profiered  hand  as  if  to  aecore  ili 
support;  and^  without  once  looking  towards  Ai 
death-bed,  she  left  the  room^  in  whidi  nodib( 
was  audible  save  the  low  and  laboured  bnsstUi( 
of  her  last-bom  child.  I  followed  with  a  tOlltt^ 
ing  and  uncertain  step. 

The  near  neighbourhood  of  a  dying  bed  wonU 
at  any  time  have  shaken  my  nenrea— lADe  A* 
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was  not  only  that  of  my  sister,  but  what  a  death- 
bed !  The  peace  of  spirit,  the  tears  of  tenderness, 
the  words  of  consolation — all  had  been  absent. 
The  spirit  holering  between  earth  and  Heaven, 
and  which  must,  ere  long,  appear  before  the  tri- 
bunal whose  dread  fiat  involves  an  etemitv,  had 
elevated  itself  into  a  judge ;  and  I  had  seen  the 
haughty  nature  of  my  mother  quail  and  shrink 
before  it.  The  words  of  Adela,  which  were 
vividly  impressed  upon  my  memory,  filled  me 
with  a  vague  and  undefined  terror.  My  blood, 
frozen  by  the  spectacle  of  decay  and  ruin  which 
my  first  gaze  into  the  death-room  had  revealed  to 
me,  and  chilled  more  and  more  by  the  fearful 
tones  of  the  invalid,  suddenly,  as  I  escaped  from 
her  presence,  rushed  to  my  heart,  and  circulated 
so  rapidly  that  it  appeared  to  suffocate  me.  That 
voice  of  bitter  despair— of  unyielding  vengeance- 
was  still  in  my  ears ;  that  pale  and  unearthly  face 
was  still  before  my  eyes.  When  I  threw  myself 
upon  a  seat  in  the  room  which  had  been  hastily 
prepared  for  me,  I  felt  as  though  the  awful  me- 
mories of  the  last  hour  would  embitter  all  my 
future  life.  My  horror  was  not  lessened  by  the 
fact  that  I  could  not  comprehend  upon  what  the 
reproaches  which  my  sister  had  addressed  to 
Lady  Madelaine  were  based ;  while  my  astonish- 
ment at  the  patience  with  which  they  were  sup- 
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ported  by  her  imperious  nature^  was  beyond  mf 
power  to  explain.  I  could  only  attribute  it  to 
the  agitated  powerlessness  of  sorpriaey  or  to  ditf 
solemn  respect  which  is  always  conceded  to  t]ie 
dying. 

So  soon  as  I  was  able  in  some  degree  to  control 
my  feelings,  I  desired  to  be  conducted  to  the  apizt- 
ment  of  Lady  Madelaine.  I  found  her  seated, 
pale  and  tearless,  in  the  attitude  of  a  perMm 
more  indignant  than  depressed.  At  the  sound  of 
my  approach  she  turned  towards  me^  and  a  deep 
flush  spread  over  her  brow>  while  her  eyes  flsihed 
with  animation.  She  looked  at  me  steaitily  fori 
moment,  and  then  averted  her  head,  and  appesnd 
to  hesitate,  as  though  she  had  not  altogether 
decided  upon  the  line  of  conduct  which  the 
should  pursue. 

*' This  has  been  a  bitter  trial  to  you  ;**  Isaid,sel 
placed  myself  beside  her^  and  would  have  tskes 
her  hand,  which  was  haughtily  mthdimwn ;  "  I 
fear  there  is  no  longer  any  hope.'' 

''  Hope  1  Of  what  }^  she  asked  bitterly ;  <*  Do 
you  mean  a  hope  of  the  recovery  of  Miss  Tildea} 
You  are  well  advised  to  wish  it.  But  I  havens 
inclination  to  waste  time  upon  your  weak  romaneei 
Are  you  satisfied  now  that  you  have  eipooed  me 
to  the  frightful  scene  through  which  I  have  jut 
passed?  That  you  have  subjected  me  to  iasolt 
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before  a  grovelling  relative,  a  distasteful  acquaint- 
ance, and  ray  own  child?  A  secret  instinct 
forewarned  me — I  would  have  obeyed  it.  It  was 
not  your  pleasure  that  I  should  be  spared.  Tou 
placed  me  under  the  necessity  of  condescending 
to  this  annoyance,  or  of  becoming  the  mark  for  a 
thousand  envenomed  surmises.  It  is  you  whom  I 
have  to  thank  for  all — you,  and  your  odious  pre- 
cipitation. So  long  as  I  have  life  I  will  never 
forgive  you  this  !*^ 

I  was  so  accustomed  to  the  violence  of  my 
mother,  that  this  strangely-timed  outburst  would 
scarcely  have  surprised  me,  had  it  taken  another 
tone;  but  I  was  altogether  unprepared  to  be 
made  its  object.  Already  weakened,  both  in  mind 
and  body,  by  the  different  emotions  which  had 
agitated  me  so  painfully,  all  my  remaining  strength 
gave  way  before  this  tide  of  accusation ;  and  I 
sank  to  my  knees,  crushed  and  quailing,  as  though 
I  had  indeed  been  guilty  of  some  crime  for  which 
I  needed  the  pardon  of  a  parent.  I  sobbed  out  I 
know  not  what.  I  talked  of  the  tie  between  us,  of 
my  dying  sister,  of  my  own  bruised  and  blighted 
heart;  I  sought  to  appease  my  mother  by 
promises,  by  caresses,  and  by  submission  ;  but  I 
humbled  myself  in  vain :  for  some  time  she 
maintained  a  resolute  silence,  while  her  heaving 
bosom,  her  burning  cheek,  and  her  flashing  eye 
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gave  evidence  of  the  tempest  which  wu  ngiif 
within  her.  At  length  aha  rose,  and  flinging  fron 
her  the  hand  in  which  I  had  clasped  her  own,  she 
said  haughtily ;  *^  Be  silent  and  leave  me— I  widi  to 
be  alone/' 

There  was  no  disputing  a  command  uttered  in 
such  a  tone ;  and,  wondering  as  I  did  so  at  the 
violence  of  tlie  impulse  which  ooold  have  oompeikd 
me  to  such  an  act  of  self-abasement,  I  rose  fron 
my  knees,  and  quitted  the  room  in  silence.  I 
heard  Lady  Madelaine  ring  her  bell  before  I  hsd 
crossed  the  antechamber;  and  as  her  womtn 
obeyed  the  summons,  she  desired  that  Lord  Ott0- 
ford  should  be  requested  to  join  her  in  her  apiit- 
ment.  It  was  not  therefore  solitude  whidi  she 
coveted. 

It  was  some  time  before  I  could  recover  myielf 
sufficiently  for  thought;  but,  when  the  power  of 
reflection  did  at  last  return,  I  felt  as  though  I 
were  under  some  strange  and  unholy  spelL  Al 
that  had  taken  place  within  the  last  few  hours  iw 
so  extraordinary  that  I  lost  myself  in  the  wiUert 
and  most  irrational  conjectures.  Why  did  Adeb 
accuse  Lady  Madelaine  of  her  deathj  when  Ae 
exile  to  which  she  had  submitted  heradf  vie 
voluntary?  What  meant  this  death  wfaidi  Ae 
asserted  was  her  own  choice  ?  This  hafipineiiflf 
which  she  declared  herself  to  haye  been  tnadM^ 
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ously  deprived  ?  This  perfidious  and  weak  being 
by  whom  she  had  been  abandoned  ?  Who,  finally, 
was  that  third  person  whom  want  of  strength 
alone  had  prevented  her  from  including  in  her 
anathema  ?  Why  had  Lady  Madelaine,  even  while 
she  was  loaded  with  reproaches,  borne  all  in 
silence  ?  Had  terror  and  compunction  stified  the 
voice  of  resentment  ?  Was  it  natural  that  a  child 
could  have  acquired  so  much  power  over  her 
impetuous  nature  if  her  conscience  did  not  whisper 
to  her  the  justification  of  those  reproaches  ? 

These  were  the  questions  which  rose  rapidly  to 
my  mind;  but  which  remained  successively 
unanswered.  I  was  in  the  midst  of  doubt ;  fearing 
alike  to  misunderstand  what  I  saw,  or  to  under- 
stand too  much,  when  a  slight  sound  caused  me 
to  start  and  look  up.  Lady  O'Halloran  stood 
before  me ;  and  I  was  about  to  fling  myself  upon 
her  bosom,  when  I  was  struck  by  the  extraordi- 
nary expression  of  her  face. 

The  truth  flashed  upon  me  instantly.  "  All  is 
then  over?'^  I  murmured,  while  a  cold  shudder 
ran  through  my  veins. 

"Yes !  all  is  over.    Her  sufferings  are  at  an  end.'' 

"  Alas  i  I  exclaimed,  as  I  sank  back  powerless 
upon  my  seat ;  "  dare  we  indeed  hope  so  ?  I  am 
still  quailing  under  the  impression  of  her  last 
mysterious  words. — Did  you,  dearest  Lady  O'Hal- 
loran,  did  you — see  her  die  ?'* 
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contained  information  on  points  of  interest  with 
which  it  was  necessary  you  should  be  acquainted 
immediately  that  she  liad  ceased  to  exist.  I  re- 
spected both  her  secret  and  yours,  and  asked  no 
question/' 

I  could  thank  her  only  with  my  tears. 

"  Do  not  weep  for  her,  Eveleen,  weep  for 
yourself;*'  said  Lady  0*Halloran  compassionately. 
*^  It  is  now  too  late  to  grieve  over  her  trials,  for 
they  are  ended.  Yours,  my  child,  I  fear,  are  but 
beginning.  May  she  so  resolutely  have  expended 
her  little  remaining  strength,  in  order  to  comfort 
you  with  a  sister's  love,  and  a  sister's  counsel. 
That  last  token  of  her  remembrance  occupied 
many,  many  of  her  latest  hours  of  comparative  ease 
and  health.  She  appeared  to  forget  alike  her 
languor  and  her  sufferings  while  she  was  engaged 
upon  it.  It  was  in  vain  that  her  physician.  Lady 
Flora,  and* myself,  warned  her  of  the  probable 
effect  of  such  continual  exertion;  her  constant 
reply  to  all  our  expostulations,  was  an  assurance 
that  she  should  live  to  complete  her  task,  and 
that  she  desired  no  more.'' 

"  Poor   Adela  i"    I    murmured,   wringing    my 
hands  in  remorse  of  spirit, 

"  Poor  Adela !"  echoed  my  companion ; 
"  she  is  now  united  to  the  only  parent  who  loved 
her." 

VOL.  III.  P 
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delay  of  a  day  may  be  fatal  to  her  wishes.  I  will 
be  ready  at  daybreak.*' 

"  Farewell  then,  my  dear  Eveleen ;  I  have 
already  taken  leave  of  your  mother,  and  am  un- 
equal to  another  interview,  even  with  yourself. 
Farewell ;  and  should  you  ever  want  a  friend,  re- 
member me." 

She  extended  her  arms,  and  I  threw  myself  into 
them.  I  could  not  utter  a  syllable ;  but  she  un- 
derstood my  emotion ;  and  after  having  pressed 
her  lips  affectionately  to  my  forehead,  she  re- 
placed me  gently  in  my  chair,  rung  for  Josephine, 
and  left  the  room. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

My  journey  back  to  town  was  a  wretched  one. 
Prostrated  by  the  emotions  I  had  so  recendj 
experienced^  and  haunted  by  the  memory  of 
the  fearful  death-bed  from  which  I  had  onlf 
just  escaped,  I  could  not  have  been  condemned  to 
a  more  trying  companionship  than  that  of  Ijd} 
Madelaine.  By  turns  conciliating  and  thnstoi- 
ing^  at  intervals  she  fulminated  against  me  dio 
most  bitter  reproaches  for  the  trial  to  which  dc 
had  been  subjected  by  my  hasty  presumptioo; 
and  at  others  she  reminded  me  that  Adels  U 
never  been  either  a  daughter  or  a  aiater  to  hendf 
and  me^  and  hinted  at  the  immense  increase  of 
fortune  which  necessarily  accrued  to  me  thnNi^ 
lier  death.  The  last  argument  was  poweikob 
Had  I  not  already  experienced  the  inanffiekBCj 
of  wealth  to  secure  happiness  ? 

I  thought  incessantly  of  my  hidden  packet  It 
was  evident  that  my  mother  knew  nothing  of  tt* 
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bequest ;  for  I  learnt  from  Jos^phine^  that  imme- 
diately after  the  death  of  Adela,  she  had  demanded 
her  keys  and  her  writing-desk,  and  had  read  and 
destroyed  all  the  papers  that  it  contained^  I  was 
doubly  anxious,  therefore,  to  ascertain  the  con- 
tents of  that  which  I  possessed ;  and  exhausted 
alike  by  the  inconsistent  humour  of  Lady  Made- 
laine,  my  own  feelings,  and  the  thirst  for  oppor- 
tunity to  learn  the  last  wishes  and  sentiments  of 
my  sister,  I  fancied  every  minute  an  hour,  until 
we  at  length  arrived  in  London. 

To  my  great  relief  my  mother  suggested  that  I 
should  leave  her  in  Grosvenor  Square,  and  at  once 
proceed  to  my  own  house,  alleging,  as  her  reason, 
the  necessity  of  forthwith  making  arrangements  for 
our  mourning,  and  adopting  some  resolution  regard- 
ing our  future  movements,  until  the  period  when 
we  could  again  appear  with  propriety  in  public. 
She  said  something,  also,  of  the  inconvenience  of  a 
death  in  the  family  just  in  the  height  of  the  sea- 
son ;  but  as  I  did  not  perfectly  hear  the  remark, 
and  was  moreover  anxious  not  to  enlighten  myself 
further  upon  the  subject,  I  made  no  comment 
upon  her  words,  querulously  as  they  were  uttered. 

On  entering  my  home  I  was  by  no  means  sur- 
prised to  learn  that  Sir  James  was  absent ;  but  I 
was  not  the  less  satisfied  with  the  assurance.  I 
hastened  at  once  to  my  dressing-room,  threw  off 
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was  loxurious,  costly,  firesh,  and  cheerful ;  and,  at 
length,  I  shook  off  the  feeling  of  mental  and  phy- 
sical weakness  to  which  I  had  yielded,  and  with- 
drew the  papers  from  their  envelope.  I  must 
transcribe  them  as  they  lay  before  me.  Any  at- 
tempt at  a  description  of  their  contents  would  be 
still  more  painful  even  now,  though  long  and 
weary  years  have  elapsed  since  they  were  put  into 
my  hands,  than  to  follow  them  word  by  word,  and 
line  by  line,  with  a  faithful  pen. 

I  broke  the  seal  with  quivering  fingers.  I  had 
argued  myself  into  a  state  of  doubtful  courage: 
I  had  tried  to  believe  that  they  would  enable 
me  to  dwell  with  greater  tenderness  upon  the 
memory  of  my  sister,  more  than  ever  darkened 
by  that  last  fatal  scene  to  which  I  had  been  a 

trembling  witness;  but,  as  I  felt  the  wax  give 
way  beneath  my  touch,  this  trust  abandoned  me. 
It  is  through  the  most  trifling  agencies  that 
deep  sorrow  generally  enters  into  the  heart  of  a 
woman ;  from  the  most  inconsequent  springs  that 
the  full  consciousness  of  her  unhappiness  is 
filtrated  into  her  entire  being.  An  indistinct 
whisper — a  word  overheard  by  chance — a  gloom 
upon  the  countenance  of  a  friend  whose  usual 
greeting  is  a  smile — all  these  become  prophecies 
by  an  intuitive  faculty,  incomprehensible  even  to 
herself,  and  which  is  called  into  existence  on  the 
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eve  of  B  misfortone  dsvtiiMd  to  ^f«  ib  eabvW 
her  future  &te;  and  ahe  monnon  to  liflndfi  *I 
am  about  to  be  wretdiedj"  wiA  tiia  iune  mmtt 
conviction  as  that  of  the  iriM  Urd,  to  wliidi  Al 
trembling  of  the  foliago,  and  the  wnt  of  dw  «■! 
as  it  sweeps  over  the  h^  gnwa^  md  aloDg  fli 
surface  of  the  water,  romb  the  iqppioteh  of  Aa 
yet  unseen  storm. 

No  wonder  then,  if  triflee  »iu9fa  as  fiwn  SH 
obtrude  their  warning,  that  aa  I  unfolded  At 
papers  which  were  to  reveal  to  ma  afiks  die|R> 
sent  and  the  past,  and  to  make  die  fbtnre  a  bhal^ 
no  wonder  that  I  trembled. 

"  I  am  standing  upon  liie  brink  of  tfaatgRreit 
which  my  youth  and  qtjr  aomwa  will  aooo  bt 
alike  buried ;  but  ndt,  aa  I  ham  reaaoa  to 
alike  foi^otten.  Yoa  intntded 
on  me,  Eveleen,  to  the  min  of  all  tba 
which  this  earth  nu^t  yet  have  yiaUad  aa  a 
requital  for  the  triala  of  taf  yoolli.  I  am  bov 
about  to  pay  the  debt.  I  ilao  will  meal  te 
secret  of  my  life  to  yon;  and  Ae  maolt  wiB  ii 
your  case  be  without  doabt  dM  aaow^  it,  indaa^ 
the  world  to  which  yov  iMfe  vn 
not  quite  done  its  WMk.*-* 

My  agitation  increased  with  every  sentence. 
I  could  scarcely  breathe  from  terror  !     Wliat 
I  about  to  learn  ?   What  meant  this  ominous  threat 
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to  reveal  a  secret  which  was  to  plunge  me  into 
misery  ?  I  swept  back  the  hair  from  my  forehead. 
The  moisture  which  had  risen  to  my  eyes  had  dis- 
appeared. I  was  fevered  by  a  terrible  anticipation. 
Again  I  fastened  my  eyes  upon  the  writing.  It 
was  firm  and  flowing — not  a  pulse  of  the  writer 
had  quivered.     I  proceeded. — 

**  Fear  and  hatred  were  the  first  feelings  which 
were  taught  to  expand  in  my  young  heart.  When 
I  became  old  enough  to  comprehend  my  position, 
I  found  myself  an  alien  from  my  family — branded 
like  Cain— but,  unlike  him,  guiltless  of  the  crime, 
while  suffering  its  penalty.  I  learnt  to  pro- 
nounce the  name  of  my  mother  only  to  shrink 
before  the  idea  that  it  called  up — of  my  sister,' only 
to  quail  before  a  humiliating  and  bitter  compa- 
rison. The  victim  of  injustice  and  disregard,  I 
soon  began  to  look  into  my  own  heart,  and  to 
pay  back,  in  distrust  and  indignation,  the  wrongs 
of  which  I  was  keenly  susceptible. 

"  The  frivolous,  but  dazzling  advantages  which 
you  had  received  from  the  education  bestowed 
upon  you  ;  your  luxury,  your  indulgence,  and  the 
insolent  vanity  which  was  their  fruit,  contrasted 
with  my  own  privations,  continued  to  do  their 
slow  but  certain  work;  and  when  we  met  at 
Rooksley  for  the  first  time,  I  know  not  which  was 
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tones,  of  which  you  can  neither  estimate  the  force, 
nor  comprehend  the  value  ?  But  these  are  ques- 
tions beyond  my  own  reach,  and  I  will  not  look 
to  you  for  a  reply.  In  my  delusion,  I  began  to 
love,  because  I  pitied  you;  but  the  arrogant 
triumph  of  your  farewell,  when  you  were  sum- 
moned from  our  common  exile  to  appear  once 
more  beside  Lady  Madelaine  in  the  gay  world  for 
which  you  panted,  soon  destroyed  the  charm. 

''  Do  you  remember  that  in  expatiating  upon 
your  love  for  Devereux,  you  scouted  with  con- 
tempt the  suggestion  which  I  made,  that  your 
mother  wished  to  make  you  the  wife  of  another — 
of  one  who — in  short,  of  Sir  James  Dornton.  Why 
should  I  shrink  from  naming  a  man  whom,  from 
my  inmost  soul,  I  despise  beyond  all  else  on  earth  ? 
Do  you  remember  with  what  fierce  and  feverish 
indignation  you  repelled  the  idea  ?  Should  you, 
indeed,  have  ceased  to  do  so,  call  back  your 
thoughts — the  time  is  still  too  recent  to  require 
a  great  effort  of  memory. 

^*  On  my  part,  your  astonished  look  was  not 
unobserved,  when  Lady  Flora  and  myself  returned 
the  greeting  of  Sir  James  on  his  visit  to  Rooksley 
during  Lady  Madelaine^s  widowhood,  as  that  of 
one  to  whom  we  were  not  altogether  strangers. 
The  cause  was  simple :  he  was  grouse-shooting  in 
Scotland,  when  Lady  Madelaine  saw  fit  to  sum«« 
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mon  me  at  last  to  what  should  have  been  Ae 
home  of  my  infancy;  and,  at  her  requestyhetook 
charge  of  us  to  London ;  bat  I  was  at  that  period 
so  mere  a  girl,  and,  moreovery  so  pre-oocupiedby 
the  approaching  change  in  my  position,  that  I 
should  have  forgotten  his  existence,  had  not  yoar 
passionate  invectives  taught  me  to  believe  that 
you  did  him  less  than  justice.  Yea,  Lady  Dom* 
ton.  you  it  was  who  first  awoke  in  my  heart  thit 
feeling  of  interest  in  his  fate,  which  those  who 
have  themselves  suffered  from  injustioe,  natondl; 
extend  to  their  fellow  victims. 

'^  I  had  lived  a  life  of  utter  isolation.  My 
studies,  unUke  your  own,  had  been  grave  and 
serious.  Your  ezperiencet  real  and  acquired, 
startled  and  enlightened  me.  I  b^an  to  under- 
stand that  I  also  might,  at  some  future  time,  find 
beyond  the  circle  of  my  own  fiunily,  that  tender- 
ness which  had  been  denied  to  me  within  it.  I 
began  to  Usten  with  more  eagerness,  and  to  reflect 
with  more  precision ;  and  after  a  while  I  com* 
bined  with  my  own  visions  the  image  of  a  man 
who  like  myself  was  despised,  and  probably 
misjudged.  Do  not  imagine,  however,  that  I 
even  tried  to  fancy  that  I  loved  him :  my  fieelingSy 
unlike  your  own,  were  not  the  sport  of  impobe 
and  romance:  to  me  he  was  only  a  reposing 
point   for   my  unloved  and  solitaiy  spirit:  sn 
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object  from  which  I  did  not  shrink  because  it  had 
never  causelessly  and  wantonly  repelled  me.  I 
am  not  asking  for  your  sympathy :  to  me  even  at 
that  moment  it  would  have  been  valueless :  judge, 
therefore,  what  it  must  be  now. 

**  You  left  Rooksley,  and  I  wept  when  I  lost 
sight  of  you — but  it  was  not  your  departure  that  I 
mourned  :  it  was  this  new  wrong  done  to  myself. 
You  had,  however,  left  your  influence  behind. 
You  had  opened  up  a  new  world  to  my  solitary 
musings,  and  made  me  feel  that  solitude  tenfold 
more  bitter.  I  longed  to  annihilate  time,  and  to 
attain  the  age  when  I  also  should  be  introduced 
into  the  world :  not  to  pamper  myself  with  its 
vanities,  not  to  pollute  myself  with  its  deceit,  not 
to  degrade  myself  by  its  falsehood,  but  simply 
and  solely  to  commence  my  search  after  that  one 
only  being  who  was  to  be  to  me— to  the  poor  un- 
loved and  deserted  Adela, — at  once  a  fond  pro- 
tector and  a  tender  friend.  Surely  I  did  not  ask 
too  much  of  fate  !  I  was  willing  to  receive  this 
boon  as  a  compensation  for  all  else  on  earth. 
Others  have  so  many  to  love  them — I  only  asked 

for  one, — and  that  one but  all  this  is  worse 

than  idle  :  there  is  another  feeling  in  the  human 
breast  fiercer  and  quite  as  firm  as  love.  I  shall 
not  have  died  before  I  learnt  it. 

"  You  are,  perhaps,  not  aware  that  ere  you  had 
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)}een  long  in  town  our  mother  made  a  hurried 
journey  to  Rooksley  :  the  pretext  was  acme  for- 
gotten papers,  too  precious  to  be  entrusted  to 
indifferent  hands.  Certain  it  is  that  ahe  wu 
accompanied  by  Sir  James  Domton.  ¥  was  in 
the  park  when  they  arrived^  and  to  my  surprise 
was  summoned  to  receive  them.  Thb  was  an 
unexpected,  and  would  have  been  an  equsUy  un- 
welcome attention  on  the  part  of  Lady  Madelaine, 
who  was  not  apt  so  promptly 'to  remember  my 
existence,  had  I  not  been  also  informed  who  was 
her  companion.  Curiosity  at  once  overcame  every 
other  feeling.  I  should,  at  least,  have  an  oppor- 
tunity of  judging  by  my  own  observations  in  how 
far  he  merited  the  disdain  and  dislike  with  whidi 
you  had  overwhelmed  him,  and  I  hastened  to 
return  to  the  house. 

"  It  is  probable  that  my  hurried  walk  had  given 
a  glow  to  my  complexion,  for-— I  remember  it 
well,  as  it  was  the  first  and  only  time  that  it 
occurred  —  Lady  Madelaine  herself  glanced  st 
me  with  complacency,  and  even  deigned  to  utter 
a  few  words  of  approbation  at  my  altered  appear- 
ance, as  Sir  James  approached  to  greet  me.  Hor 
different  did  he  appear  firom  the  picture  that  yon 
had  sketched!  He  looked  steadily,  almost 
searchingly  upon  me,  with  a  smile  before  whkli 
my  eyes  fell,  while  I  felt  the  rushing  blood  crimsoB 
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my  cheeks  and  forehead.  His  voice  was  low  and 
soft  as  he  addressed  me ;  and  whenever  I  sabse- 
quently  glanced  towards  him,  I  still  met  the  almost 
anient  gaze  which  thrilled  to  my  very  heart,  I 
listened  Eagerly  to  his  conversation  with  my 
mother,  in  which  he  betrayed  a  constant  anxiety 
to  indnde  me,  but  I  was  at  that  moment  less  than 
ever  capable  of  exertion.  Nevertheless  I  felt 
that,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  I  was  not  alto- 
gether overlooked.  On  one  occasion,  when  Lady 
Madelaine  was  engrossed  for  a  few  instants  by 
her  sister,  Sir  James  addressed  himself  to  me, 
and  exerted  all  his  powers,  and  they  are  great— 
what  is  there  on  earth  more  brilliant  than  the 
scaled  coat  of  the  serpent  whose  bite  is  poison  ? — 
all  his  graceful  eloquence,  to  convince  me  that,  in 
his  eyes  at  least,  I  was  worthy  of  regard  and 
courtesy :  and  I  welcomed  the  soothing  effort  as 
the  parched  wilderness  welcomes  the  refireshing 
dew  of  heaven. 

^'  The  papers,  as  Lady  Madelaine  asserted,  were 
found ;  and  once  more  Rooksley  was  restored  to 
its  monotony ;  but  its  gloom  was  gone.  As  I  saw 
them  drive  from  the  door,  all  had  become  more 
bright  about  me  :  I  was  a  new  being.  Something 
whispered  me  that  Sir  James  was  not  gone  for 
ever:  that  the  papers  had  been  an  imaginary 
want ;  and  that  I  was  the  actual  object  of  this 
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visit.  But  how  ?  the  blood  leapt  to  my  heart: 
I  remembered  with  an  indescribable  thrill  of 
delight  that  my  mother  had  reminded  me  that  in 
another  week  I  should  be  sixteen  years  of  age,  and 
that  it  was  time  for  me  to  be  more  careibl  of  mj 
appearance.  I  was  full  of  a  mysterious  joy.  I 
should  not^  probably,  so  readily  have  combined 
circumstances  apparently  so  trifling :  and 
decidedly  I  should  never  have  been  so  powerfully 
affected  by  what  were,  after  all^  the  mere  courtesies 
of  a  man  of  fashion  and  my  mother's  friend,  had 
not  your  superior  knowledge  taught  me  where 
and  how  to  form  these  combinations.  As  it  was, 
however,  the  new  sentiment  by  which  I  was 
inspired  exalted  me  in  my  own  eyes.  I  was  more 
than  ever  convinced  of  the  postibility  that  I 
should  one  day  be  loved  as  others  were ;  and  to 
the  curiosity  which  I  had  felt  regarding  Sir  James, 
there  succeeded  the  gratitude  due  to  the  man  who 
had  first  afforded  me  a  brighter  glimpse  of  the 
cheering  and  sustaining  prospect. 

A  week  passed  away :  a  week  of  bright  and  happy 
dreams ;  when  once  more  Sir  James  Domton 
arrived  at  Rooksley.  I  was  agitated  with  joy,  but 
that  joy  was  unmixed  with  surprise.  I  had  had, 
from  the  hour  of  his  departure,  an  intuitive  con- 
viction of  his  prompt  return.  He  also  had  his 
pretext.    He  came  at  the  request  of  my  mother. 
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but  he  did  not  explain  the  cause  of  her  sudden 
solicitude^  nor  did  I  waste  one  word  on  the  in- 
quiry. In  her  absence  I  was  less  constrained  :  for 
a  few  hours  I  was  his  hostess,  and  I  exerted  myself 
to  do  the  honours  worthily.  After  dinner  he 
proposed  a  saunter  through  the  grounds. 

**  Lady  Flora,  according  to  her  daily  habit,  was 
already  half  asleep  in  her  chair,  and  declined  to 
accompany  us;  the.eyes  of  Sir  James  flashed  with 
delight;  and  in  five  minutes  we  were  buried  in 
the  shrubberies. 

"  I  do  not  spare  you  one  detail,  Eveleen.  You 
are  proud  of  your  destiny.  Poor  tool  of  another's 
will !  Married  to  a  man  who  never  loved  you, 
at  the  bidding  of  a  mother  who  consulted  only 
her  own  interest  in  the  disposal  of  your  hand.'' 

^*  What  had  I  to  fear  ?  Lady  Flora  slept :  and 
for  her,  during  the  next  few  hours,  time  was  con- 
sequently annihilated,  while  I  leant  upon  the  arm 
of  the  first  being  who  had  given  me  a  value  in  my 
own  eyes.  Is  it  then  marvellous  that  an  hour  had 
not  elapsed  since  we  left  the  house,  ere  I  ascer- 
tained that  Lady  Madelaine  knew  nothing  of  this 
visit  ?  or  wonderful  that  when  I  expressed  my  fear 
of  her  displeasure,  he  should  find  it  an  easy  task  to 
allay  that  fear  ?  Let  those  who  seek  to  blame  me 
appreciate  my  position. 

"  Before  we  parted  I  felt  that  I  was  loved.  What 


114  THE   CONFB88ION8  OF 

woman  can  be  deceived  when  the  feeling  is  not 
feigned  ?     I  did  not  wish  to  receive  an  assonnce 
that  it  was  so^  but  rather  thanked  in  my  heart  the 
delicacy  which   left   the  decisive  words  as  yet 
unuttered.  Occasionally,  as  we  conversed^  mycom^ 
panion  looked  earnestly  at  me,  and  listened  with 
an  eagerness  to  which  all  flattery  would  have  been 
inadequate.    By  a  single  word,  a  single  look,  he 
encouraged  me  to  continue  speaking ;  and  I  was 
proudly  conscious  that  every  hour  I  had  risen  in 
his  esteem.    The  brilliant  man  of  the  woild  hung 
upon  the  fresh  and  unfettered  fimcies,  upon  the 
grave  feelings  of  a  mere  girl,  the  pupil  of  the  moun- 
tains and  of  their  sublime  and  soul-strengthen- 
ing silence.    Yes  !  he  may  have  sold  his  soul, 
bartered  his  honour,  and  sullied  his  self-esteem  by 
becoming  the  husband  of  another ;  but  I  go  to 
my  grave  with  the  consolatory  conviction  that 
from    that  eventful  evening  he  has  loved  me 
only ! 

'^  Again,  and  again  he  came,  and  ere  long  I  wn 
his  betrothed  wife.  I  knew  nothing  of  theaftsr- 
machinations  of  Lady  Madelaine.  He  confided 
to  me  simply  that  she  had  consented  to  cor 
marriage,  but  at  her  own  good  time;  and  tfaa^  in 
the  interval,  we  were  only  to  meet  in  her  presence. 
This  declaration  alarmed  me^  for  I  had  everytfaiiv 
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to  dread  from  the  involuntary  indiscretion  of 
Lady  Flora,  who  believed  his  visits  to  be,  not 
only  sanctioned,  but  even  suggested  by  her  sister, 
and  who  had  never  entertained  the  slightest  sus- 
picion of  our  mutual  attachment.  / 

^^  Sir  James  reluctantly  acceded  to  the  justice 
of  my  fears ;  and  his  declared  visits  to  Rooksley 
gradually  declined,  and  at  length  were  entirely 
suspended.  I  saw  him  still,  however,  at  frequent 
intervals ;  and  when  he  failed  to  present  himself 
at  our  appointed  rendezvous,  he  was  replaced  by 
his  letters.  He  was  to  be  my  husband !  I  was 
content  with  this  assurance;  the  when,  never 
occupied  my  thoughts.  My  happiness  was  so 
immense  that  it  afforded  space  neither  for  fear 
nor  hope.  I  lived  in  the  present.  Satisfied  of 
the  truth  of  his  affection,  I  had  acknowledged 
mine  with  the  usual  frankness  of  my  nature. 
Ignorant  of  the  usages  of  the  world  on  such 
occasions,  and  still  more  so  of  the  perfidy  by 
which  that  happy  ignorance  might  be  repaid,  I 
laid  my  whole  heart  before  him,  and  did  not 
hesitate  to  let  him  know  that  henceforward  my 
existence  depended  utterly  upon  himself.  Had 
I  acted  otherwise  I  should  have  been  self-despised 
for  my  own  vain  and  empty  heartlessness. 

Here,  on  my  death-bed,  when  my  extended 
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I  laid  the  manuscript  upon  the  table  :  my  tears 
had  blinded  me.  Poor  Adela  !  I  forgave  all  her 
invectives  against  myself,  bitter  as  they  were — I 
even  forgot  for  a  time  the  fearful  nature* of  my 
own  position — I  only  felt  that  I  pitied  her,  and 
would  have  called  her  for  an  instant  from  her 
grave  to  tell  her  that  she  was  revenged — ^for  that 
in  my  turn  I  did  not  love  this  man.  After  a  time 
I  resumed  my  painful  task. — 

"  Eveleen  !  had  you  really  been  capable  of  the 
attachment  for  which  you  proudly  claimed  belief 
— before  you  forfeited  it  for  ever — you  would  un- 
derstand my  feelings  when  the  visits  of  Sir  James 
suddenly  ceased,  and  his  letters  became  changed. 
You,  however,  would  not,  perhaps,  have  perceived 
that  change  ;  or  had  you  chanced  to  do  so,  might 
probably  have  deemed  it  matter  of  self-gratulation, 
for  they  were,  if  not  as  lengthy  as  ever,  tenfold 
more  full  of  protestations  and  endearing  epithets. 
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But  I  had  studied  him  closely^  and  was  not  to  be 
so  deceived. 

'^  The  ore  of  true  passion  was  no  longer  then, 
and  the  base  counterfeit  of  eloquent  adulation 
was  substituted  in  its  place.  All  was  constraint 
and  effort.  He  wrote  like  a  man  above  whose 
head  was  suspended  the  sword  of  a  modem  Da- 
mocles— who  quailed  before  some  anticipated 
danger.  My  pride  revolted  at  the  conviction: 
but  alas!  that  wholesome  pride  was  subdued 
beneath  a  more  powerful  feeling.  I  have  told 
you — not  now^  nor  here — but  long,  long  ago, 
when  you  first  taught  me  to  reason  on  sodi 
subjects ;  I  told  you  then  that  I  could  not  lore 
as  you  did^  with  one  hand  clasped  in  that  of  my 
husband,  and  the  other  extended  to  beckon  to 
the  world  to  come  between  us — but  wholly  and 
exclusively.  Unlike  yours,  my  practice  does  not 
gainsay  my  precepts ;  and  this  man  was  to  be  my 
husband — could  I  then  see  without  agony  even 
one  vapour  of  doubt  arise  to  separate  us  ?  No — no 
— the  stake  for  which  I  played  was  not  merely 
my  happiness,  it  was  my  life,  and  I  coold  not 
afford  to  lose  it  lightly. 

^^  I  answered  his  letter  by  one  line ;  ^  Come^' 
I  said,  '  if  you  would  ever  again  see  me  in  this 
world/  and  then  I  drew  dose  the  ourtains  to 
shut  out  the  sunshine,  that^  after  smiUiig  on  my 
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happiness^  now,  with  the  same  hot  glare,  seemed 
to  mock  my  anguish ;  and  in  the  sudden  twi- 
light of  my  darkened  chamber,  I  sat  down  to 
reflect  upon  the  misery  which  I  felt  was  about 
to  come  upon  me. 

''  I  once  read  of  a  man  subjected  by  an  awful 
tribunal  to  torture.  He  was  alone,  in  utter  dark- 
ness, bound  hand  and  foot  upon  a  couch  furnished 
with  warm  and  soft  coverings,  and  on  his  unpro- 
tected head  fell  at  measured  intervals  a  drop  of 
ice-cold  water.  It  did  not  vary  in  its  descent  a 
single  instant;  the  failure  of  one  drop,  even  by  a 
second,  would  have  been  a  relief  which  he  might 
have  repaid  by  a  sob  of  prayer  5  but  there  was  no 
intermission,  none !  He  knew  it,  for  he  counted 
each  by  the  pulsations  of  his  heart — —  I 
might  have  pitied  even  him  during  that  fearful 
night.  In  my  position  you  would  have  wept 
yourself  to  sleep  like  a  tired  child ;  but  I  had  no 
tears  for  the  fate  that  I  foresaw.  There  was  a 
morrow  to  that  night,  and  then  came  three  more 
weary  days;  and  my  stubborn  heart  kept  its 
watch  steadily^  for  I  had  calculated  the  time 
which  must  elapse  ere  he  could  obey  my  sum- 
mons; but  the  last  few  hours  were  almost  too 
much  for  my  reason.  I  read  and  re-read  the  fatal 
letter,  until  the  lines  danced  before  my  eyes,  and 
I  looked  through  a  cloud  of  flickering  atoms^  as 
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of  anguish,  which  I  have  never  since  forgotten 
I  calmly  repeated  my  question. 

"  ^  Adela,  you  torture  me  !'  he  exclaimed  vehe* 
mently ;  *  do  you,  can  you  doubt  my  affection  ?' 

**  *  I  will  not;  I  dare  not;'  was  my  reply;  *  but 
it  must  be  assured  beyond  all  possibility  of  sus- 
picion. Another  week  like  the  last  would  destroy 
me,  body  and  mind.  I  must  hear  from  the 
lips,  or  read  in  the  writing  of  Lady  Madelaine 
herself  that  I  am  to  be  your  wife.  I  must  know 
that  my  fate  is  fixed  beyond  the  power  of  caprice 
or  tyranny.  With  less  than  this  I  can  no  longer 
rest  satisfied.  Let  her  name  her  own  time;  I 
shall  have  the  certainty  of  future  happiness  to 
abridge  the  interval.  Let  me  even  be  denied  all 
personal  communication  with  'you  until  that  time 
arrives,  and  I  will  submit ;  but  I  cannot  remain  a 
prey  to  uncertainty  and  suspense.  I  cannot  any 
longer  subject  myself  to  be  the  mere  tool  of 
another's  pleasure.' 

"Then  it  was,  that  Sir  James,  overcome  by 
the  steady  resolution  of  my  words  and  manner, 
avowed  to  me  that  he  had  reason  to  apprehend  a 
change  in  the  projects  of  Lady  Madelaine.  The 
admission  only  made  me  the  more  steadily  adhere 
to  my  purpose. 

" '  Until  her  will  is  known,  should  such,  in* 
deed,  be  the  case,  we  must  not  meet  again  f  I 

VOL.   III.  G 
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replied,  with  an  appearance  of  calm  which  belied 
the  real  agitation  that  I  fek :  ^  of  your  own  truth 
I  can  entertain  no  doubt.  I  felt  at  once  from 
whence  the  blow  must  come.  Sc^jb  Lady  Made- 
laine,  remind  her  of  her  voluntary  pledge;  tell 
Iier  that  you  exact  its  performance,  and  all  will 
vet  be  well  ?' 

'^  ^  You  shall  be  satisfied/  he  said  at  lengthi  in 
an  accent  which  betrayed  more  fear  than  hope. 
M  will  do  as  you  require:  but  should  I  meet 
w  ith  a  refusal,  all  may  be  lost  through  this  preci- 
pitation/ 

'^  ^  A  refusal ! '  was  my  rejoinder,  *  does  she  not 
call  you  her  friend  ?  Is  not  your  own  happiness 
involved  in  the  question  ?' 

^^  ^  Adela !'  he  exclaimed  reproachfully,  ^  do  yoa 
doubt  it  ?' 

^' '  Again  I  say  no — but  why  this  fear,  for  whidi 
you  have  hitherto  chidden  me  ?  Has  my  modier 
displayed  any  new  proofs  of  her  aversion  ?  Does 
she  indeed  hate  me  to  an  ezoeas  which  will 
induce  her  to  sacrifice  your  happiness  in  order  to 
destroy  mine  ?' 

'^No — I  am  bound  to  declare  the  contnry; 
and  yet——' 


'^^  Enough ;'  I  said  himriedly;  'wo  can  be 
mately  separated  only  by  your  own  agency;  fiv 
myself,  I  am  pledged  to  you  for  ever— -deatii  atone 
can  dissolve  the  vows  that  I  have  uttered.    I  am 
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aware  that  Lady  Madelaine  can  not  only  oppose, 
but  also  retard  our  union :  be  it  so :  in  five  years 
I  shall  be  my  own  mistress,  and  may  defy  her  au- 
thority. The  time  is  long,  I  admit ;'  I  added,  as 
Domton  made  an  impatient  gesture ;  ^  but  as  you 
love  me ' 

"  ^  Better  than  my  life,'  he  interrupted  eagerly ; 
^'  but  if  you  loved  as  I  do,  you  could  not  talk  thus 
coolly  of  a  delay  which  appears  to  me  eternal/ 

^^  You  misjudge  me  :  hear  me  then :  make  me 
your  wife,  and  carry  me  abroad — anywhere,  the 
world  is  wide  enough,  and  all  countries  will  be  to 
me  alike  if  you  are  beside  me.  When  I  am  of 
age  we  will  return  to  England ;  and,  in  the  posses- 
sion of  our  proper  rank,  revenge  ourselves  upon 
the  past.' 

**  A  gloom  like  that  of  midnight  spread  over 
the  face  of  Domton.  Fool  that  I  was  not  to  com- 
prehend how  terrible  a  secret  lay  below  that  dark- 
ness !  Secure  in  his  affection,  I  had  yet  to  learn 
that  the  ruined  gamester  and  the  debt-covered 
man  of  fashion  must  sell  himself  for  gold  when  it 
was  tendered  to  his  grasp.  What  had  he  to  do 
with  affection  or  with  fidelity?  He  had  tasted 
of  the  world's  stream ;  and  he  was  eager  to  bid  the 
waters  of  Marah  flow  over  the  golden  sands  of 
Pactolus.  I,  too^  tendered  him  wealth — but 
when  ?     I  knew  nothing  of  all  this  when  I  urged 
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him  to  a  step  he  had  not  the  means  to  take ;  and 
we  parted,  after  he  had  pledged  himself  to  an  ex- 
planation with  Lady  Madelaine»  of  which  he  was 
himself  to  bring  me  the  result. 

^^  Four  more  weary  days  and  nights  of  impatient 
anguish  intervened,  before  the  hour  at  which  he 
could  again  arrive  at  Rooksley.  I  was  unable  to  take 
even  physical  repose :  the  Ate  of  my  whole  exist- 
ence was  about  to  be  decided^  and  I  was  powerless 
to  turn  the  balance.  On  the  morning  of  the 
flftli  day  I  was  at  our  trysting  place  at  an  early 
hour ;  nor  did  I  long  await  the  information  which 
I  went  to  seek.  A  stranger  met  me^  and  with 
a  respectful  salutation^  tendered  a  letter  upon 
whose  superscription  I  instantly  recognised  the 
well-known  characters  of  Domton.  I  had  no 
sooner  taken  it  from  his  hand,  than  with  a  second 
silent  bow,  he  turned  and  walked  hastily  away. 

'*  I  stood  motionless  for  a  moment  with  the 
letter  in  my  hand. — Did  something  whisper  to 
you,  Lady  Domton,  as  you  looked  on  this  packet 
that  it  would  decide  your  destiny  in  this  life? 
Did  your  blood  curdle,  your  hand  quiver,  and 
your  eye  grow  dim  ?  It  may  be  so :  I  hsd 
already  undergone  the  same  agony  which  I  have 
bequeathed  to  you.  Suddenly  a  new  impulse 
urged  me  to  fly  the  spot,  and  to  learn  all — and 
I  plunged  into  the  thickest   of  the  wood,  and 
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throwing  myself  down  upon  the  earth,  I  reso- 
lutely tore  asunder  the  folds  of  the  letter  which 
had  been  so  mysteriously  transmitted  to  me.  I 
read  it  from  one  end  to  the  other  without  a  pause. 
Read  it  in  your  turn.  It  is  a  production  of  the 
man  to  whom  you  have  given  your  hand,  and  can 
scarcely  fail  to  excite  your  interest — 

"  *  I  am  about,  my  beloved  Adela,  to  plunge  a 
dagger  into  your  heart — fearful  necessity  to  a  man 
by  whom  you  are  adored  !  I  dare  not,  however, 
incur  the  culpability  of  leaving  you  for  one  mo- 
ment in  ignorance  of  the  fatal  truth,  beneath 
which  my  own  prospects  of  domestic  happi- 
ness are  for  ever  crushed.  All  is  over.  We 
must  renounce  every  hope  of  being  united  in  this 
world.  Neither  prayers  nor  tears  will  soften  the 
unbending  will  of  your  mother;  nor  is  there 
even  a  chance  that  time  might  operate  a  change. 
I  have  thought  much  of  your  self-abnegating 
and  generous  proposal;  but  alas!  you  do  not 
guess,  novice  as  you  are  in  the  world's  ways, 
beneath  how  frightful  a  load  of  suspicion  and 
contempt  I  should  bury  myself,  were  I  selfish 
enough  to  profit  by  it.  I  should  be  accused  of 
taking  an  unmanly  advantage  of  your  youth  and 
inexperience ;  and  the  pure  effect  of  a  passionate 
attachment  would  be  attributed  to  a  sordid  inte- 
rest of  which  you  alone  would  know  me  to  be 
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incapable.  I  could  not  live  under  this  stigma, 
even  with  you  to  comfort  and  console  me ;  and  I 
could  never  again  raise  my  head  proudly  among 
roy  fellow-men.  These  are  fearful  anticipatioiis, 
Adela :  alike  for  you  and  for  myself:  too  fearfiil 
to  be  realised.  Nor  would  you,  pure  and  perfect 
as  you  are,  escape  the  reverberation  of  the  thun- 
der. Your  reputation  would  be  sullied;  your 
position  ruined :  and  this  shall  never  be  for  siff 
sake.  Beloved  of  my  heart  1  your  very  virtues 
would  thus  become  a  scoui^  Weep  then  for 
yourself^  and  weep  for  me ;  but  bend  in  pity  to 
us  both  before  the  inexorable  destiny  which  parts 
us/ 

^^Eveleen — had  a  traveller  passed  near  the 
woods  of  Rooksley  at  the  moment  of  sunshine 
and  silence  in  which  my  burning  eye-balls  fiut- 
ened  upon  the  signature  of  this  heartless  letter, 
he  would  have  dreamed  that  happy  and  light 
hearts  were  wandering  beneath  their  shadows; 
for  I  was  myself  startled  by  the  peal  of  ringing 
laughter  which  escaped  from  between  my  paidied 
and  quivering  lips.  Yes,  Lady  Domton,  yes— 
the  fiends  laugh — ^they  have  a  mad  mirth  of  their 
own — a  frantic  merriment  that  most  have  voices 
or  it  would  choke  the  reveller.  I  knew  it  then ! 
Despair  made  me  resolute ;  I  answered  this  witt- 
ering letter  ;  briefly  but  urgently ;  I  insisted  dmt 
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he  should  himself  come  to  Rooksley,  and  give 
me  all  the  details  of  his  intenriew  with  Lady 
Madelaine.  He  resisted  resolately:  again  he 
wrote :  he  urged  that  it  woold  destroy  his  reason 
were  he  to  see  me  again  only  to  lose  me  a  second 
time.  Fusion  and  anguish  breathed  in  every 
line ;  I  laid  the  letters  side  by  side  before  me,  and 
I  could  not  reconcile  their  tone.  It  was  evident 
that  another  revolution  had  taken  place  in  the 
feelings,  if  not  in  the  intentions  of  Domton,  and 
I  was  resolved  to  solve  the  mystery. 

^'  Once  more  I  summoned  him,  upon  his  ho- 
nour as  a  true  man,  to  obey  my  bidding ;  and  after 
the  delay  of  another  week  he  re-appeared.  He 
told  me  that  he  came  from  Woodville ;  that  you 
had  barely  escaped  from  death ;  and  that  Lady 
Madelaine  and  her  husband  had  urged  him  to 
continue  their  guest  during  your  convalescence — 
and  still,  poor  cheated  fool  I  I  suspected  nothing. 
I  meant  to  tell  you  all  that  passed  after  his 
arrival,  but  I  cannot — my  strength  is  weaker 
than  my  purpose.  Enough  that  day  after  day  he 
lingered  near  me,  evidently  bowed  down  by  the 
weight  of  some  mighty  sorrow  which  he  would 
not  reveal.  As  for  myself,  despair  had  made  me 
frantic,  and  this  fatal  mystery  overthrew  my  poor 
remains  of  composure.  The  excitement  of  the 
false    position    in    which   I  stood,    the    evident 
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wretchedness  of  the  man  I  lovedj  and  the  tena- 
city with  which  he  refused  all  explanation  of  a 
secret  whose  existence  he  did  not  attempt  to  gain- 
say, fevered  my  brain,  and  as  we  were  about  to 
part,  I  fell  lifeless  into  his  arms. 

"  My  hour  of  bitter  triumph  was  come.  Re- 
gardless of  consequences  he  bore  me  to  the  house, 
to  the  consternation  of  the  bewildered  Lady  Flora, 
and  the  marvel  of  our  slender  household;  and 
once  there,  refused  to  quit  me  for  an  instant 
When  I  recovered  power  to  articulate,  his  nime 
rose  instinctively  to  my  lips,  and  it  was  his  own 
voice  which  answered  the  appeal.  A  second  syn- 
cope, succeeded  by  delirium,  soon  informed  Lady 
Flora  of  our  secret,  and  thenceforward  she  allowed 
no  one  to  approach  me  save  herself  and  the  phy- 
sician. At  times  she  summoned  Sir  James,  that 
he  might  strive  to  recal  my  scattered  faculties ; 
and  there  were  moments  in  which  he  partially 
succeeded.  My  first  care  on  a  return  of  reason, 
was  to  obtain  from  him  a  solemn  pledge  that  be 
would  not  abandon  me  until  I  was  convalescent. 
He  started  in  alarm  as  I  demanded  this,  and 
would  have  urged  a  thousand  pleas  against  it; 
but  I  denounced  him  as  my  murderer,  if  he  left 
me  thus  to  die  of  the  despair  which  was  his  own 
work ;  and  at  length  he  promised  everything. 

"  Reckless  of  the  future,  cardeas  of  the  pas^ 
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weak  in  body,  but  calm  in  spirit,  I  was  happy. 
Happy,  amid  my  physical  suffering,  for  he  was 
constantly  beside  me;  happy  in  the  belief  that 
even  yet  all  was  not  lost;  while  Lady  Flora 
looked  on,  satisfied  by  my  assurance  that  I  must 
become  the  wife  of  Dornton,  or  perish. 

^^  Little  did  I  guess,  Eveleen,  that  the  tender 
nurse  who  had  so  lately  left  your  sick  bed  to  take 
up  his  post  at  mine,  had  become  my  brother. — 
But  I  cannot  even  now  dwell  upon  that  time,  for 
once  more  I  feel  my  brain  bum,  and  my  sinking 
frame  quiver  beneath  the  fierce  pulsations  of  a 
heart  too  big  for  its  weak  and  narrow  prison* 
house.  Your  letter  awoke  me  from  my  trance — 
Your  letter,  in  which  you  announced  your  mar- 
riage and  your  isolation ;  and  asked  me — me  !  to 
become  your  companion.  I  was  alone  with  Lady 
Flora  when  I  received  it ;  and  I  read  it  to  the 
end.  I  can  tell  you  nothing  more  than  that  I 
was  suddenly  startled  by  the  vehement  grief  of 
my  poor  aunt ;  and  that  when  I  strove  to  open 
my  eyes,  and  to  inquire  into  its  cause,  I  felt  as 
though  I  were  crushed  down  upon  my  bed  by  a 
hand  of  iron.  Slowly,  and  by  imperceptible 
degrees  reason  came  back  upon  me ;  and,  with 
it,  memory;  and  then  I  struggled  fiercely  with 
my  agony ;  and  for  a  time  I  conquered.  I  de- 
manded the  letter,  and  it  was  put  into  my  hands. 

6  3 
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Once  more  I  read  it  resolutely  to  the  end ;  and 
then  I  bade  them  summon  Sir  James.  He  was 
gone.  I  had  lain  twelve  hours  in  my  frightful 
swoon^  and  the  coward  had  escaped  the  curse 
I  prepared  for  him.  They  would  have  dis- 
obeyed me  when  I  asked  for  writing  materials; 
but  I  was  too  well  aware  that  my  factitious 
strength  was  nearly  spent,  to  listen  to  their  ex- 
postulations, and  I  was  at  length  obeyed.  I  an- 
swered your  letter ;  I  uttered  no  reproach ;  I  gave 
vent  to  no  invective ;  I  felt  that  I  should  not  long 
survive  the  struggle ;  and  I  resolved  to  leave  yon 
for  awhile  in  ignorance,  and  to  bequeath  the  truth 
as  my  best  vengeance,  when  remorse  would  be  too 
late. 

"  I  have  no  more  to  tell— no  comment  to  make 
— no  word  of  bitterness  to  utter.  I  leave  you  to 
your  own  thoughts — Weak,  unstable,  and  irreso- 
lute, you  had  already  forfeited  all  daim  to  happi- 
ness— Should  you  still  ding  to  one  hope,  be  wise 
enough  to  fasten  it  upon  the  grave. 

FareweU.'' 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

I  suffered  the  papers  to  fall  from  my  hand. 
I  had  read  even  to  the  last  line;  hurriedly,  eagerly, 
gaspingly;  and  now  I  knew  all.  I  could  think — I 
could  not  weep— I  had  no  pity  either  for  my  dead 
sister,  or  for  myself — no  hate  for  Domton — no 
feeling  of  either  the  present  or  the  past.  All  was 
dead  within  me.  My  eyes  were  open,  but  I  did  not 
distinguish  an  object;  my  aj/artment  looked 
upon  a  great  thoroughfare,  but  I  did  not  hear  a 
sound.     I  was,  for  the  moment,  annihilated. 

Gradually,  however,  and  painfully  I  awoke  from 
this  stupor.  My  brain  whirled ;  my  heart  laboured 
with  thick  sobs;  those  dry  and  withering  sobs 
which  rend  their  way,  with  each  its  separate 
pang.  I  clenched  my  hands  until  the  blood 
started  beneath  my  nails  ;  I  writhed  like  one  con- 
vulsed ;  and  still  the  frightful  truth  glared  full 
upon  me — I  had  been  the  unconscious  murderer 
of  my  sister ! 
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And  for  what?  And  whom  ?  And  then 
uprose  within  me  the  boiling  hatred  wluch  my 
long  lethargy  had  for  a  time  suppressed.  I  had 
to  revenge  not  only  Adela^  but  myself  also.  How 
I  envied  her  the  grave  into  which  she  had  gone 
down !  How  I  loathed  myself  that  I  was  still 
condemned  to  live  and  suffer !  All  was  dark  and 
hopeless  about  me.  What  had  I  now  to  ask  of 
fate! 

Such  was  my  state  of  mind  when  the  door  of 
my  dressing-room  suddenly  opened,  and  my  hus- 
band stood  before  me.  As  my  eye  fell  on  his 
advancing  figure^  I  uttered  a  wild  scream,  and 
covered  my  face  with  my  spread  hands. 

*^What  means  this,  Eveleen?"  he  asked  ins 
troubled  voice,  as  he  stopped  before  me:  ^how 
am  I  to  interpret  this  reception  ?'' 

I  strove  to  speak,  but  I  could  not.  My  emo- 
tion  rendered  me  unable  to  articulate. 

"  This  is  worse  than  childish.  Lady  Domton  ;"* 
he  continued  more  firmly ;  '^  I  have  already  seen 
your  mother,  and  I  know  all.    Yet  surely,  the 

death  of  your  sister '* 

^^  Name  her  not  !'^  I  exclaimed,  as  I  started 
vehemently  to  my  feet,  animated  by  a  new  feeling; 
'^name  her  not,  lest  the  words  wither  the  lips 
which  utter  them.  Name  her  not  to  m^ — to  me ! 
at  once  her  victim  and  her  executioner/* 
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Dornton  was  evidently  agitated,  but  he  strove 
to  suppress  his  emotion. 

"  Has  your  grief  indeed  deranged  your  facul- 
ties ?''  he  asked  struggling  to  smile. 

For  all  answer,  I  pointed  to  the  papers,  which 
still  lay  where  they  had  fallen.  He  stooped,  and 
gathered  them  together;  but  as  he  did  so,  his 
hand  trembled. 

*^Do  you  recognise  the  writing?*'  I  asked 
bitterly^  as  I  again  sank  into  my  seat;  ^^it  is  the 
legacy,  Sir  James  Dornton,  which  the  dead  Adela 
has  bequeathed  to  me — and  you/' 

While  I  was  speaking,  he  had  run  his  eye 
rapidly  over  the  opening  lines.  "  I  see  it  all,*' 
he  said ;  ^^  I  might  have  expected  this.  She  knew 
the  weakness  of  your  nature,  and  she  has  revenged 
her  wrongs  upon  you.'* 

"  Dare  you  talk  thus  to  me !"  I  cried,  irritated 
even  amid  my  anguish  :  ^'  You,  who  have  destroyed 
us  both  !'•* 

**You  use  strong  language.  Lady  Dornton;" 
he  said,  striving  to  assume  an  accent  of  indig- 
nation ;  ^^  and  such  as  you  are  unable  to  justify. 
You  now  know  what  it  had  been  better  for  your 
peace  to  have  concealed  frqm  you  for  ever.  The 
evil  is,  however,  beyond  remedy  :  and  I  owe  it  to 
myself  to  place  the  matter  in  its  proper  light." 

His  self*possession  startled  me;  but  the  damning 
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evidence  of  his  dishonor  was  before  my  eyes, 
and  I  retorted  angrily;  "The  *  matter'  will 
admit  no  light  but  one.  I  do  not  now  speak  of 
myself — I  have  time  for  my  own  wrongs— I 
address  you  as  the  deceiver  of  my  sister/' 

'^  And  upon  what  grounds  do  you  accuse  me  of 
deception  ?*' 

'^  Did  you  not  use  every  method  to  induce  her 
to  believe  that  you  loved  her  ?** 

^'  I  do  not  deny  it ;  the  fact  was  so/' 

^^  You  did  love  her !  You  admit  it,  and  yet  yon 
abandoned  her  !*' 

^*  I  was  the  slave  of  circumstances.^ 

^^  Did  you  not  persuade  her  that  she  was  to 
become  your  wife  P'* 

*^  I  did,  in  the  firm  belief  that  such  would  be  the 


case." 


I  pressed  my  hand  upon  my  burning  forehead. 
I  was  bewildered. 

'^  I  used,  as  you  have  stated,  every  effort  to 
gain  the  affections  of  your  sister  ;**  he  continued 
hurriedly :  "  I  had  reason  to  believe  that  she  was 
to  share  my  fortunes ;  her  peculiarity  of  character 
attracted  me,  and  the  romance  of  a  young,  £resh 
heart,  lent  itself  willingly  to  the  endeaTOUzs  whidi 
I  made  to  owe  her  hand  to  her  own  afiisctions,  no 
less  than  to  the  will  of  those  who  had  power  over 
her  actions.    Rest  assured  that  the  tragical  termi- 
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nation  of  our  attachment  has  proved  as  bitter  to 
me  as  to  herself,  although  where  I  have  only 
striven,  she  has  sunk/^ 

"  And  why,'*  I  interposed ;  "  why,  if  you 
really  loved  her,  did  you  not  withstand  all  oppo- 
sition ?  Why  destroy  us  both  only  to  thwart  your 
inclination  ?*' 

"  I  had  no  alternative,"  was  his  reply. 

I  shook  my  head  contemptuously. 

"  You  doubt  my  assertion ;  and  yet  I  could 
readily  prove  its  truth  ;  but  the  explanation  would 
involve  details  which  might  not  flatter  your  self- 
love  ;  and  I  would  rather  you  should  credit  my 
declaration  without  further  proof/' 

"  Fear  nothing.  Sir ;''  I  said  haughtily ;  "  my 
self-love  is  beyond  your  reach.  What  can  you 
admit  which  will  touch  it  more  nearly  than  the 
words  that  you  have  already  uttered.  Even  the 
vanity,  to  which  you  make  allusion,  has  not 
deprived  me  of  the  power  to  understand  that  I 
am  indebted  for  your  hand  to  the  fortune  with 
which  destiny  had  cursed  me.'* 

"Be  it  as  you  will  ;'*  was  his  unmoved  reply. 
"  It  then  only  remains  for  me  to  justify  myself." 

I  bowed  in  silence. 

"  Reckless  as  you  are  ^  he  resumed  after  the 
pause  of  a  moment;  "you  have  nevertheless 
been  long  enough  my  wife  to  understand  that  at 
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the  period  of  our  marriage  my  pecuniary  resources 
were  exhausted.  I  was  therefore  under  the 
necessity  of  forming  an  alliance  which  would 
enable  me  to  retain  my  accustomed  position  in 
society.  I  looked  round  me;  and  from  the 
moment  in  which  I  became  intimately  acquainted 
with  your  family,  I  cast  my  eyes  upon  yourself. 
You  were  very  young,  but  I  had  gained  the  con- 
fidence and  friendship  of  your  mother,  and  I  knew 
that  she  was  all-powerful.  I  therefore  resolved 
to  retrench  sufficiently  to  enable  me  to  wait  for  a 
few  years,  and  I  meanwhile  continued  to  pay  my 
court  assiduously  to  Lady  Madelaine.  I  see  your 
lip  curl ;  but  your  contempt  is  misplaced.  Do 
not  men  frequently  toil  during  a  life-time,  suflfor 
privation  and  contumely,  and  even  barter  their 
good  name  for  gold^  of  which  they  subsequently 
make  a  weak  and  unworthy  use,  when  their  neces- 
sities are  not  more  imperative  than  my  own  ?  And 
with  what  have  you  to  reproach  me  since  onr 
marriage  P' 

«' Proceed,  Sir;*'  I  said  coldly;  <'for  the  tils 
promises  to  be  a  long  one.'^ 

^^  The  death  of  your  father  altered  all  my  pro- 
jects. It  is  true  that  if  Lady  Madelaine  bad 
distinguished  me  by  her  regard^  she  had  been  no 
less  condescending  to  Lord  Otterford;  while 
neither  the  one  nor  the  other  could  boast  of  one 
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unguarded  word  or  action  by  which,  to  assume 
a  claim  upon  her  preference — you  have  yet  much, 
Lady  Domton,  to  study  in  your  mother ;  and 
much  from  which,  as  a  woman  of  the  world,  you 
might  derive  no  small  advantage/' 

'^  You  are  completing  my  education,  Sir  James." 
I  said  bitterly. 

He  bowed  with  a  sarcastic  smile ;  turned  his 
chair  more  fully  upon  me,  and  proceeded. 

"  The  death  of  your  father  left  your  mother 
free :  she  was  still  in  the  full  lustre  of  her  beauty 
and  of  her  fashion,  and  desirable  in  every  point  of 
view.  Her  fortune,  although  indeed,  less  con- 
siderable than  your  own,  was  tangible,  and  within 
my  reach  from  the  moment  in  which  she  became 
my  wife;  and  this  circumstance  was  far  from 
indifferent  to  me,  as  every  year  rendered  my 
position  more  difficult. 

"  You  have  doubtlessly  not  forgotten  my  ap- 
pearance at  Rooksley  during  your  mother's 
widowhood.  I  went  there  to  offer  her  my  hand, 
and  she  was  flattered  by  my  declaration.  She 
admitted  this  fact  frankly ;  but  I  soon  perceived 
the  reason  of  my  failure,  for  of  that  she  convinced 
me  fit  once.  She  strove  to  keep  her  secret,  but  I 
was  playing  a  desperate  game,  a|;^d  I  at  once 
declared  my  conviction  of  her  attachment  to 
Lord  Otterford.    At  that  period   Otterford  had 


138  THE   OONFS88IOX8   OF 

not    declared    himself^  and    the  pride  of  Lady 
Madelaine  took  alann. 

^'  M  am  neither  young  enough,  nor  wealthy 
enough  for  you,  Sir  James;'  she  said;  'Eveleen  is 
the  wife  best  suited  alike  to  your  habits  and  year 
tastes.  Like  you  she  promises  to  be  a  world- 
worshipper  ;  and  her  beauty  and  fortune  will 
enable  you  to  realize  all  the  dreams  of  your 
ambition.  You  know  that  my  authority  over  her 
is  unlimited — ^you  are  no  stranger  to  her  absurd 
and  childish  fancy  for  young  Devereuz :  you  are, 
in  short,  an  old  and  tried  friend  of  the  family, 
and  under  your  protection  her  fiite  would  be 
assured.  I  have  long  desired  an  opportunity  of 
suggesting  this  marriage  to  you,  and  I  gladly 
embrace  that  which  your  dechired  preference  fbr 
myself  has  afforded  to  me.  Does  my  proposal 
meet  your  views  ?' 

"  I  was  at  a  loss  how  to  reply.  Quite  aware 
that  I  was  as  much  indebted  to  the  prudent 
egotism  of  Lady  Madelaine  on  this  oocaaion,  u 
to  her  regard,  I  made  difficulties,  all  of  which 
flattered  her  vanity,  and  increased  her  friendship; 
but  at  length  I  yielded.  After  a  long  and  ani- 
mated conversation  my  destiny  was  decided :  but 
I  was  not  altogether  satisfied.  It  is  true  that,  as 
though  she  could  have  penetrated  into  the  design 
which  I  had  formed  several  years  previously,  she 
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▼oluntarily  offered  me  your  own  hand ;  still  I 
should  have  preferred  a  more  certain  and  a  more 
immediate  boon,  and  I  was  mortified  that  she 
should  sacrifice  me  to  a  mere  animal  like  Otterford, 
whose  only  charm  lay  in  a  handsome  face^  and  a 
certain  tact  in  flattering  the  weaknesses  and 
follies  of  her  character.  I  knew  that,  once  her 
husband^  he  must  necessarily  degenerate  into  a 
domestic  automaton  :  he  was  formed  for  no  other 
purpose^  and  my  prophecy  has  been  realized.^' 

I  was  lost  in  astonishment  at  the  audacity  with 
which  Domton  thus  crowned  himself  with  his 
vices,  and  exacted  worship  for  them  ;  but  I 
struggled  resolutely  against  my  indignation,  and 
commanded  myself  sufficiently  to  listen  with  at 
least  an  appearance  of  composure. 

"  She  had  no  sooner  herself  become  a  wife  :*' 
pursued  Domton  undauntedly ;  ^^  than  I  reminded 
her  of  her  promise,  and  she  at  once  pledged  her- 
self to  fulfil  it,  although  she  would  appoint  no 
given  period.  The  motives  which  she  alleged 
for  this  delay  were  specious  :  I  was  not,  however, 
at  a  loss  to  divine  her  real  ones :  she  was  too 
recently  a  bride  to  tolerate  so  unequal  a  rivalry ; 
and,  as  I  felt  how  useless  all  argument  must  prove 
against  such  a  conviction,  I  submitted  in  silence. 
Otterford  was  less  punctilious ;  from  the  period 
of  their  marriage  he  never  ceased  to  represent  to 
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your  mother  the  incongruity  and  danger  of  thus 
shutting  you  out  from  a  world  so  well  aware  of 
your  existence,  and  so  ready  to  draw  false  dedoe- 
tions  from  your  extraordinary  seclusion ;  and  she 
at  length  yielded  reluctantly  to  his  entreaties. 

^'You  were  summoned  to  town,  and  I  now 
believed  that  my  difficulties  were  over — it  vu 
not  so ;  like  Jacob,  I  had  served  seven  years  for 
Rachel ;  and  was  then  coolly  told  to  take  Leah  as 
my  reward.  You  look  amased ;  but  I  am  about 
to  explain,  and  by  that  explanation  to  justify 
myself.  You  had  scarcely  appeared  in  London, 
when  the  Duke  of  Barminster  was  attracted  by 
your  beauty.  It  is  possible  that  you  may  scarcely 
remember  a  tall,  gaunt,  large-limbed  youth,  with 
pink  eyes  and  yellow  hair,  who  had  just  escaped 
from  his  tutors,  after  having  made  a  tour  in 
France  and  Italy;  whence  he  returned  witb 
pinker  eyes  and  yellower  hair  than  he  set  oat 
Be  that  as  it  may,  he  admired  you^  and  was  what 
in  stage-parlance  is  designed  ^enamoured'  of  yooi 
fair  face  and  high  bred  self-possession ;  nor  £i 
Lady  Madelaine,  whose  ambition  was  flattered  by 
his  preference,  hesitate  covertly  to  encourage  it 
Her  position  was,  however^  somewhat  embanass- 
ing ;  I  was  constantly  beside  her  like  an  accuang 
spirit  which  all  her  spells  were  unable  to  lay ;  and 
I  believe  that  I  should  have  triumphed  even  over 
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the  yellow-haired  Duke,  had  not  a  hint  of  my 
pecuniary  difficulties  been  dropped  into  the  eager 
ear  of  your  mother.  Had  this  hint  never  been 
given,  Eveleen,  it  might  have  been  happy  for  us 
both  ;  but  this  one  circumstance  became  the  key- 
stone of  all  the  evil  which  has  since  been  slowly 
built  up. 

'^  Lady  Madelaine  at  once  availed  herself  of  the 
information  thus  received.  She  had  her  own 
reasons  for  not  exciting  a  feud  between  us  ;  while, 
at  the  same  time,  she  was  equally  resolved  upon 
your  alUance  with  the  Duke.  As  yet  he  had  said 
nothing  decisive  upon  the  subject,  but  that  was 
evidently  the  effect  of  shyness,  and  from  the 
dread  of  a  refusal ;  for  it  was  a  boy's  love,  fearing 
everything  and  risking  nothing. 

'*  Secure  of  my  enforced  acquiescence  in  her 
wishes,  from  my  total  inability  to  gainsay  them, 
your  mother,  with  an  aplomb  which  would  have 
done  honour  to  a  statesman,  took  me  into  her 
confidence.  She  admitted  that  I  might  have  some 
right  to  consider  myself  aggrieved  until  she  ex- 
plained her  purpose — she  abhorred  thfe  young 
Duke ;  who,  had  he  been  no  Duke,  would  not  have 
been  presentable  in  society :  but  she  felt  it  her 
duty  on  such  an  occasion  to  sacrifice  her  own 
wishes  to  the  interests  of  her  daughter.  She  re- 
minded me  that  you  were  altogether  unaware  of 
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the  promise  which  she  had  made  to  me— thi 
you  still  resolutely  dung  to  your  girlish  £hncy  fie 
Devereux — that,  in  short,  your  sentiment!  tc 
wards  myself  were  rather  those  of  avoidance  aa 
dislike,  than  such  as  promised  happiness  in  nua 
ried  life.  In  fine — as  a  matter  of  duty  to  you,  am 
of  prudence  to  me,  she  had  evidently  resolve 
that  you  should  become  Duchess  of  Barminstei 
^  And  may  I  ask/  I  inquired  with  a  cool  saroasE 
which  forewarned  her  of  my  probable  vengeance 
should  she  endeavour  to  make  me  the  victim  c 
her  sudden  ambition ;  ^^  may  I  ask  what  chaiac 
tor  I  am  expected  to  enact  in  this  strange  comedy! 
She  looked  at  me  steadily  for  a  moment,  and  the 
replied — ^  Sir  James,  this  little  incident  must  no 
affect  our  old  and  honest  friendship.  Had  I  no 
been  assured  from  what  occurred  at  Rooksley  thi 
you  felt  no  overweening  attachment  to  Evdeen, 
should  at  once  have  nq;atived  the  Duke's  pursuil 
but,  under  the  circumstances,  and  knowing  ab 
the  sincerity  of  your  regard  for  me^  I  have  aels 
accordingly.  You  are  aware  that  I  have  anothi 
daughter;  less  beautiful  than  Evdeen  I  admi 
but  also  without  a  silly  passion  in  her  head/ 

^^  I  had  already  seen  your  sister,  when  I  tn 
veiled  with  her  from  Scotland.  I  remembere 
only  a  silent  girl,  who  appeared  rather  proud  tha 
shy ;  and  with  whom  I  did  not  throughout  th 
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journey  exchange  a  dozen  sentences.  You  may 
imagine  my  surprise,  my  indignation;  but  my 
embarrassments  had  enslared  my  will ;  and,  as 
Lady  Madelaine  was  well  aware,  I  could  not  con- 
tend. 

"'  I  accompanied  her  to  Rooksley,  and  I  confess 
that  I  was  startled  by  the  change  whicli  a  few 
months  had  effected  in  the  appearance  of  your  sis- 
ter ;  still,  the  constraint  induced  by  your  mother's 
presence  did  not  enable  me  to  judge  correctly  of 
Adda,  whose  intellectual  expression  promised 
both  mind  and  feeling.  Stung  by  your  own 
haughtiness,  and  revolted  by  a  coquetry  which 
was  almost  marvellous  for  your  age,  Lady 
Madelaine  had  by  no  means  advanced  an  error 
when  she  asserted  that  my  heart  had  remained 
untouched.  I  was  dazzled  by  your  beauty,  and 
infatuated  by  your  success ;  but  it  required  more 
than  this  to  resuscitate  the  long  dormant  feelings 
of  a  man  of  the  world ;  and  thus  you  will  not  be 
astonished  if  I  submitted  with  a  tolerable  grace 
to  a  decision  against  which,  undef  my  peculiar 
circumstances,  I  dared  not  appeal  ;  and  resolved 
to  ascertain  at  once  what  I  was  likely  to  gain  or 
lose  at  the  game  of  matrimonial  shuttlecock  which 
Lady  Madelaine  had  instituted  in  her  family.^' 

"And  yoii  discovered? '* 
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*^  I  discovered.  Lady  Domton,  ere  long,  that  in 
Adela  I  had  found  the  very  being  who  had  it  in 
her  power  to  renew  the  youth  of  my  heart  1 
lost  no  time  in  returning  to  Rooksley,  and,  plead- 
ing the  permission  of  your  mother.  I  succeeded 
in  gaining  the  a£fections  of  your  sister,  before  1 
avowed  to  her  that  my  visits  were  unauthorised 
You  know  the  independence  of  Adela's  character 
and  you  will  therefore  be  prepared  to  understani 
that  this  circumstance,  although  it  increased  he 
caution,  by  no  means  affected  her  resolution 
We  met  again  and  again.  The  extraordinary  re 
sources  of  her  mind,  and  the  noble  qualities  of  he 
nature,  were  laid  bare  before  me.  She  cared  nothinj 
for  my  fashion,  nothing  for  my  popularity;  sh 
loved  me  for  myself— -she  loved  me  as  I  nere 
hope  to  be  loved  again/' 

He  paused.  His  lips  quivered,  and  his  Ad 
assumed  an  ashy  paleness;  but  he  i>oon  rallied 
and  in  a  less  steady  voice,  resumed : — ^'  Ton  wil 
not  be  surprised  that,  under  these  circumstanoei 
I  soon  blessed  the  fortunate  chance  which  hat 
thrown  the  boy-Duke  in  your  path.  I  was  nol 
however,  long  destined  to  enjoy  my  dream  o 
coming  happiness ;  for  on  returning  to  Woodvilk 
after  one  of  my  hurried  visits  to  your  sister,  fed 
ing  myself  unable  any  longer  to  control  my  im 
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patience,  I  urged  Lady  Madelaine  to  withdraw 
Adela  from  her  retreat,  and  to  prepare  the  minds 
of  her  circle  for  our  approaching  marriage. 

*^  I  had  remarked  that  she  was  less  at  her  ease 
than  usual,  and  that  something  had  occurred  to 
ra£9e  her;  but  never  suspecting  that  my  own 
happiness  could  be  involved  in  so  trivial  a  circum* 
stance,  I  had  paid  little  attention  to  it.  I  was 
soon  better  informed.  *  Trust  to  me  f  she  said ; 
*  I  feel  that  I  have  dealt  ungenerously  towards 
you,  but  it  is  not  yet  too  late  to  repair  my  error. 
You  shall  soon  be  my  son-in-law ;  circumstances 
have  occurred  which  have  changed  my  views  for 
Eveleen,  and  I  will  redeem  my  word.  She  shall 
be  your  wife  V  I  will  spare  you  a  description  of 
my  feeUngs.  What  I  instantly  suspected,  proved 
to  be  the  fact ;  the  change  had  not  originated  with 
your  mother,  but  with  the  relatives  of  the  Duke, 
to  whom  the  comparatively  obscure  origin  of  your 
father,  was  an  objection  even  more  insuperable 
than  the  youth  and  inexperience  of  the  noble 
blockhead  himself. 

^*  Do  me  the  justice  to  believe  that  I  did  not 
passively  submit  to  this  insulting  tyranny.  I  re- 
sented it  warmly  and  loudly,  but  all  my  violence 
remained  unavailing.  I  was  in  the  toils,  for  Lady 
Madelaine,  secured  in  her  position  by  the  pressing 
nature  of  my  pecuniary  necessities,  had  already 

VOL.    III.  H 


146  THE   CONFBSaiONB   OF 

turned  aside  the  triumphant  consolations  of  hei 
dear  five  hundred  friends  on  the  secession  of  the 
Duke,  by  smiling  at  the  absurdity  of  the  repoit 
and  asserting  your  long  engagement  to  mysdf 
Thus  we  had  both  too  much  at  stake  to  continm 
long  at  feud.  We  were  necessary  to  each  others 
and,  you  know  the  rest.*' 

I  was  crushed.  I  had  struggled  to  be  firm;  to  pq 
back  \rith  cool  contempt  the  perfidy  of  the  man  tt 
whom  I  had  been  sacrificed ;  but  I  had  not  suffi- 
ciently prepared  myself  for  such  an  avowal  as  this 
The  consciousness  of  his  utter  indifference;  tin 
conviction  that  all  his  affectation  of  affection  had 
been  false  from  the  first  moment  of  our  maniage  j 
the  reflection  that  I  had  been  a  mere  tool  to  con- 
ceal the  weakness  of  my  mother,  and  to  build  vf 
the  ruined  fortunes  of  a  profligate^  cut  ma  to  the 
heart ;  and  every  angry  feeling  &ded  belbre  till 
deep  humiliation  which  bowed  me  to  the  earth. 

^'  And  am  I  then^  indeed^  wholly  and  ntteriyi 
the  victim  of  my  fortune  1'^  I  ezdaimed,  wringing 
my  hands  in  despair ;  '^  was  it  not  enough  to  find 
myself  deceived  in  my  every  hope,  without  being 
forced  to  feel  that  I  have  been  a  dupe  from  my 
very  cradle." 

^^  Be  rational^  Lady  Domton.;*'  said  Sir  Jameiy 
rousing  himself  with  effort  firom  a  painful  le* 
verie   into  which   he  had  fallen  as  he  ceased 
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speaking;  ^Smee  tob  htcuot  my  wife*  of  wiiit 
hsve  JOQ  to  eooipbbi  r  Hiive  toq  not  profited  as 
follj  bjr  the  ilhiaoo  as  3noii  ooiild  hare  dooe  by 
the  leafitj:  Have  jtmhad  one  ixMhilgence  the 
less?  Has  your  Tvmty  been  the  moie  mffled*  or 
jrour  sdf-loTe  the  less  respected?  Look  back 
upon  your  brief  period  of  married  life — what  has 
been  wanlioig  which  would  have  grown  ont  of  eren 
the  idolatry  of  a  husband  ?  Can  yon  complain  of 
the  manner  in  whidi  I  hare  {dayed  my  pait  ?  It 
is  rather  I  who  should  complain  of  the  life  of 
stmg^  and  seeming  to  which  the  caprice  of  your 
mother  has  condemned  me.  Let  us  be  honest 
with  each  other.  You  had  assuredly  no  right  to 
calculate  upon  an  undivided  affection  on  my  part> 
when  you  gave  yourself  to  me  with  an  old  love 
clinging  about  your  heart,  which  you  scarcely 
cared  dther  to  conceal  or  to  combat.  I^  feeling 
myself  exonerated  by  the  fact,  did  not  persecute 
you  upon  the  subject,  but  left  time  to  do  its 
work,  assisted  by  that  great  aUy,  the  world — and 
we  are,  consequently,  beyond  recrimination  upon 
that  point.  Why  then  do  you  arrogate  to  yourself 
the  right  to  accuse  me  P^' 

I  could  not  command  myself  sufficiently  to 
reply :  the  cold-blooded  matter-of-fiact  reasoning 
of  Sir  James  at  such  a  moment  maddened  me. 

<<  I  see  your  agitation  f   he  resumed :  **  and 
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knowing  as  I  do^  your  titter  want  of  adf-com- 
mand;  I  am  by  no  means  surprised  at  its  violence. 
Calm  yourself,  however,  if  possible,  and  listen  to 
me  for  a  few  moments  longer.  What  I  have  to 
say  deserves  all  your  attention.  This  day  wiU 
probably  effect  our  actual  separation,  but  let  us, 
at  least,  preserve  appearances;  it  is  needless  for 
us  to  offer  ourselves  as  a  spectacle  to  all  London. 
You  have  an  attachment,  of  which  the  object  is 
more  than  disagreeable  to  me;  nevertheleai, 
amuse  yourself,  as  you  have  hitherto  done;  I 
understand  you  too  well  to  dread  your  injuring 
your  own  position  for  any  created  being.  Nevep 
theless,  be  careful ;  for  if  you  are  Ccesar's  wift 
remember  that  I  am  Caesar ;  and  I  have  no 
inclination  to  become  the  laughing-atock  of  mj 
set/' 

^*  How,  Sir  !''  I  exclaimed,  starting  to  my  fioet: 
^'  do  you,  guilty  as  you  are  of  my  sister's  death- 
fallen  as  you  are  beneath  the  contempt  of  all 
honest  men — do  you  dare  to  threaten?*'  And 
exasperated  by  his  calmness,  yet  still  unaUe  U 
give  utterance  to  my  fedings,  I  rushed  out  of  m] 
dressing-room,  anxious  only  to  rid  myself  of  hii 
presence,  which  had  each  moment  become  moR 
insupportable  to  me. 

Fortunately,  he  retained  all  his  self-possessioDi 
and  alarmed  at  the  idea  of  the  scene  to  whidi  I 
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was  about  to  expose  both  myself  and  him^  he 
sprang  after  me,  and  caught  me  as  I  was  about  to 
escape  into  the  gallery. 

"Where  are  you  going?'*  he  asked  sternly. 

"  Anywhere,  so  that  I  be  not  subjected  to  your 
presence  ;*'  I  said,  as  I  struggled  to  loose  myself 
from  his  grasp,  but  he  held  me  fast. 

**  Well  then.  Madam,  return  to  your  dressing- 
room  ;  I  am  about  to  leave  it.  But  I  beg  that 
you  will  not  expose  yourself  to  the  gossip  of  your 
servants  in  your  present  undignified  state  of 
passion,  for  your  own  sake.  Have  you  yet  to  learn 
that,  in  such  cases,  your  own  hired  domestics  are 
more  to  be  dreaded  than  all  other  persons  ?  As 
for  myself,  I  am  careless  of  their  comments  ;  nay, 
they  would  afford  me  an  admirable  opportunity 
of  visiting  this  scene  upon  Colonel  Devereux; 
an  emergency,  which  I  imagine,  you  would  on 
your  side,  rather  avoid  than  provoke.  Give 
yourself  the  trouble  to  reflect :  and  remember 
that  it  is  not  always  upon  the  husband,  that  the 
world  is  apt  to  visit  results  like  these.*' 

Again  I  was  compelled  to  submit.  I  felt  that 
I  was  indeed,  through  my  idle  folly,  at  the  mercy 
of  a  man  whom  I  alike  loathed  and  despised.  I 
had  no  refuge  in  my  mother,  who  would  necessa- 
rily abandon  my  cause  in  order  to  excuse  her  own 
conduct ;   and,  thus  left  to  myself,  I  was  alto- 
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gether  powerless.  Profiting  by  my  evident 
indecision,  Domton  led  me  back  to  the  door  of 
my  dressing-room,  which  I  had  no  sooner  reached 
than  I  closed  it  violently  behind  me,  as  though  I 
sought  to  evade  the  pursuit  of  an  assassin. 

As  I  sank  panting  upon  a  sofa,  I  felt  as  though 
my  reason  would  have  given  way  beneath  the 
struggle.  The  horror  of  my  position  rose  bare 
and  hopeless  before  me.  The  ties  which  attached 
me  to  my  husband,  and  the  authority  which  they 
gave  him  over  my  very  thoughts,  distracted  me 
as  I  reflected  on  them.  I  had  determined  on  a 
rupture,  but  I  had  been  prepared  to  dictate  its 
terms,  and  not  to  find  myself  thus  bound  hand 
and  foot  at  his  mercy.  The  spedes  of  menace 
which  he  had  uttered,  and  which  was  merely  con- 
ditional, still  rang  through  my  brain;  for  I 
remembered  that  he  might  at  any  moment,  and 
under  any  pretext,  avail  himself  of  it  to  complete 
my  wretchedness. 

Nevertheless,  by  some  strange  inconsistency, 
it  was  not  fear  that  I  felt;  blinded  by  my 
indignation,  I  should  have  considered  it  a 
meanness  to  tremble  or  to  yield,  or  even  to 
control  my  actions  in  any  way,  at  the  bidding  d 
a  man  whom  I  had  saved  from  min,  and  whom  I 
felt  myself  authorised  to  despise.  Never  had  I 
been  in  so  dangerous  a  state  of  mind.    Every 
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feeling  was  in  revolt.  I  ceased  to  envy  even  the 
qmet  grave  of  my  sister.  I  had  vague  visions  of 
a  vengeance  as  mighty  as  the  wrongs  of  which  I 
had  been  made  the  victim ;  wild,  untangible,  and 
aimless  for  the  most  part ;  but  welcome  inasmuch 
as  they  tended  to  restore  me  to  some  degree  of 
composure,  and  to  people  the  void  into  which  my 
first  emotions  had  plunged  me. 

May  those  whose  hair  whitens,  and  whose 
necks  bow  beneath  the  hand  of  time,  without 
having  undergone  such  mental  struggles  as  these, 
be  merciful  as  they  pronounce  a  judgment  upon 
me ! 
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position.  In  the  excited  state  of  my  feelings,  I 
never  dreamt  of  tracing  the  events  of  my  life  to 
any  fault  or  error  of  my  own.  I  regarded  myself 
simply  as  a  victim  to  the  machinations  of  others ; 
and  as  bound  to  visit  upon  my  persecutors  all  the 
sufferings  to  which  I  had  myself  been  subjected. 
I  had  the  means  of  vengeance  in  my  hands.  It 
was  true  that  they  might  recoil  upon  my  own 
head;  but  that  reflection  did  not  deter  me.  I 
was  already  ruined  both  in  fact  and  in  hope.  A 
life  of  joyless  wretchedness  was  before  me.  I 
could  scarcely  render  my  fate  more  bitter ;  while, 
on  the  other  hand^  I  might  enable  myself  to  sup- 
port it  with  less  suffering.  All  that  the  world 
could  offer  of  adulation,  luxury,  and  indulgence 
was  before  me,  and  within  my  grasp.  The  void 
within  my  heart  might  be  filled  up.  I  must 
think  no  more  of  home-enjoyments,  and  home- 
ties  ;  they  were  for  ever  denied  to  me ;  but  the 
alternative  remained  of  creating  new  interests  and 
new  bonds  without  the  pale  of  home. 

My  decision  was  irrevocably  taken. 

When  I  rose  in  the  morning,  my  first  care  was 
to  obliterate  the  withering  effects  of  the  last 
night's  agitation,  and  to  bestow  unwonted  care 
upon  my  appearance.  I  could  not  be  seen  in 
public  so  immediately  after  the  death  of  my  sis- 
ter,  but  I  could  at  least  admit  those  of  my  friends 
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who  came  to  offer  me  their  sympathy  m  my  be 
reavement ;  and  it  is  probable  that  Lady  Madi 
laine  had  decided  upon  the  same  pmdent  an 
praiseworthy  line  of  conduct,  for  I  heard  notUi 
of  her  throughout  the  day.  One  or  two  unin 
portant  visits  occupied  the  greater  portion  of  tli 
morning,  when  at  length  Colonel  Devereux  wa 
announced  in  his  turn ;  and,  pleading  &tigue, 
desired  that  I  might  be  denied  to  every  one  fi 
the  remainder  of  the  day. 

"  I  may  then,  indeed,  hope  that  I  still  numbc 
you  among  my  friends,'^  I  said,  as  I  extended  m 
hand;  ^^  since  you  come  to  me  in  the  hour  < 
grief.'' 

'^  Did  you  do    me  the  injustice  to    admit 
doubt  upon  the  subject  ?'' 

'^  I  am  afraid  so.  Many  circumstances  hsv 
occurred  to  shake  my  faith  in  your  regard— but 
will  not  dwell  upon  them  now.  A  friend  is  to 
precious  to  me  at  this  moment,  for  me  too! 
courage  such  misgivings.'^ 

^Ms  it  Lady  Domton  who  talks  of  needin 
friends  ?" 

^^  It  is,  indeed ;  and  Heaven  knows  that  fei 
need  them,  or  would  prise  them  more.  Yonsn 
of  course,  aware  that  I  have  lost  my  suter.^ 

^^  I  am ;  and  I  feel  for  you  most  deeply." 

"  You  may  do  so.    It  has  been  a  UttBr  Vkn 
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to  me  in  many  ways.  Do  you  also  know  the 
cause  of  her  early  and  most  unhappy  death  ?'' 

*^  I  fear,  consumption  f'  he  replied  anxiously, 
as  he  looked  attentively  at  me ;  ^'  Miss  Tilden 
was  naturally  of  a  weak  and  nervous  constitution ; 
and  probably  sank  under  her  self-constituted  iso- 
lation from  society." 

^^  No,  no ;  do  not  be  disingenuous  with  me, 
Colonel  Devereux;'*  I  interposed;  "  you  have 
been  too  intimately  connected  with  our  femily  not 
to  have  learnt  the  truth  ;  or,  if  you  have  indeed 
been  blinded  to  the  fact,  be  so  no  longer :  my 
sister  died  of  a  broken  heart.^' 

"  A  broken  heart !" 

^^  Even  so ;  and  now  do  more  justice  both  to 
me  and  to  yourself.  Your  look  and  accent  both 
betray  you.  You  have  notiiing  to  hear  from  me 
save  what  you  already  know ;  unless,  indeed,  that 
I  also  am  no  longer  ignorant  of  the  great  secret 
which  has  changed  the  whole  current  of  my  after- 
life." 

<'  Lady  Domton,  you  alarm  me." 

*^  And  yet  you  see  that  I  am  calm.  I  have  a 
great  work  before  me.  Colonel  Devereux.  I  am 
like  a  rudderless  vessel,  which  after  having  for  a 
long  period  been  borne  among  sunken  rocks  and 
hidden  sands  without  becoming  quite  a  wreck, 
is  suddenly  driven  far  into  the  open  sea,  without 
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chart  or  compass — ^into  a  fearful,  limiUesSy  and 
unknown  waste  of  waters,— to  plough  its  way  as 
it  best  can  to  some  eagerly  dreamt  of  but  uncer- 
tain port.  I  can  look  back  upon  the  perils  which 
I  have  survived,  but  I  know  not  how  to  direct 
my  course  through  the  vague.  Nevertheless  it 
must  be  done ;  I  may  perish  in  the  attempt,  but 
it  shall  be  made/' 

*^  Your  position  is  indeed  a  painful  one/' 

^^  I  know  it,  but  I  do  not  shrink.  I  am  only 
about  to  exchange  one  species  of  8u£fering  for 
another/' 

^'  You  may  be  deceiving  yourself  as  to  the  ex- 
tent of  the  evil.'* 

I  smiled  bitterly,  as  I  put  into  his  hands  the 
papers  which  I  had  brought  firom  Glenfillan. 
''  Read  these;"  I  said,  with  the  same  unnatunJ 
calm ;  ^^  read,  and  be  convinced  in  how  fieur  I  still 
retain  the  power  to  cheat  myself.^^ 

Devereux  shuddered  as  he  ran  his  eye  over  the 
opening  sentences. 

^^  Is  this,  indeed,  the  writing  of  Miss  Tllden  ?^ 
he  asked. 

'^  It  is. — That  is  the  legacy  of  a  sister  whom  I 
would  fain  have  loved— that  is  the  dying  bequest 
of  Adela.    Do  you  ask  me  now  to  doubt  ?'' 

«  This  is  terrible  P* 
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^^  Is  it  not?  Is  it  not  frightful  to  have  incurred 
a  hatred  which  lived  even  beyond  the  grave  ?  And 
that  too  by  an  action  to  which  I  was  compeUed  ? 
Had  it  pleased  fate  to  grant  her  wishes,  I  should 
have  been  spared  the  misery  that  has  been  visited 
upon  me,  and  we  might  both  have  been  happy.  The 
tyranny  of  my  mother,  and  the  mean  cowardice 
of  Sir  James  Dornton  had,  however,  decided 
otherwise,  and  it  is  stili  I  who  incur  the  penalty ; 
it  has  been  my  destiny  through  life  to  be  made  at 
once  the  dupe  and  the  victim  of  those  about  me, 
and  I  must  be  content  to  drain  the  bitter  draught 
to  the  very  dregs.  Do  as  I  will,  I  can  secure 
neither  affection  nor  friendship.  I  am  alone  in 
my  own  misery.^* 

My  firmness  began  to  forsake  me,  and  despite 
all  my  efforts,  I  felt  the  scalding  tears  fall  upon 
my  cheeks.  Devereux  was  leaning  upon  his 
arm,  with  his  face  concealed  in  his  spread  hand  ; 
and  for  a  few  minutes  we  both  remained  silent. 

"  It  was  most  cruel/'  he  said  at  length ;  "  thus 
to  destroy  the  illusions  on  which  you  had  built  up 
your  happiness.*' 

"  My  happiness !"  I  exclaimed  reproachfully ; 
^<  the  only  happiness  that  I  have  ever  known  has 
been  based  on  hope — and  that  hope  has  never 
once  been  realised." 


158  THB   CONFK88IONI   OF 

'^  But  who  could  have  been  so  imprudent  as  t 
give  you  this  letter  ?"  he  asked,  without  appesi 
ing  to  have  heard  my  last  remark. 

^'  A  person  who  was  unaware  of  its  content 
and  who  believed  that  they  were  cft1rn1fttic<>  ratbc 
to  comfort  than  to  agonise  me.  Listen  to  om 
Devereux  ;^'  I  continued,  observing  that  he  ha 
again  sunk  into  silence ;  ^  you  shall  have  all  tfa 
details  of  this  painful  tragedy;  and  then  tell  m 
what  hope  remains  for  me  in  this  life.  I  am  ver 
young — I  have  never  wUfuUy  caused  pain  q 
suffering  to  any  being  within  the  sphere  of  m 
influence.  Where  I  have  erred  it  has  been  thnmgj 
the  prompting  of  others. — ^Listen  to  me,  for  Ihsf 
much  to  tell.^' 

I  then  briefly  recapitulated  all  the  drcumstanoc 
which  had  taken  place  firom  the  moment  cf  on 
summons  to  Glenfillan,  to  the  outbreak  of  id 
husband  on  the  preceding  evening ;  only  oonoes 
ing  the  fact  that  his  own  name  had  been  intn 
duced  into  the  reproaches  of  Sir  James.  As 
told  my  tale,  the  words  had  frequently  been  sum 
thered  by  my  sobs,  and  I  saw  the  tears  of  Devi 
reux  stream  through  his  fingers.  Amid  aUn 
misery  I  felt  a  thrill  of  joy  as  I  detected  tbia  pro 
of  sympathy.  It  was  so  long  since  any  one  hi 
felt  for  me !     He  still  remained  in  the  same  att 
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tude  with  his  head  bowed  down  over  the  writing, 
but  he  had  ceased  to  turn  the  leaves, 

*^  Poor  Adela  !*'  I  murmured  after  awhile ; 
'^  even  she  was  not  so  wretched  as  I  am,  for  she 
had,  at  least,  some  one  to  pity  and  to  advise 
her/' 

"  Your  positions  in  life  were  different ;''  he  re- 
plied sadly :  "  many  felt  that  they  were  free  to 
pity  the  desolate  and  heart-stricken  Miss  Tilden, 
who  could  not  presume  to  affect  compassion  for 
the  gay,  admired,  and  envied  Lady  Domton." 
'  ^*  Does  the  world  indeed  envy  such  as  I  am  ?'' 
I  exclaimed  impatiently  ;  ^^  do  you  also  consider 
me  beyond  the  pale  of  sympathy  and  help  ?" 

*^  I  did  so  very  lately ;  but  now  all  is  changed  ; 
and  from  my  very  heart  I  pity  you/' 

As  he  ceased  speaking  he  rose,  and  paced  the 
room  with  hurried  and  agitated  steps. 

**  You  may,  indeed  :'*  1  said,  wringing  my 
hands :  '^  I  am  beset  on  every  side.  There  is  no 
escape  for  me — none.  Every  illusion  is  dissi- 
pated ;  the  truth  is  before  me  in  all  its  hideous 
reality — 1  am  unloved — abandoned  by  all  who 
should  have  clung  to  me — by  all  that  could  have 
attached  me  to  life— nor  have  I  even  the  consola- 
tion of  feeling  that  Dornton  was  the  first  to 
blight  my  happiness.*' 
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As  these  imprudent  words  escaped  my  lips, 
Devereux  suddenly  paused,  and  riveted  his  eyes 
upon  me  with  an  expression  which  went  to  my 
very  heart.  There  was  reproach  in  them,  but  it 
was  a  reproach  so  blent  with  happiness,  that  mj 
own  fell  before  them.  I  felt  my  indiscretion  when 
it  was  too  late. 

"  Lady  Dornton — Eveleen — **  he  murmured, 
as  he  approached  me,  and  laid  his  hand  upon  my 
arm ;  ^^  I  beseech  you  to  consider  all  the  import 
of  your  words.  Can  it  be  me  whom  you  would 
reproach  ?  How,  in  what  manner,  have  I  deserved 
this  ?" 

"  Leave  me — leave  me — *'  I  gasped  out ;  **  I 
am  distracted  by  my  grief;  and  can  no  longer  dii* 
tinguish  friends  from  foes/' 

^'  Not  when  I  am  beside  you  }**  he  asked  de- 
precatingly ;  <^  and  yet  I  too  have  struggled,  I  too 
have  suffered :  and  do  you  believe,  Eveleen,  tfait 
you  had  no  part  in  those  struggles  and  in  tint 
suffiering  ?'' 

I  had  sunk  upon  the  sofa,  and  buried  my  fuB 
in  my  handkerchief  which  he  sought  gently  to 
remove, 

"  Only  look  at  me:"  he  continue  tenderij; 
'^  only  whisper  to  me  that  you  do  not  think  lo 
harshly  as  you  have  led  me  to  believe.'^ 

I  was  bewildered  by  agitation.    Hie  tones  of 
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his  voice  brought  back  upon  me  the  early  and 
happy  period  of  oar  attachment ;  it  was  long  since 
I  had  heard  those  tones ;  and  now  I  trembled 
beneath  them  as  though  they  had  been  fraught 
with  bitterness. 

«  Leave  me— leave  me— '*  I  again  exclaimed  ; 
"  I  said  I  know  not  what — leave  me,  and  forget 
it.'^ 

'*Do  not  drive  me  away;*'  he  persisted  in  the 
same  low  gentle  accents;  ''we  have  too  long 
misunderstood  each  other^  and  I  have  also  my 
tale  of  care  to  tell.  Nay,  do  not  withdraw  your 
hand  ;  are  you  not  conversing  with  a  friend  —  a 
brother — to  whom  you  have  just  poured  out  the 
sorrows  of  your  heart?  Listen  to  me,  in  your 
turn.  What  has  passed  within  the  last  few  mo- 
ments has  determined  me  to  speak.  It  will  be  a 
trial  to  me  to  be  frank,  for  I  fear  that  I  may 
chance  to  wound  you  by  my  sincerity,  but  you 
will  at  least  learn  to  know  me  as  I  am ;  and  you 
can  then  decide  in  how  far  I  am  worthy  of  your 
confidence. 

*'  I  imagine  f  he  resumed  with  evident  eflFort, 
after  a  pause  which  I  had  made  no  effort  to 
break;  ''  that  you  cannot  have  forgotten  our  last 
interview  at  Rooksley,  when  I  failed  to  induce 
you  to  pledge  yourself.to  me  definitively.  Your 
terror  and  indecision  betrayed  only  too  plainly 
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how  little  I  could  rely  upon  your  firmness ;  andl 
left  you  with  despair,  in  my  heart,  for  I  felt  thit 
all  hope  was  lost/' 

^'  Yet  you  might  have  made  one  more  effort,'' 
I  murmured  involuntarily.  Devereuz  shook  hn 
head  sadly. 

^'  Wherefore  should  I  have  done  so  V  It  wooU 
have  served  only  to  torture  both  yourself  and 
me.  Nor  would  letters  have  availed  me,  eta 
had  I  ventured  to  risk  them ;  for  where  my  pie 
sence  and  my  intreaties  had  alike  failed,  a  ecddfl 
medium  of  intercourse  could  have  effiscted  n 
favourable  result.  I  leamt  your  departure  fron 
Rooksley  and  the  sensation  which  you  prodooei 
in  town.  Ere  long  rumours  reached  me  of  tb 
assiduities  of  Sir  James  Domton,  of  whose  pecn 
niary  involvements  I  was  aware,  as  well  as  of  hi 
tact  in  influencing  the  mind  of  Lady  MadeUbi 
by  his  flatteries.  Next  came  the  news  of  yoo 
marriage,  which  had  taken  place  before  either  yw 
mother  or  your  husband  deemed  it  expedient  ti 
make  it  public ;  and  I  shall  not  attempt  to  td 
you  the  feeling  with  which  I  leamt  it.  I  beliefei 
at  that  moment  that  I  might  defy  the  fatore  ti 
inflict  another  pang  as  poignant;  but  I  did  xm^ 
know  the  future.  The  human  heart  has  a  fiij^ 
fal  elasticity  in  suffering — ^it  expands  to  reoavi 
it,  whatever  may  be  the  shape  in  whidi  it  pre* 
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sent  itself:  and  new  faculties  appear  to  be 
created  for  endurance.  I  learned  this  truth  when 
I  beard  that  you  were  on  a  bed  of  sickness^  and 
probably  of  death. 

<^  I  beliered^  and  I  had  a  right  to  believe,  that 
the  compulsion  under  which  you  had  acted,  was 
the  sole  cause  of  the  danger  to  which  your  life 
was  exposed;  nor  can  you  picture  to  yourself 
how  dear  you  were  to  me  while  that  belief  existed. 
How  often  did  I  not  pray  that  you  might  submit 
more  calmly  to  a  fatal  necessity,  and  so  preserve 
an  existence  which  was  to  me  more  precious  than 
it  had  ever  been,  although  I  could  no  longer  hope 
to  ensure  its  happiness.  And  here,  at  least,  Eve- 
leen,  my  prayers  were  both  heard  and  answered. 
I  have  never  regretted  that  I  uttered  them ;  but 
I  have  since  learnt  to  feel  that  the  falsehood  of 
those  whom  we  have  loved,  is  worse,  far  worse 
than  death." 
**  Devereux  !" 

**  You  were  forewarned  of  my  intended  frank- 
ness ;^'  he  pursued ;  "  nor  do  I  fear  but  you  wi^ 
pardon  it.  I  was  then,  in  this  wretched  frame  of 
mind  when  I  received  a  letter  from  Otterford, 
who,  with  the  consent  of  your  mother,  invited 
me  to  Rooksley.  Fearing,  and  yet  anxious  to  see 
you,  and  thus  judge  by  my  own  observation  of  the 
actual  state  of  your  feelings,  I  decided  upon  obey- 


164  THE    CONFESSIONS   OP 

ing  the  summons,  although  I  was  more  than  onoe 
on  the  point  of  declining  the  trial,  for  which  I  felt 
each  hour  less  competent.  I  went,  however,— I 
found  you  more  beautiful  than  ever;  and  foi 
awhile  I  pleased  myself  with  the  belief  that  yon 
had  not  met  me  without  emotion ;  but  before  ttu 
close  of  the  evening  I  despised  myself  for  m] 
fatuity.  Never  had  I  seen  you  in  such  brilliant 
such  overpowering  spirits.  Never  had  I  seei 
you  so  boldly  challenge  the  admiration  which  n( 
one  appeared  anxious  to  withhold.  Tour  cold* 
ness  to  Domton  was  so  extreme  that  it  wore  th 
appearance  of  a  mere  heartiess  coquetry,  unworth] 
of  the  woman  whom  I  had  so  long  worshipped  ii 
my  inmost  heart ;  and  I  resolved  not  to  spend  i 
second  night  under  the  roof  tiiat  sheltered  yoQ 
The  morning  still  found  me  firm  in  that  detenni 
nation ;  for  I  had  not  slept  throughout  the  night 
Eveleen,  I  had  not  even  striven  to  sleep.  Hh 
altar  upon  which  I  had  enshrined  my  idol  wu 
overthrown,  and  I  mourned  over  the  scatterd 
remnants  of  my  last  illusion.  If  I  returned  on 
the  morrow  it  was  only  because  your  hnsbsndj 
who  had  decided  upon  not  leaving  me  for  an 
instant,  alarmed  me  by  his  jests,  and  piqued  m; 
self-love  by  some  of  those  trivial  but  comprehen- 
sive witticisms  before  which  the  firmest  quail  at 
times. 
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'^  I  was  not  long  in  making  the  discovery  that 
the  passion  of  Dornton  was  merely  acted ;  that 
you  felt  its  hollowness  ;  and  that  wounded  pride 
would  soon  restore  your  heart  to  me  ;  but  the 
same  self-esteem  which  had  prevented  my  utter- 
ing one  reproach  upon  your  infidelity,  also  taught 
me  to  reject  so  questionable  a  benefit.  A  woman 
for  whom  I  had  felt  a  mere  passing  passion 
would  not,  perhaps,  have  found  me  proof  against 
such  a  temptation,  but  with  you  I  scorned  so 
poor  a  triumph.  The  renewal  of  your  passion 
for  me  must  be  the  mere  result  of  the  neglect  of 
Dornton,  or  of  your  love  for  change :  and  these 
were  not  motives  which  could  satisfy  an  afiection 
like  that  which  I  had  vowed  to  you. 

*'  I  have  now  confessed  to  you  the  true  reasons 
of  my  estrangement;  I  will  neither  seek  to 
excuse,  nor  to  justify  them ;  for  however  extraor- 
dinary or  unnatural  they  may  appear,  they  have 
sprung  entirely  from  the  one  ruling  principle  of 
my  Ufe.'^ 

Never  had  I  felt  so  utterly  humbled  as  I  was 
during  the  time  that  Devereux  had  been  speaking. 
How  contemptible  a  picture  had  he,  as  if  involun- 
tarily, drawn  of  myself!  How  had  he  turned 
back  my  thoughts  upon  all  the  inconsistencies 
and  errors  of  the  past !     And,  above  all,  how  had 


166  TUB   GONFEB8ION8   OP 

he  abstained  from  the  bitterness  and  reproad 
which  I  had  only  too  well  merited.  Neverthelen 
I  endeavoured  to  justify  myself ;  and  fbrgettiii| 
my  agitation  in  my  anxiety  to  redeem  myself  ii 
his  good  opinion,  I  undertook  my  excnlpatioi 
with  all  the  warmth  which  usually  accomptniei 
a  bad  cause ;  and  attempted  to  found  it  upon  al 
that  I  had  suffered  to  redeem  my  promise  to 
himself. 

^'  Lady  Domton  ;"  be  said  grayely,  as  if  painei 
by  the  weakness  of  my  arguments;  ^I  nem 
believed  that  you  had  consented  to  make  m 
miserable,  without  an  effort  to  prevent  it;  bn 
the  more  energy  you  had  displayed  to  remain  tni 
to  your  first  affection,  the  more  inexpIicaUe  vii 
the  prompt  adhesion  of  your  heart  to  your  nei 
engagements.  The  little  study  which  I  had  madi 
of  your  sex,  the  reproaches  which  I  had  ban 
lavished  upon  it,  and  my  own  experienoeji  woaU 
at  that  moment,  have  led  me  to  believe  tlii 
women  were  incapable  of  firmness  or  fideKty^  hd 
not  the  imhappy  fiite  of  Miss  lllden  convineei 
me  that  they  can  exert  both  where  they  mU] 
love/' 

Despite  my  freshly-awakened  aflfoction  fbi 
Devereux,  I  resented  the  contrast  which  he  hd 
drawn ;  and  somewhat  hau^tiiy  expetiatsd  qm 
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the  enforced  duties  which  rendered  all  indulgence 
of  my  past  attachment  a  crime  ;  while  I  claimed 
for  myself  a  virtue  of  which  I  knew  little  more 
than  the  name. 

'^You  are  not  frank^  Lady  Domton;"  said 
Devereux;  ^^fine  phrases  may  pass  with  the 
world,  which  contents  itself  with  seeming,  and 
rarely  looks  beneath  the  surface ;  but  remember 
that  I  have  loved  you — have  read  your  very  heart 
— and  understand  all  the  intricacies  of  your  charac- 
ter. Let  us  be  sincere,  at  least  to  each  other. 
Had  duty  prompted  your  actions,  painful  as 
might  have  been  the  experience,  I  should  have 
respected  the  severity  of  your  principles,  and  sub- 
mitted without  a  murmur  to  the  coldness  which 
they  induced :  but  I  felt  too  much  interest  in 
their  analysis  to  deceive  myself.  You  loved 
Domton  for  a  time  without  caring  to  inquire  too 
curiously  the  cause  of  your  sudden  passion.  You 
ceased  to  love  him,  when  he  had  piqued  your 
pride  by  his  neglect  and  egotism,  with  the  same 
uncalculating  facility ;  and  once  more  your  feel- 
ings welled  back  again  towards  your  first  affec- 
tion by  the  mere  strength  of  habit— " 

^'I  will  hear  no  more!"  I  exclaimed  indigo 
nantly ;  '^again  I  say,  leave  me.  Colonel  Devereux : 
I  was  already  sufficiently  miserable  ;  do  not  con- 
tinue to  add  insult  to  my  other  wrongs." 
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^^  Lady  Domton,  you  do  me  injastii 

**  Be  it  so ;  suffer  me  then  to  remain  in  mj 
iTj  error.     It  was  left  for  you  to  convince  me  that  1 

'i  bad  no  longer  a  friend  on  earth.    Be  satisfied; 

you  have  performed  your  mission  fully  and  un- 
sparingly.   And  now,  let  us  meet  no  more.'* 

*'  Let  us  meet  no  more  I''  echoed  Devereuz  in 
an  accent  of  anguish ;  ^^  Eveleen— ^in  what  a  tonej 
with  what  a  look,  do  you  pronounce  the  sen- 
tence.'* 

<^  With  the  look  and  tone  which  best  ezprea 
my  feeling,  Colonel  Devereux ;  with  the  decision 
that  is  induced  by  the  indignities  with  whict 
you  have  just  overwhelmed  me.^ 

'^  And  it  is  those  very  indignities  which  shonU 
have  proved  to  you  the  extent,  the  exacting  dsimt, 
the  jealous  scrutiny  of  my  passion  f'  he  replied 
scornfolly  ;  ^^  I  have  uttered  harsh  wardi,  1 
know  it ;  but  there  were  still  harsher  thoughti 
within  my  breast — for  my  heart  was  full.  It  wii 
impossible  for  me  to  give  vent  to  my  pent-op 
feelings  without  permitting  their  bittemesi  ts 
overflow  my  lips ;  outraged  affisction  is  neftf 
gentle  in  its  language — smooth  phrasea  were  msds 
for  hypocrites — truth  cares  not  to  ronnd  iti 
periods — Eveleen!  I  have  wounded  your-joB 
whom  I  would  die  to  shield  firom  even  tempoisiy 
suffering.'* 
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"  Colonel  Devereux,  this  inoonaisteiicj— -^^ 
<<  Is  weak  and  contemptible — I  know  it ;  but  am 
I  to  blame  if  my  passion  is  stronger  than  my 
reason?  Is  it  nothing,  Eveleen,  to  inspire  a 
love  in  which  all  other  feelings  and  interests  are 
either  absorbed  or  stifled  ?  Is  it  nothing  to  see 
a  man  who  had  vowed  to  forget — to  detest — 
and  to  despise  you — at  your  feet  and  at  your 
mercy  ?  Oh,  Eveleen,  if  indeed  you  ever  loved 
me,  let  me  once  more  hear  you  make  me  the 
acknowledgment,  and  I  shall  almost  cease  to 
remember  my  past  wretchedness." 

''  You  forget  that  such  words  from  ray  lips  would 
now  be   sinful.'* 

'^  And  have  I  not  sinned  for  you  ?  Have  I 
not  cursed  during  the  night-watches  the  authors 
of  our  disunion  ?  Have  I  not  encouraged  a 
thousand  impious  hopes,  a  thousand  evil 
wishes  ?  And  am  I,  even  in  this,  to  be  the  only 
victim  }" 

Devereux  had  flung  himself  at  my  feet,  he 
grasped  my  hands :  his  very  existence  seemed  to 
hang  upon  my  reply.  And  he  was  the  only  man 
whom  I  had  ever  really  loved.  Upon  his  brow, 
and  in  his  eyes,  I  read  all  the  memory  of  the  happy 
past,  when  hope  was  bright  before  me.  I  had 
believed  him  to  be  estranged ;  and  there  I  saw  him, 
more  tender,  more  devoted,  more  enslated  than 
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g  ever.     I  thought  only  of  him.      My  mother,  m] 

^  husband,  the  whole  world  were  forgotten. 

^'  Herbert  !*'  I  murmured,  as  my  tears  fell  upoi 
the  hands  which  grasped  my  own. 

'*  Eveleen !''  he  whispered,  as  he  bent  his  beat 
yet  lower,  until  his  forehead  rested  upon  them 
*^  My  own  Eveleen — once  lost,  but  found  again!' 

And  then  there  was  a  deep,  unbroken  silence 
yet  strange  to  say,  as  I  sat  there  with  my  band 
clasped  in  his,  and  his  head  bowed  down  upoi 
my  knees,  I  felt  no  sense  of  error;  all  was  peso 
and  calm ;  I  was  like  a  child  which  has  wept  th 
absence  of  a  mother,  and  then  sinks  to  rest  upoi 
her  protecting  bosom.^  I  was,  however,  awakenei 
to  reflection,  by  the  first  movement  of  my  lover 
as  he  at  length  raised  his  head,  oar  eyes  met,  am 
I  felt  the  scorching  blush  of  shame  spread  ovei 
brow  and  bosom. 

^^Kise" — I  exclaimed  hurriedly,  in  an  accent  a 
dismay ; ''  rise,  Devereux,  if  you  really  still  resped 
me.  This  is  no  posture  to  assume  before  th 
wife  of  Sir  James  Domton.*' 

^It  is  precisely  because  I  do  respect  yoa 
Eveleen,  that  I  do  not  obey;*'  he  replied 
resolutely;  '^not  as  the  wife  of  Sir  James  Dorn- 
ton,  that  invocation  is  idle— 3^u  are  but  hii 
victim^-but  for  your  own  sake^  Tou  have  borne 
much  from  me  to-day ;  beforbearing  atilL  Whsl 
can  you  fear  from  me  ?    Have  I  not  loved  yoa 
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from  your  very  girlhood  ?  Was  I  not  the  first  to 
read  in  your  young  heart,  and  to  awaken  it  to 
life  ?  Were  yoa  not  morally  mine,  before  you 
were  sacrificed  to  expediency  and  convenience? 
All  that  has  since  occurred  has  been  the  effect  of 
chance ;  and  we  are  no  longer  children  to  believe 
that  the  heart  can  be  trammelled  like  the  hand, 
and  be  bestowed  at  the  bidding  of  another. 
Eveleen  I  only  whisper  once  that  I  am  still  dear 
to  you-'' 

I  could  not;  but,  I  was  equally  unable  to  with- 
stand the  appealing  eyes  which  were  earnestly  rivet- 
ted  upon  me ;  and  gently  withdrawing  my  hands 
from  the  clasp  in  which  they  were  still  held,  I 
parted  the  hair  upon  his  brow,  and  bending  down, 
I  pressed  my  lips  upon  it  for  an  instant.  The 
eflfect  of  that  unguarded  action  convinced  me  of 
the  gravity  of  Ibe  fault  which  I  had  committed. 
Devereux  sprang  from  the  floor  as  if  electrified. 
*'  I  have  not  then  lived  in  vain !"  he  exclaimed 
ardently ;  ^^  Eveleen,  you  are  still  mine ;  and  no 
power  on  earth  shall  again  part  us." 

Terror  and  remorse  restored  me  at  once  to 
composure  and  to  prudence.  *^  Devereux,"  I  said 
beseechingly,  ^*  have  pity  upon  me — upon  your- 
self—you have  tried  me  beyond  my  strength,  and 
you  had  not  to  learn  to-day  the  weakness  of  my 
nature.     I  have  no  friend,  no  adviser  odl  earth  if 
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y  ou  forsake  me — if  you  put  me  beyond  the  pale  0 
your  own  sympathy.  Consider  my  position— re 
member  my  youth — do  not  teachme  to  hate  mjuU 
and  to  fear  even  you/'  My.  head  sank  upon  m; 
bosom ;  and  when  he  seated  himself  beside  mc 
and  clasped  me  to  his  breast  in  silence,  I  odI 
wept,  for  I  had  lost  the  power  to  resist. 

Is  tliis  generous  ?''  I  at  length  sobbed  out 
Forgive  me,  Eveleen  ;'*  he  said  sadly :  *'  ibi 
give  me.  I  should,  indeed,  have  remembered  al 
this.  Forget  the  madness  of  a  moment,  am 
restore  me  to  your  confidence— to  your  friendshi] 
— to  your  heart.  I  am  alone  to  blame — and  ye 
— Eveleen — Eveleen — why  have  we  thus  bcei 
fated  to  one  common  misery  1^ 

The  hand  upon  which  hia  bead  had  droope 
trembled  beneath  its  burthen ;  bis  quivering  lip 
were  white,  and  his  whole  frame  shook  with  emo 
tion. 

"  I  too  am  culpable :"  I  murmured  gaspingly 
^'  I  should  not  have  forgotten  what  was  due  tt 
myself,  and  to  the  name  I  bear.'' 

As  I  spoke  a  fresh  cause  for  anxiety  awofa 
within  me.  Upon  the  arrival  of  Devereux  I  had 
pleaded  fatigue  as  a  pretext  for  shutting  out  all 
other  visitors,  and  I  saw  with  dismay,  on  chanfr 
ing  to  cast  my  eyes  upon  the  time-pieoe,  that 
several  hours  had  elapsed  since  his  entrance.    A 
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dread  of  the  effects  of  this  imprudence  turned  me 
sick  at  heart :  I  directed  his  attention  to  the  fact, 
bat  he  treated  my  fears  as  chimerical,  and  strove 
to  persuade  me  that  it  would  pass  unremarked.  I 
was,  however,  so  conscious  that  this  hope  was 
vain,  and  my  agitation  became  in  consequence  so 
violent,  that  he  was  soon  convinced  of  the  inutility 
of  his  efforts  ;  and  at  length  he  reluctantly  con- 
sented to  depart,  in  pity  to  my  terror. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

'  Devbreux  had  scarcel;^  left  the  house  when 
Josephine  entered  my  room  unbidden.  It  ra 
the  first  time  that  she  had  ventured '  upon  sadi 
an  intrusion,  and  even  agitated  as  I  was,  I  shook 
have  rebuked  lier  for  the  liberty  which  she  vm 
then  taking,  had  she  not  at  once  addressed  me  ii 
a  tone  of  half-confidence,  to  communicate  thi 
fact  that  Sir  James  had  returned  home  two  hour 
previously,  and  had  been  about  to  proceed  to  m) 
dressing-room,  when,  on  se^ng  her  in  the  ante 
chamber  he  had  inquired  if  I  were  alone,  to  whid 
she  had  replied  by  informing  him  that  I  wa*  ii 
my  moming-room  with  Colonel  Devereux. 

"■  And  what  prevented  Sir  James  from  seekin] 
me  there 't"  I  asked,  as  calndy  as  I  was  able. 

"  I  cannot  inform  Hiladi ;  Sir  Jamea  loolwt 
surprised,  perhaps  a  little  uigry;  then  he  walkM 
towards  Miladi's  room ;  and  then  lie  turned  bad 
to  his  own,  telling  me  to  let  him  know  wha 
Colonel  Devereux  left." 
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•*  And  have  you  done  so  ?'' 

Josephine  shook  her  head  significantly :  ^^  I 
take  no  orders  but  from  Miladi^  who  might  be 
fatigued,  and  wish  to  rest  a  little  after  her  long 
visit." 

Alarmed  alike  by  what  I  heard,  and  by  what 
I  saw,  I  desired  that  Sir  James  might  be  immedi- 
ately informed  that  I  was  at  my  toilette,  and 
would  join  him  at  the  second  dinner-bell;  and 
then  abandoning  myself  to  the  hands  of  Josephine, 
I  fell  into  a  painful  train  of  thought.  All  my 
courage  had  departed  with  Devereux,  and  I 
trembled  as  I  sat ;  the  very  looks  and  motions  of 
my  attendant  inspired  me  with  terror;  she  evi- 
dently suspected  a  mystery ;  and  what  could  she 
suspect  that  was  not  calculsfted  to  degrade  me  in 
my  own  eyes  ? 

Had  I  been  actually,  as  well  as  morally  guilty, 
it  is  probable  that  the  very  extremity  of  my 
situation  would  have  inspired  me  with  factitious 
courage,  or  have  rendered  me  sufficiently  callous 
to  brave  its  results  ;  but  as  it  was,  I  shrank  before 
every  breath.  I  dreaded  to  meet  the  looks  of  the 
footmen  during  dinner,  for  how  knew  I  of  what 
comments  I  had  been  made  the  subject?  I 
shuddered  as  I  thought  of  my  mother — of  my 
coming  t^te-h'tite  with  my  husband — but  beyond 
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all   Other  suffering  was  the   dread  that  I  had 
forfeited  all  claim  to  the  respect  of  Devereux. 

There,  indeed,  the  iron  had  entered  into  mj 
heart !     In  the  enthusiasm  and  emotion  of  the 
moment,  alive  only  to  his  passion,  he  had  been 
all    tenderness  —  all  adoration -*  but  when  the 
effervescence  of  feeling  had  once  subsided,  how 
would  he  look  back  upon  that  morning's  inter- 
view  ?    When  my  beauty  was  no  longer  present 
to  delude  him  —  my  tears  to  unman  him*-would 
he  not  forget  all,  save  my  weak  and  culpable 
negleet  of  my  duties  as  a  woman  and  a  wi&i 
Had  I  not  been  sufficiently  forewarned  by  the 
scorn  with  which  I  had  heard  him  speak  of  those 
who  had  forfeited  their  position  in  society  ?  and, 
although  in  the  eyes  of  the  world  I   had  lost 
nothing  of  my  purity,  I  was  but  too  well  aware 
how  conscious  he  himself  must  be  that  I  had 
shmed  in  heart.    It  is  true  that  he  had  been 
alike  to  blame;  but  I  had. not  now  to  learn  the 
impunity  of  his  sex  in  all  that  relates  to  passkm. 
While  he  could  crush  me  to  the  earth  with  his 
disdain,  he  could  stand  proudly  erect,  and  defy 
my  utmost  efforts  to  bow  his  bead  even  for  an 
instant.      How  bitterly  I  felt  at  this  moment, 
when  the  reflection  came  too  late,  the  otter  mad- 
ness of  the  woman  who  thus  yolonteers  her  own 
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tortures.  How  my  spirit  yearned  to  recal  the 
past — and  alas  !  bow  vainly.  I  fancied  that  when 
I  had  once  more  met  him,  I  should  be  more 
calm;  yet  the  thought  of  that  meeting  came 
over  me  like  a  death-pang.  What  had  to  him, 
perhaps,  been  the  mere  passing  adventure  of  an 
hour,  might  be  to  me  a  life-long  memory  of 
bitterness.  He  knew  my  weakness^  and  hence- 
forward I  was  at  his  mercy. 

After  a  time  I  began  to  search  at  least  a  partial 
remedy  for  the  fatal  imprudence  of  which  I  had 
been  guilty.  My  heart  still  yearned  towards  him 
with  irrepressible  affection,  but  I  resolved  to  stifle 
its  every  throb,  in  order  to  re-instate  myself  in 
his  opinion.  I  determined  to  be  prudent,  jealous 
of  every  word  and  action,  to  avoid  every  occa- 
sion of  being  alone  with  him,  to  gird  myself  about 
with  caution  and  reserve ;  in  short,  to  prove  to 
him  that  the  error  of  an  instant  would  exert  no 
baneful  influence  over  the  future. 

Full  of  this  resolve,  I  descended  to  dinner  with 
more  composure  than  I  had  hoped  to  exhibit. 
The  second  bell  had  rung,  and  there  was  barely 
time  for  me  to  receive  and  return  the  greeting  of 
my  husband  before  we  seated  ourselves  at  table. 

Although  the  presence  of  the  servants  pre- 
vented all  conversation,  save  those  common 
place  remarks  and  courtesies  incident  to  the  meal, 
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I  was  at  no  loss  to  discover  the  preoccupation  of 
Sir  James.  There  was  a  mocldng  smile  upon  hisEps 
which  made  me  quiver ;  and  his  comments  apon 
my  loss  of  appetite  added  to  the  agitation  which 
I  struggled  painfully  to  suppress.  I  had  lost  mj 
vantage  ground  even  with  him. 

At  length  the  dinner  ended ;  and,  contrary  to 
his  usual  custom,  Domton  left  the  table  at  the 
same  time  as  myself.    I  was  not  prepared  for 
this.   The  quiet  hour  upon  which  I  had  calculated 
to  restore  me  to  at  least  a  semblance  of  composure 
was  thus  denied  to  me,  and  I  felt  that  I  must  at 
once  bow  my  head  beneath  the  coming  avalande. 
*'  Are  you  aware,  Lady  Domton;"  he  abruptly 
asked,  as  the  servants  withdrew  and  closed  the 
door  behind  them  ;  •'  that  I  have  been  at  home 
for  several  hours  ?" 

"Josephine  informed  me  that  such  was  the 
case.'^  I  repUed  in  tones  which  I  strove  to  render 
indifferent. 

"And  did  she  also  tell  you,  may  I  inquire) 
that  I  was  about  to  visit  you  on  my  return  to  the 

house  ?'' 

<'  I  think  that  she  did  mention  something  of 
the  kind,  but  said  that  you  subsequently  changed 
your  mind." 

**  She  doubtlessly  added  to  her  other  infiimia- 
tion  that  I  inquired  whether  you  were  alone  ?" 
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*^  She  did,  and  I  presumed  that  this  novel 
observance  was  consequent  upon  our  last  conver- 
sation/' 

^  By  no  means.  I  have  sufficient  knowledge 
of  the  world  to  be  aware  that  the  sudden  appari- 
tion of  a  husband  may  be  at  times  importu- 
nate.'^ 

'  ^  I   am   obliged  to   you  for  your  considera- 
tion." 

**  I  accept  your  thanks  willingly,  for  upon  this 
occasion  I  can  have  no  doubt  of  their  sincerity.^' 

I  made  no  reply. 

"  To-day,  for  instance  ;"  he  pursued,  in  the 
same  accent  of  assumed  deference ;  ^^  I  should 
have  been  extremely  ill-advised  to  intrude  upon 
a  Me^a-t^ie,  which,  judging  from  its  duration, 
must  have  been  eminently  interesting.^' 

"  You  were  perfectly  free  to  act  as  you  saw  fit. 
The  subject  discussed  by  Colonel  Devereux  and 
myself,  was  one  to  which  you  are  no  stranger.*' 

*'  I  understand.  Lady  Domton ;  you  were  con- 
fiding to  your  early  firiend  all  the  events  which 
have  occurred  in  the  family.  The  arrangement 
does  infinite  credit  to  the  respect  which  you 
evince  towards  those  to  whom  you  are  bound  by 
the  ties  of  relationship  and — duty." 

^'  Tour  susceptibility  is  misplaced;"  I  answered 
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calmly :  "  Colonel  Devereux  was  acqouDted  vith 
the  melancholy  affair  in  all  its  details.'* 

"  Ha,  indeed!  his  connection  with  the  fiuaily 
is  mure  intimate  than  I  had  hitherto  helieved. 
The  subject  must,  in  that  case,  have  been  skil- 
fiilly  anatomised  during  a  discusuon  of  upmrdi 
of  three  hours,  but  I  readily  enter  into  its  seven) 
ramifications.  The  sapposed  wrongs  of  yoni 
sister  naturally  led,  by  an  easy  transition,  to  youi 
own ;  and  I  had  to  be  tried,  condemned,  ant 
executed  before  you  parted.  Fortunately,  Lad] 
Dornton,  1  hold  such  a  tribunal  lightly;  vhili 
I  am  rather  inclined  to  fear  that  it  may  b 
attended  witli  more  serious  results  to  yoursell 
Do  you  consider  the  proceeding  of  this  roomin, 
calculated  to  ensure  you  an  increased  degree  c 
reaped  r  Be  assured  that  not  even  a  Frend 
waiting-woman,  mounting  guard  in  your  ant( 
chamber,  can  shut  out  curious  eyes,  or  qui< 
slanderous  tongues.  There  is  not  a  lacquey  i 
the  servant's  hall  who  could  not  tell  you  to 
second  at  what  time  Colonel  Devereux  was  ad 
mitted,  and  at  what  time  he  lefl  the  house  ;  ani 
wlio  will  not  consider  himself  at  perfect  liberty  I 
draw  his  own  inferences  from  such  a  visit.*' 

"Inferences!"  I  exclaimed  angrily;  "aw 
pray,  Sir  James,  of  what  infeiencea  will  it  admit?' 
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<^  The  question  is  ingenuous  !  Do  you  imagine 
that  I  am  myself  the  dupe  of  your  having  passed 
nearly  four  hours  alone  with  Colonel  Devereux 
in  sighing  over  the  moral  suicide  of  a  wrong- 
headed  girl  ?  And  I  believe  that  you  have 
advanced  no  other  pretext  for  this  extraordinary 
privy  council.*' 

After  my  indignant  exasperation  of  the  previous 
evening,  nothing  could  be  more  ill-judged  than 
a  tame  concession  at  tlie  present  moment.  The 
terms  on  which  I  had  parted  from  my  husband 
gave  him,  moreover,  no  right  to  expect  consi- 
deration at  my  hands  ;  but  I  was  no  longer  con- 
science-clear;  I  was  accused  by  my  own  heart, 
and  my  own  reason ;  and,  as  a  natural  consequence, 
I  gave  way  to  a  cowardice  which  prompted  me  to 
temporize.  I  therefore  affected  to  be  convinced 
by  the  reasoning  of  Domton,  and  declared  myself 
awakened  to  a  conviction  of  my  imprudence.  I 
admitted  my  error  without  bitterness;  but  ex- 
cused it  upon  the  plea  that  Devereux  was 
acquainted  with  the  whole  of  my  sister's  unhappy 
story,  and  that  I  consequently  felt  I  might 
without  indiscretion,  talk  of  her  to  him  without 
reserve. 

<'  Perhaps,"  I  said  in  conclusion,  *'  I  should 
have  acted  more  prudently  had  I  deferred  this 
conversation    for  a  time  ;    but  in  the  freshness 
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of  my  grief,  and  confident  in  the  innocence  of 
my  own  motives,  I  have  blindly  Bobjected  my- 
self to  misconstruction." 

"  Blindly !"  repeated  Domton,  as  he  elevated 
Ilia  eyebrows  ironically-,  "that  is  the  version  of 
the  affair  which  you  are  pleased  to  offer  to  my 
acceptance ;  but  you  wrong  yourself,  nothing 
could  be  more  clear-sighted.  There  are  bo  few 
tears,  be  the  sorrow  what  it  may,  which  a  loTer'i 
hand  cannot  wipe  away.'' 

"  A  lover,  Sir  James  I" 

"  Yes,  Lady  Dornton  ;  why  shoold  you  itaitii 
at  the  truth  ?  Do  you,  by  this  show  of  viitnou 
indignation,  wish  me  to  understand  that  Derereo] 
listened  to  all  your  lamentations,  without  exact 
ing  any  recompense  for  his  patience  ?  That  wonli 
indeed  be  a  new  rdle  for  a  youn^  guardsman  i 
the  first  harvest  of  his  triumphs !  In  short, 
do  not  attempt  to  demand  an  explanation  c 
your  proceedings,  but  I  beg  you  to  be  assure 
that  I  am,  in  no  respect,  your  dupe." 

The  words  of  Dornton  were  like  barbed  krrowi 
which,  without  being  mortal,  nerertheleaa  wounde 
ine  on  every  side ;  I  could  bear  no  more ;  I  bun 
into  an  agony  of  tears. 

"  Are  you  not  yet  weary  of  overwhelmiiig  in 
with   insult?''    I     asked    bitteriy;     "have    jo 
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nothing  more  to  add  which  may  prove  equally 
offensive  to  my  pride,  and  painful  to  my  feel- 
mgs  r 

**  I  have  this  to  add.  Lady  Domton,  that  I 
request  you  to  call  to  remembrance  the  wholesome 
advice  which  I  gave  you  only  yesterday  ;  advice 
which  you  received  in  no  very  tranquil  spirit,  but 
which  you  have  already  shewn  to  be  by  no  means 
unnecessary.  You  have  made  so  rapid  a  com- 
mencement  in  your  career,  that  you  would  evi- 
dently go  farther  than  even  I  suspected,  were 
you  to  remain  unchecked ;  but,  as  I  have  no  in- 
clination to  hear  you  quoted  as  one  of  those  witless 
women  who  seem  created  only  to  afford  a  subject 
for  the  idle  and  the  vicious,  I  forewarn  you  that  I 
still  retain  the  authority  of  a  husband,  and  that  I 
shall  be  by  no  means  slow  to  use  it.'' 

As  he  ceased  speaking  he  rang,  and  ordered  his 
carriage;  and  then  once  more  turning  towards 
me,  he  said  coldly : — 

"  I  will  now  rid  you  of  my  presence.  Lady 
Domton.  Two  interviews  of  unmeasured  duration 
in  one  day  might  prove  too  trying  for  your  nerves. 
I  was  merely  anxious  that  you  should  compre- 
hend your  true  position  ;  and  we  will  waste  no 
more  words  upon  so  ungracious  a  subject.'' 

Then  bowing  sarcastically,  he  rose,  and  left  the 
room. 
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CHAPTER  XIL 

I  WAS  no  sooner  alone,  than  my  thoughts  re- 
verted to  Devereux,  and  as  I  recalled  my  own 
words  and  actions  of  the  mornings  all  my  terror 
returned  upon  me.    I  was  already  suffering  the 
bitter  and  humiliating  penalty  of  my  imprudence. 
The  impertinence  of  Josephine,  which  I  dared  not 
resent,  and  the  taunts  of  my  husband  whidi  I 
could  not  refute,  were  the  first  fruits  of  my  fault 
As  regarded  Devereux  himself,  I  felt  the  absofaite 
necessity  of  immediately  ascertaining  my  exact 
position.      The    few  hours  which    had   already 
elapsed   since  our  meeting  must  haye  afibrded 
time  for  reflection  even  to  him ;  and  I  panted  to 
be  informed  of  its  effect.    The  difficulty  was  how 
to  accomplish  this. 

Even  had  I  possessed  a  friend  upon  whose  cau- 
tion I  could  rely,  it  would  have  been  impoaaiUe 
to  admit  a  third  person  into  such  a  oonfidflncBi 
Nothing,  therefore,  remained  save  another  intar- 


A   PRSITT   WOMAX.  185 

view,  or  a  wiittra  oorrespondenoe.  Hie  former 
altematiTe  was  too  hjaardoas  under  present  cir* 
comstanoes ;  and  I  consequently  dedded  upon  a 
letter.  Haying  oome  to  a  determination  on  this 
point,  I  lost  no  time  in  putting  it  into  execution ; 
but,  seating  myself  at  once  at  my  writing-table, 
prepared  to  pen  the  letter  which  was  to  decide 
my  future  conduct.  The  task  was  by  no  means 
either  an  easy  or  a  pleasant  one ;  for  here  again 
my  conscience  rose  up  in  judgment  against  me, 
and  held  my  ideas  in  check.  The  natural  result 
ensued;  my  style  and  manner  were  aUke  con* 
strained,  and  the  very  effort  which  I  made  to 
disguise  the  &ct,  gave  an  artificial  and  studied 
appearance  to  the  conmiunication.  I  had  alike  to 
excuse  myself,  and  to  conciliate  Devereux — to 
admit  my  imprudence,  and  to  make  it  appear  a 
virtue  in  his  eyes ; — above  all,  it  was  necessary  to 
convince  him  that  my  first  error  was  to  be  my 
last ;  and  to  appeal  to  his  honour  and  generosity 
to  assist  me  in  my  resolve.  I  implored  him 
henceforward  to  consider  himself  only  as  a  friend 
—  an  esteemed  and  dear  friend  —  who  could 
never  be  more  to  me  in  this  life ;  and  I  concluded 
by  reminding  him  that  I  should  estimate  his  re- 
spect and  regard  for  me,  in  proportion  to  his  obe- 
dience upon  this  point. 

I  was  not  altogether  satisfied  with  myself  as  I 
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closed  the  letter,  bat  still  it  wbs  aofficiently  digm 
fied  to  carry  with  it  the  aspect  of  siDcerity  wlud 
I  was  anxious  it  should  bear.  Derereux,  I  moreoTe 
reflected,  must  be  aware  of  the  agitated  feeling 
under  which  it  was  written  j  and  would  therefoi 
be  more  inclined  to  approve  than  to  critidse  m 
tardy  endeavour  to  act  prudently. 

This  done,  1  became  more  cslm.  His  repl 
would  necessarily  reveal  to  me  tlie  estimation  i 
which  he  held  alike  my  request  and  my  repub 
tion ;  and  I  endeavoured  to  banish  the  snbje 
from  my  mind  until  it  arrived. 

Anotlier  day  had  gone  by  without  a  word  fro 
my  mother ;  but  a  hurried  note  from  Ixtrd  Otte 
lord  had  informed  me  that,  his  mournful  da 
performed,  he  had  left  Lady  (yHalloran  in  safe 
under  the  roof  of  her  son,  and  bad  himself  f 
turned  to  town.  Adela,  he  sud,  bad  requesb 
that  an  ample  provision  might  be  secured  to  XjM 
Flora  for  her  life,  an  arrangement  to  which  he  ft 
convinced  I  should  at  once  cheerfbUy  accede ;  ai 
the  rather  as  from  the  fiu:t  of  my  sister  havii 
died  in  her  minority,  I  had  become  sole  heiie 
to  my  father's  wealth,  as  well  as  the  remainder  i 
Lady  Madelaine's  jointure.  He  alladed  also  I 
the  lease  of  Glenfillan,  which  was  at  my  disposal 
&nd  where,  be  added.  Lady  Flora  wished  to  residi 
until  I  should  see  fit  to  give  it  ■ 
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All  these  details  interested  me  but  little.  I  re- 
plied briefly  that  I  left  every  thing  in  his  hands^ 
and  should  be  ready  to  subscribe  to  any  arrange- 
ments which  he  might  deem  advisable.  I  had 
already  suffered  so  bitterly  from  the  possession  of 
wealth,  that  its  increase  rather  alarmed  than  gra- 
tified me.  There  was,  moreover,  something  sad- 
dening in  the  conviction  that  all  was,  indeed,  now 
over  with  the  unhappy  Adela ;  she  was  no  longer 
upon  earth ;  they  had  laid  her  at  the  feet  of  her 
maternal  grandfather,  who  little  dreamed  when  he 
bartered  his  favourite  child  for  gold,  how  soon 
one  of  his  victims  would  moulder  within  a  foot 
of  his  own  bier ! 

On  the  following  day  my  mother  made  her  ap- 
pearance, clad  in  deep  sables,  but  with  little  of  the 
mourner  in  her  look  and  manner.  Her  husband, 
on  the  contrary,  was  visibly  depressed ;  the  broken 
heart  which  he  had  just  followed  to  the  grave  had 
probably  reminded  him  of  another,  in  which  he 
had  more  share. 

Her  first  inquiry  was  for  Sir  James,  of  whose 
movements  I  could  give  her  no  information.  Her 
next  related  to  the  contents  of  the  packet,  of 
which  Lady  (yHalloran  had  informed  Lord  Otter- 
ford.  "  If  it  contained  a  will  ;'*  she  said  coldly  ; 
^'  you  are  of  course  aware  that  it  is  a  mere 
mockery,  as  your  sister  died  a  minor,  and  had 
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consequently  no  control  over  her  property  i 
while  any  request  which  she  may  have  made  is  in 
no  way  binding,  as  her  whole  career  has  prorec 
her  perfect  inability  to  judge  rightly  upon  laj 
subject." 

"  Her  letter  made  no  mention  whatever  a 
money  matters ;"  I  answered ;  "  had  it  done  so 
I  should  at  least  have  had  the  gratification  of  M 
tilling  her  last  wishes." 

Lady  Madelaine  shrugged  her  shoulders,  ba 
could  not  entirely  conceal  her  uneasiness.  "  It  i 
at  least  satisfactory ;"  she  resumed ;  "  that  sh 
did  not  leave  the  earth  as  thoroughly  estrange 
from  all  her  family  as  she  had  livedo  since  sh 
favoured  you  with  so  voluminoas  a  confidence  i 
dying." 

"  In  one  respect ;"  I  answered,  as  I  stnt^le 
to  suppress  the  agitation  which  was  gaining  npo 
me ;  "  it  is  indeed,  satisfactory,  for  I  at  lengt 
know  my  actual  position,  to  which  I  was  befoi 
worse  than  blind.  I  am  forewarned  for  th 
future." 

"  That  Adela  had  bequeathed  to  yoa  some  wo 
tiraenta]  folly  which  had  not  tended  to  lender  jv 
more  docile  or  more  ntiona],  has  alretdy  bea 
hinted  to  me  by  your  haiband,"  -said  Lady  Made 
laine  unguardedly. 
"  If  you  allude  to  «  commnniMtion  nude  b] 
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Sir  James  Domton^  Madam;"  I  interposed  reso- 
lutely ;  ^^  it  is  needless  for  me  to  enter  into  any 
further  explanation^  except  that  I  no  longer  recog* 
nize  that  individual  as  my  husband/' 

Lady  Madelaine  bounded  upon  her  seat. 

**  My  dear  Eveleen  ;*'  said  Lord  Otterford,  af- 
fectionately taking  my  hand ;  '^  do  nothing  rashly. 
Tou  know  not — you  cannot  guess  the  trials  and 
dangers  to  which  so  young  a  person  as  yourself 
must  be  exposed,  should  you  be  so  unguarded  as 
to  make  the  misjudged  confidence  of  your  sister 
the  subject  of  a  rupture  with  Dornton.  Should 
your  after-life  be  as  pure  as  heaven,  it  would, 
nevertheless,  be  embittered  by  a  thousand  pangs.'^ 

*'  I  am  so  conscious  of  it,  my  Lord,  that  I  have 
already  tacitly  consented  to  the  proposition  of  Sir 
James  that  we  should  mutually  avoid  all  public 
scandal;  more  than  that  he  did  not  see  fit  to 
exact;  and  he  was  wise,  or  I  should  probably 
have  conceded  nothing.** 

*^  You  have  acted  prudently.  Lady  Dornton,'* 
observed  my  mother,  with  an  expression  which  I 
could  not  mistake. 

"Yet  still  it  would  be  advisable,"  persisted 
Lord  Otterford ;  "  if  this  unfortunate  affair  could 
be  forgiven  and  forgotten.  You  are  very  young, 
Eveleen,  and  should  you  maintain  your  present 
resolution,  a  long  life  of  disquiet  and  disgust  is 
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before  you.  Tou  can  never  feel  the  happinen  o 
home,  the  delight  of  a  full  and  free  companion 
ship  with  the  man  to  whom  yon  have  given  ycnn 
self." 

"  Say  rather,  my  Ijord,  to  whom  I  have  I»b 
given." 

"  Remember,  too,"  he  pursued,  affecting  not  t 
have  lieard  my  interpolation ;  ^'  that  Sir  James  i 
a  man  of  fashion,  courted,  and  caressed  wheren 
he  appears.  Are  you  wise  thus  to  risk  still  greati 
trials  ?" 

"  Your  meaning  ia  a  kind  one,  1  am  convinced ; 
I  said  composedly  ;  "  but  Sir  James  Domton  is  i 
every  respect  his  own  master,  and  need  apprehen 
no  interference  from  me.  Whatever  may  tendl 
promote  his  absence  from  a  home  for  which  he 
indebted  to  my  fortune,  and  for  which  he  lu 
mnde  so  manly  and  honourable  a  return,  I  du 
always  hail  with  delight.  Tour  fears  are,  hoi 
ever,  I  suspect  groundless;  my  most  daogeroi 
rival  will  be  the  dice-box ;  and,  moreover,  I  loi 
to  believe  that  no  man  can  at  once  forget  the  n 
tim  whom  his  own  perBdy  has  destroyed.*' 

The  words  had  scarcely  passed  my  Upa,  ere 
upbraided  myself  for  their  utterance.  Tim 
effect  was  painful ;  and  the  stab  most  have  bei 
the  keener  from  the  consdooBnesB  of  the  sattm 
that  the  hand  which  dealt  it  knew  when  tl 
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wound  would  be  yitaL  Lord  Otterford  was 
silenced.  I  had  rewarded  him  cruelly  for  his  well- 
meant  interference ;  but  embittered  as  I  was  by 
my  recent  trials,  I  regarded  him  only  as  the  tool 
of  his  wife,  and  was  anxious  to  rid  myself  at  once 
of  a  new  opponent.  I  was  confirmed  in  this  be- 
lief by  the  silence  in  which  Lady  Madelaine  had 
listened  to  our  dialogue.  She  was  evidently 
aware  that  her  own  power  over  me  was  shaken, 
and  iinshed  to  try  the  effect  of  her  husband's 
more  conciliating  arguments. 

"  You  are  then  resolved  to  assume  the  heroine. 
Lady  Domton  ;'*  she  said,  as  she  remarked  that 
Lord  Otterford  had,  incomprehensibly  to  her, 
withdrawn  from  the  combat ;  ^^  in  another  week 
you  will  be  the  laughing-stock  of  all  London/' 

I  smiled  sarcastically. 

"  And  if  this  prospect  do  not  deter  you  ;'*  she 
pursued  with  rising  anger;  ^'understand  at  once 
that  I  will  never  consent  to  a  course  of  such  egre- 
gious folly.** 

*^  The  same  bequest  which  exonerated  me  from 
all  supposed  duty  to  my  husband,  freed  me 
equally  from  all  enforced  obedience  to  your  Lady- 
ship. The  hand  of  Miss  Tilden  was  bartered  at 
your  pleasure ;  bandied  from  Duke  to  Commoner ; 
resumed,  and  again  bestowed,  as  it  suited  your 
convenience ;  but  the  dignity  of  Lady  Domton  is 
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with  this  maudite  lettre ;  and  my  lady  is  so  cAattue 
and  triste  in  her  mourning  dress  !*' 

"  Josephine/*  I  asked ;  "  from  whom  did  you 
receive  this  letter  ?'* 

"  Miladi  must  not  be  angry  ;*'  said  the  French- 
woman with  affected  humility ;  ^^  but  I  watched 
for  the  valet  of  Monsieur  le  Colonel,  to  bring  it 
myself  to  Miladi.*' 

"  And  how  knew  you/*  I  again  inquired  with 
difficulty,  for  my  heart  throbbed  with  such  vio- 
lence that  it  almost  choked  my  words ;  '^  how 
could  you  know  that  Colonel  Devereux  was  about 
to  write  ?'* 

*^  Miladi  forgets  that  she  did  not  leave  her  let- 
ter upon  the  table  d  son  ordinaire^  but  commanded 
me  to  see  that  it  was  delivered  safe.  I  did  as 
Miladi  bid  me.  I  took  it  where  it  was  sent ;  and 
then  I  waited  for  the  answer  that  it  might  come 
safely  too.** 

I  could  find  no  fitting  reply  to  so  circumstantial 
a  rejoinder,  and  therefore  made  a  gesture  that  my 
too  intelligent  attendant  should  leave  the  room, 
which  she  did  with  the  same  affected  caution  as 
she  had  entered. 

The  letter  was  indeed  from  Devereux,  and  I 
trembled  with  impatience  as  I  tore  it  open.  It 
afforded  the  most  perfect  contrast  to  my  own. 
Brief,  simple,  sincere,  and  manly ;  he  acquiesced 
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fice  as  I  had  thus  volunteered,  could  indeed  be 
requisite. 

Suddenly  a  new  inspiration  dawned  upon  me. 
The  ready  compliance  of  Devereux  removed,  at 
least  for  the  present,  all  danger  of  interference 
from  either  my  mother  or  Sir  James.  I  would 
await  only  the  close  of  my  mourning  to  plunge 
freely  into  the  world.  I  must  inevitably  meet 
him  everywhere,  but  it  would  be  in  a  crowd  ;  he 
would  understand  and  appreciate  a  thousand 
trifles  which  would  pass  unheeded  by  those  around 
us ;  I  should  no  longer  feel  desolate  and  unloved, 
for  he  would  be  near  me — and  that  too  without 
peril,  and  without  blame. 

Meanwhile  I  rarely  saw  Sir  James ;  and  when 
we  met  it  was  with  a  cold  and  ceremonious  polite- 
ness which  scarcely  amounted  to  courtesy.  I 
knew  that  he  played  high,  and  that  his  losses 
were  occasionally  serious ;  but  for  this  I  cared 
nothing ;  nor  should  I  have  bestowed  the  slightest 
attention  on  his  altered  habits,  had  he  not,  on 
the  first  occasion  of  my  receiving  company  after 
my  sister's  death,  absented  himself  from  home, 
and  thus  given  reason  for  those  suspicions  against 
which  he  had  so  strenuously  urged  me  to  guard 
myself.  This  circumstance  induced  me  to  watch 
him  more  narrowly ;  and  I  was  not  long  in  dis- 
covering that  his  character  had  totally  changed. 
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the  moment,  had  overlooked  the  ailments  of  her 
lord,  and  must,  consequently,  confide  herself  to  the 
protection  of  her  son.  Secure  in  his  mother's 
presence,  I  was  safe  from  all  remark  or  animad- 
version ;  and  I  looked  forward  to  the  pageant  of 
the  evening  with  an  anxiety  which  might  have 
forewarned  me  that  I  was  preparing  for  no  common 
spectacle. 
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dear  five  hundred  friends,  and  was  quietly  making 
a  circuit  of  the  house  with  my  lorgnette^  when  the 
door  of  the  private  box  which  immediately  faced 
my  own  was  flung  back,  and  a  handsome  woman 
about  ten  years  my  senior,  showily  and  not 
altogether  correctly  dressed,  entered,  and  leaned 
for  a  moment  into  the  broad  light  of  the 
chandelier ;  while  a  pair  of  bold  but  magnificent 
black  eyes  wandered  over  the  audience.  She 
wore  no  powder;  neither  had  she  polluted 
her  cheeks  by  the  coat  of  rouge  which  was  at 
that  period  considered  almost  indispensable  to 
female  beauty:  but  masses  of  raven  curls  fell 
upon  the  ample  shoulders  which  would  otherwise 
have  been  bare ;  and  the  glow  of  conscious 
triumph  lent  a  bloom  to  her  cheek,  and  a  fire  to 
her  glance.  A  mantle  of  black  velvet  edged  with 
ermine  had  fallen  from  her  neck  as  she  entered, 
and  was  only  upheld  by  the  whitest  and  most 
finely  modelled  arms  that  I  ever  remembered  to 
have  seen.  There  was,  in  short,  an  originality  in 
her  beauty  which  enforced  admiration,  even  while 
its  audacity  blended  the  homage  with  a  feeling 
for  which  it  was  difficult  to  account* 

I  was  gazing  with  this  vague  sensation  upon 
the  proud  woman  before  me,  and  was  inquiring 
her  identity  of  Colonel  Devereux,  when  a  move- 
ment took  place  in  her  box ;  and  as  she  stepped 
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Devereux  sighed  audibly. 

Henceforth  the  stage  and  the  audience  lost  all 
their  interest  for  me.  I  felt  that  the  enigma 
which  had  lately  bewildered  me  was  solved. 
Domton  was  in  the  snare  of  the  syren.  For  the 
abstract  feet  I  cared  nothing;  but  no  married 
woman  can  coolly  look  upon  so  public  a  demon- 
stration of  neglect  without  mortification.  That 
he  had  not  anticipated  my  presence  in  the  house 
was  probable ;  but  it  was  still  more  certain  that 
he  had  taken  no  pains  to  avoid  so  disagreeable, 
and  disgraceful  an  encounter. 

"Am  I  not  justified?"  I  asked  in  a  low  voice, 
as  I  turned  towards  Devereux. 

He  frowned,  turned  pale,  and  made  no  reply. 

Suddenly  the  eyes  of  Mrs.  Delamaine  rested 
upon  me  ;  and,  with  a  smile,  she  addressed  some 
remark  to  the  pale  and  spirit-broken  looking 
woman  who  sat  beside  her.  There  was  a  con- 
descending expression  of  admiration  in  her  gaze 
which  brought  the  proud  blood  to  my  cheek ; 
never  had  I  felt  so  indignant.  As  my  heart 
throbbed  beneath  her  glance,  she  turned  her  head 
and  addressed  Domton,  who  had  hitherto  remain- 
ed in  the  back  of  the  box^  but  who  bent  forward 
evidently  at  her  bidding,  and  started  as  he 
encountered  my  glance.  For  a  moment  he  ap- 
peared irresolute,  but  only  for  a  moment;  and 
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fashionably  dressed  man  was  now  sweeping  the 
boxes  with  his  lorgnette. 

^^  I  see  the  handsome  Delamaine  is  in  full 
force;"  he  observed,  as  he  seated  himself  upon 
a  chair  which  was  only  divided  from  my  own 
by  the  thin  partition,  and  the  folds  of  the  curtain, 
which  he  had  Carelessly  pressed  back  with  his 
elbow. 

^^Yes,  and  I  see  also  that  she  has  brought 
down  her  bird;*'  answered  a  second  voice,  equally 
careless  of  being  overheard :  "  I  thought  that 
Domton  was  likely  to  be  the  next  on  the  list, 
when  I  met  them  at  Ranelagh ;  but  although  he 
has  almost  lived  in  her  house  for  the  last  three 
weeks,  I  did  not  quite  expect  to  find  the  affair 
advertised  so  soon  in  public.*\ 

Devereux  was  about  to  speak,  but  I  motioned 
him  to  silence ;  and,  like  myself,  he  became  all 
ear. 

'^  It  was  a  mystery  known  to  half  London,  which 
was  not  worth  any  further  affectation ;''  retorted 
the  first  speaker:  '^moreover  no  one  now  asks 
of  the  Delamaine  how  is  it  ?  but  simply  who  is 

it?*' 

A  faint  sickness  crept  over  me.  It  was  then 
for  such  a  fallen  woman  as  this  that  insult  had 
been  heaped  upon  me;  I  know  not  to  what 
lengths  my  indignation  would  have  carried  me, 
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had  I  not  at  that  very  moment  felt  the  hand  of 
Devereux  stealing  gently  to  mj  waist.  My  head 
drooped,  and  a  painful  feeling  of  humiliation  ren- 
dered  me  once  more  passive. 

^^  Dornton  is  a  blockhead ;"  resamed  the  second 
stranger :  ^^  he  no  sooner  cajoles  an  old  flirt  into 
giving  him  her  daughter  and  some  ninety  thou- 
sand pounds,  than  he  begins  to  play  the  Lothario. 
They  say  that  the  girl  never  loved  him^  and  that, 
handsome  as  she  was,  he  returned  the  compli- 
ment. Still,  there  was  some  consideration  due  to 
the  woman  who  paid  his  debts,  and  patched  up 
his  lost  credit;  but  it  is  always  the  case  with 
fellows  on  the  wane ;  they  can  never  amuse  them- 
selves quietly,  but  must  always  have  a  crowd  to 
look  on.^' 

The  attention  of  the  strangers  was  now  attracted 
to  some  other  group,  and  I  heard  no  more  of  the 
subject  in  which  I  was  interested;  but  I  had 
licard  enough;  and  coldly  withdrawing  myself 
from  the  clasp  of  Devereux,  I  requested  him  to 
ascertain  if  my  carriage  were  in  waiting,  as  I  was 
anxious  to  return  home.  Lady  Devereux,  who 
had  also  seen,  and  been  seen,  as  much  as  she 
considered  necessary,  dedared  her  intention  of 
following  my  example,  to  the  evident  discom- 
fiture of  her  son,  who  accordingly  quitted  the 
box  in  quest  of  our  servants. 


\ 


'•  Do  you  know,  Eveleen  ;'^  said  my  companion, 
as  he  left  us  together :  *^  that  the  conduct  of  Sir 
James  to-night  is  quite  too  bad.  If  Sir  Herbert 
had  ever  affiche  himself  in  such  a  way  when  we 
were  young  people,  I  should  have  been  furious ; 
and  there  you  sit  as  calmly  as  though  he  had 
never  entered  the  house/* 

"  You  probably  loved  Sir  Herbert,  my  good 
friend,  and  I  am  totally  indifferent  to  Sir  James  ;'* 
I  said,  forcing  a  smile ;  "  and  there  you  at  once 
discover  the  secret  of  my  composure.'^ 

**  But  consider  the  imprudence  into  which  such 
a  liaison  may  betray  him.  Women  of  that  stamp 
are  expensive  toys.*' 

^*  Not  more  so  than  the  gaming  table." 

"  Oh,  you  are  then  aware  of  Dornton's  failure 
in  that  respect.  I  am  sure  I  warned  your 
mother  a  hundred  times  of  the  risk  she  ran  in 
making  you  the  wife  of  such  a  man.** 

"  He  was  her  alternative  for  Mr.  Curties.** 

"  Mr.  Curties  !*'  echoed  Lady  Devereux  :  "  She 
had  no  opportunity  of  choosing  between  them. 
Had  you  been  the  Medician  Venus  in  petticoats^ 
you  would  have  made  no  impression  upon  that 
block  of  living  marble." 

"  Yet  I  was  led  to  believe '* 

"  My  dear  Lady  Dornton  ;**  said  my  compa- 
nion, in  the  same  tone  in  which  she  would  have 
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morning,  when,  to  mv  astonishment  Domton  made 
his  appearanee.  He  had  assumed  an  expression  of 
nnosoal  amiability,  throogh  which  I  coold  nerer- 
theless  detect  a  tinge  of  embarrassment,  that  he 
struggled  rainljr  to  conceal. 

^  Yon  took  me  bv  surprise  last  evening.  Lady 
Domton ;"  he  said,  as  he  threw  himself  into  a 
ohair ;  ^  I  did  not  know  that  yon  had  determined 
^together  to  emerge  from  your  seclusion ;  and, 
'vrhen  I  discovered  you^acting  upon  the  principle 
^nrhich  I  announced  some  time  ago— I  forbore  all 
intrusion.  What  did  you  think  of  the  beautiful 
>xroman  whom  I  had  the  honour  to  escort  ?" 

**  That  you  were  quite  worthy  of  the  honour 
which  had  devolved  upon  you." 

Sir  James  bit  his  lip,  and  was  visibly  discon« 
certed. 

"  She  is  indeed  a  charming  person  ;'*  he  said 
after  a  moment ;  ^^  and  would  make  a  delightful 
addition  to  your  circle/^ 

"  To  my  circle.  Sir  James !  If  you  are  in  a 
facetious  mood,  I  entreat  that  you  will  select  a 
more  seemly  subject  for  your  wit." 

^^  I  am  perfectly  serious ;  I  see  no  jest  in  the 
suggestion  I  have  made." 

•*  It  is  then  intended  as  an  insult  ?" 
**  Really,  Lady  Dornton,  you  are  inexplicable. 
Can  it  be,  that,  in  your   character  of  a  pretty 
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woman^  you  are  jealous  of  her  attractions  ? 

a  suspicion  would  be  degrading  to  you,  and  atter* 

contemptible/' 

^^Your  affected   ignorance   does   not    impo 
upon  me  for  an  instant.  Sir;"  I  said  haughtil 
'^  you  must  be  perfectly  aware  of  the  cause  whi^ 
prevents  any  recognition  of  the  person  to  who 
you  allude  from  me :  or,  should  you  indeed  1> 
unconscious  of  the  character  of  your  new  fiiencf 
permit  me  to  enlighten  you/' 

^^  I  have  no  taste  for  women's  gossipry ;  and  f 
defy  you  to  prove  anything  against  Mrs.  Dela- 


maine." 


'^The  defiance  is  amusing;''  I  retorted  con- 
temptuously :  ^^  a  divorced  wife,  the  widow  of  a 
suicide,  and  the  mistress  of        " 

"  Proceed,  Lady  Dornton." 

«*  Of  a  gambler/' 

The  blood  flashed  in  a  crimson  tide  over  the 
forehead  of  Sir  James.  I  was  evidently  better 
informed  than  he  anticipated. 

**  You  are,  as  usual,  the  dupe  of  some  one  who 
profits  by  your  weakness ;"  he  said,  striving  to 
rally ;  *^  Mrs.  Delamaine  is  amiable,  estimable, 
and  accomplished.  She  would  grace  any  circle 
wliich  could  secure  her." 

^^  You  allude  doubtlessly,  to  the  drdes  of  the 
lobbies  and  the  gaming-houses.^ 
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This  was  the  spark  which  ignited  the  fire  that 
^as  raging  in  the  bosom  of  Dornton.  He,  hitherto 
lie  most  immoveable^  the  most  self-possessed  of 
nen,  became  the  most  violent  under  the  influence 
>f  the  new  and  overwhelming  passion  of  which 
le  was  the  victim.  His  retort  was  passionate 
iTid  bitter.  Not  a  trait  of  my  past  life  escaped 
lim  which  could  be  tortured  into  invective.  I 
ras  not  slow  in  paying  back  the  injury.  I  re- 
proached him  with  his  meanness,  his  falsehood, 
iis  ignoble  submission  to  the  will  of  an  imperious 
voman  ;  the  ruinous  effects  of  his  vices ;  the 
iraste  which  he  had  made  in  a  fortune  which  he 
^ould  not  call  his  own.  He  staggered  under  my 
vehemence,  and  uttered  in  a  tone  of  bitterness 
;he  name  of  Devereux.  I  defied  him  to  prove 
lis  accusation.  He  forbade  me  to  see  him  again ; 
t  defied  him  in  the  same  tone  ;  and  overcome  at 
ength  by  the  storm  which  he  had  himself  pro- 
voked, he  sprang  from  his  seat,  and  left  the 
room. 

I  felt  that  once  more  I  had  conquered ;  but  it 
was  a  painful  triumph,  for  I  had  achieved  it  at 
the  expence  of  that  dignity  which  I  had  hitherto 
maintained.  My  whole  spirit  was  up  in  arms ;  I 
felt  degraded,  but  not  disheartened.  A  resolute 
defiance  blinded  me  to  my  own  defects,  and  kept 
those  of  Sir  James  constantly  before  me :  and  in 
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this  frame  of  mind  I  descended  to  the  drawing- 
room. 

My  first  visitor  was  Devereux.  He  came,  as 
he  alleged,  at  the  desire  of  his  mother,  who  was 
anxious  to  ascertain  that  I  had  reached  home  in 
safety ;  and  then  he  apologised  for  an  introaion 
which,  he  asserted,  from  my  mamier  on  the 
preceding  evening,  he  felt  to  be  almoat  inex- 
cusable. 

'^  Had  you  not  forgotten  our  compact  r''  I 


reproachfully,  as  a  deep  blush  mounted  to  m 
brow. 

^'  I  throw  myself  on  your  mercy.     I  was  m 
aware  that  your  exaction  was  so  extreme.^ 

*^  We  will  talk  no  more  of  it  r^  I  said  horriedl 
*^  I  hastened  home  as  an  escape  from  a  new 
serious  annoyance,  but  it  was  not  so  easily  to 
evaded.      Sir  James  has  declared   himself 
friend  and  champion,  if  not  something  more 
this,  of  Mrs.  Delamaine-— of  the  Cleopatra  os 
night — I  have  already  experienced  the  bitter 
of  this  new  indignity.     He  has  been  with 
this  morning  to  suggest  that  I  should  receive  h 
as  a  friend.    What  is  your  opinion  of  this 
posal  ?" 

*^  That  it  was  disgracefol  on  the  part  of  Litf  J 
Dornton^s  husband.     And  what  did  yon  reply  ?^ 

**  All  that  was  befitting ;  withoat  attemptiiig  t^ 
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^bsgnise  the  contempt  vhkh  I  feit  alike  tor  him 

•M  for  his  pnUe^, 

**  Tour  refusal  vas  correct  and  necessary  *.  voor 
^ntempt  woold  hare  been  better  suppressed*  It 
^  dangerous  to  provoke  the  hatred  of  the  vicioas. 
'  do  not  believe  that  Domton  himself  is  radically 
kicked,  but  he  is  very  weak,  which  frequently 
Pit>duces  the  same  results.^ 

I  had  expected  that  Devereux  would  have 
^^ared  my  exasperation,  and  exhausted  himself  in 
^▼ective  against  my  tormentors  ;  and  I  was,  con- 
tinently, quite  unprepared  for  this  rebuke.  So 
^ueh  composure,  contrasted  with  my  own  violence, 
Appeared  to  me  to  be  misplaced ;  and  in  every 
^int  of  view,  a  proof  of  his  indifference.  I  was 
^ot  without  a  consciousness  that  no  married 
Voman  can  with  safety  to  her  own  peace  and 
))onour,  make  a  confident  of  any  young  male 
Iriend,  let  the  extent  of  their  intimacy  be  what  it 
may ;  and  I  was  accordingly  the  more  moved  by 
this  apparent  want  of  interest  in  my  anxieties, 
that  I  had  wilfully  rushed  into  a  peril  which  had 
produced  such  inadequate  results. 

I  reproached  Devereux  for  his  want  of  sym- 
pathy. 

**  You  do  not  act  fairly  with  me,  Lady  Dom- 
ton ;^^  he  said  in  a  subdued  tone ;  ^'  last  night  }'ou 
crushed  me  with  your  displeasure  for  a  simple 


212  THE    CONFESSIONS    OF 


change  of  position  ;  and  to-day  you  accuse  me 
coldness  because  I  restrain  my  feelings,  and  conC^^T! , 
pel  myself  to  assume  a  composure  which  woul  '^ 
but  too  readily  give  way  before  very  differei^  -^^ 
emotions/' 

"  Perhaps  I  am  wrong ;"  I  replied,  as  I  turner  ^^e^ 
towards  him  with  a  smile  which  expressed  th^-*^^ 
conviction  of  my  own  error  more  fully  than  m 
words ;  "  I  will  even  try  to  believe  so  ;  but  yo 
must  at  least  admit,  on  your  side^  that  you 
strangely  inconsistent  in  your  friendship.     Yo^— »oi] 
bring  the  stoical  philosophy  of  Cato  to  the  heartl^' -^fa- 
rug  of  the  drawing-room;  and  exhibit  it  at  rr^w^all 
times  and  seasons.     Nothing  destroys  your  equ....^Ba- 
nimity — at  least  nothing  that  one  would  volu*-" — n- 
tarily  provoke — and  you  give  advice  where  yt^mou 
are  only  asked  for  sympathy .'' 

"  You  know  how  deeply,  how  earnestly,  I  fi^se/ 
for  you.'' 

"  I  would  not  willingly  doubt  it ;  but  still,    in 
your  present  mood,  I  have  a  suspicion  that  yoa 
would  subscribe,  without  opposition^  to  the  cam- 
mand  which  I  have  received  to  close  my  doors 
against  you." 

"  Decidedly,  if  by  so  doing  I  could  secure  your 
happiness — but  who  has  suggested  such  a  pn>- 
ceeding  ?" 

^^That,  I  should  imagine,  is  a  riddle  by  no 
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ciieans  diflScult  to  read  ;  but  I  indignantly  repulsed 
^  mandate  which  I  should  have  felt  degraded  by 

Uimitting.^ 

^  The  arrangement  would  have  been  as  absurd 
M  it  was  iU-judged ;"  replied  Devereux,  still  in 
tlie  same  quiet  accent ;  **  as,  in  order  to  prevent 
^ur  meeting,  you  must  have  discontinued  to  visit 
y'our  own  mother,  and  to  appear  in  the  world. 
Nevertheless,  as  I  would  not  willingly  corapro- 
tnise  yon  even  for  an  instant,  I  shall,  thus  warned, 
confine  my  appearance  in  your  own  house  to  those 
distant  and  necessary  courtesies  which  are  in- 
cumbent on  me  as  a  &mily  connection/' 

**  I  was  prepared  for  this  decision  •/'  I  exclaimed 
bitterly :  '*  nothing  costs  you  any  eflFort ;  and  you 
do  not  give  yourself  the  trouble  to  reflect  upon 
the  probable  consequences  of  a  sudden  neglect, 
which  cannot  fail  to  be  remarked  by  those  about 
me.  But  it  will,  perhaps,  be  better  so ;  totally 
abandoned  to  the  violence  and  ill-will  of  Dom- 
ton,  he  will  have  less  trouble  in  ultimately  ridding 
himself  of  his  victim ;  for  I  feel  that,  alone  and 
unsupported,  I  shall  not  long  have  strength  to 
contend  against  the  trials  to  which  I  am  exposed/' 

"  Lady  Domton,  do  you  accuse  me  of  want  of 
reflection  ?  Were  my  feeling  towards  you  other 
than  it  is,  I  should  not  venture  to  remind  you  of 
the  danger  of  wilfully  exciting  the  animosity  of 
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those  by  whom  you  may  be  seriously  injure 
Let  the  thunder-cloud  which  you  have  invoke 
pass  by.'* 

"  You  use  strong  expressions  on  a  very  incon  i 
sequent  occasion;''  I  retorted  peevishly;   "an(^ 
appear  to  look  upon  everjrthing  through  a  gloomy 
medium.     I  was,  perhaps,  myself  startled  by  th 
outbreak  of  Domton  at  the  moment,  but  the 
flection  of  an  instant,  for  which  I  am  indebted 
your  want  of  sympathy  in  my  trials,  has  suffi 
to  re-assure  me.     Sir  James  is  weak — you  ha^^    \t 
yourself  admitted  this  fact — ^he  dreads  a  pubL^KHic 
rupture,   and  he  is  ruled   by  my  mother.      IfliHis 
lofty  words  can   produce   no  fruit.      He  is  t^^i^ 
exquisite   an  egotist  to  drive  to  extremity  t      Me 
woman  to  whom  he  owes  his  ease." 

'^  But  suppose,  fair  casuist,  that  Lady  Mac3ie- 
laine  should  not  support  you  in  your  oppositioii; 
how  could  you  assist  yourself  without  her  aid  }^^ 

'^  Oh,  pray  do  not  let  us  arouse  ourselves  b/ 
supposing  improbabilities.      Act  as  you  see  £t- 
ting.      I  can  make  no  claim  upon  either  yoar 
sympathy  or  your  assistance ;  and  you  shall  yet 
learn  tliat  I  am  possessed  of  sufficient  firmness 
to  resent  the  insult  which  I  have  received  fiom 
the  man  whose  name  I  bear.'^ 

I  was  disposed  to  quarrel  even  with  DeverenZf 
because  he  had  exhibited  more  respect  for  vot 
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^lan  I  was  prepared  to  exact.  It  had  been  my 
xnisfortune  through  life  to  pre-arrange  all  the 
a4;tions  of  others  in  connection  with  myself;  and 
t;lie  consequent  result  was  perpetual  disappoint- 
xnent.  I  was  even  yet  too  ignorant  of  human 
Mature — thanks  to  my  self-confidence,  which  ad- 
^mitted  no  lessons  save  those  which  struck  right 
'^  the  heart,  and  left  their  scars  behind  them — 
^co  unsuspicious  of  its  subtlety,  to  suspect  that 
'^he  coldness  of  which  I  had  condescended  to 
<^mplain,  was  the  result  of  a  delicate  tact  on  the 
(>art  of  my  companion,  who,  believing  himself 
^xire  of  his  victory,  preferred  the  smooth  diplo- 
macy of  a  Talleyrand  to  the  less  temporizing 
t^rowess  of  an  Alexander,  Devereux  was  a  man 
Of  feeling  and  refinement,  who  sought  rather  to 
'^n  me  from  myself  than  to  surprise  me  into  a 
\veakness ;  and  he,  unfortunately,  knew  enough 
of  my  natural  temper  and  disposition^  to  consider 
time  and  caution  as  his  best  allies. 

It  need  scarcely  be  stated  that  when  he  left 
the  house^  I  felt  thoroughly  dissatisfied  both 
\nth  him  and  myself.  I  had  conceded  too  much, 
^nd  he  too  little.  I  had  wounded  my  own  pride, 
imd  he  had  trampled  upon  it  as  it  lay  prostrate 
before  him.  I  had  now  only  one  resource.  My 
liome  had  become  a  desert,  my  mother  a  stranger, 
my  husband  an  enemy,  Devereux  a  censor;  and  I 
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stood  alone.  There  was,  however,  stretching  along 
between  the  dark  and  yawning  gulfs  which  had 
swallowed  up  my  past  and  my  future  hopes,  one 
narrow  pathway  strewn  with  flowers,  and  radiant 
with  sunshine.  The  world  was  still  before  me!  I 
could  revenge  myself  on  destiny. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

My  toilette  on  the  evening  of  that   day  was 
more  recherchie  than  ever ;  my  rouge  more  glow- 
ing, and  my  eyes  more  bright.     I  went  alone  to 
the  Opera-house ;  and  my  box  was  filled  in  succes- 
sion by  all  the  gay  and  idle  men  of  fashion  who 
had  the  entr6e.    Never  had  I  been  so  gracious  to 
the  one  sex,  or  so  sarcastic  on  the  subject  of  the 
other ;  and  before  the  conclusion  of  the  ballet,  I 
found  that,  to  the  reputation  of  a  beauty,  I  had 
added  that  of  a  wit.     My  success  was  complete. 
I  had  divided  the  attention  of   the  house  with 
Orassini    and   Tramezzani.      I  was    intoxicated 
alike  by  the  praises  of  the  men,  and  the  affected 
disdain  of  the  women ;  and  in  this  mood  of  mind, 
I  drove  from  the  Haymarket  to  the  ombre  and 
basso  party  of  a  young  and  lively  foreign  Ambas- 
sadress ;  where,  without  having  suffered  myself  to 
nraste  one  moment  on  reflection,  I  discovered  as 
[  reached  home  that  I  had  emulated  Sir  James 
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nence  on  bis  part  which  to  me  appeared  the  heap- 
ing of  "  Pelion  on  Ossa'^ — the  cohninating  point 
of  injury.  I  could  not  disguise  firom  myself  that 
it  was  intended  as  a  trial  of  strength ;  and  this 
conviction  determined  me  to  resent  the  insult. 

The  surprise  of  Domton,  on  entering  his  apart- 
ments at  daybreak  may  be  imagined,  to  see  me, 
still  covered  with  jewels  and  draped  in  satin, 
occupying  a  fauteuil  beside  the  hearth;  espe- 
cially when  he  remembered  our  present  estrange- 
ment. I  however  left  him  no  time  to  comment 
upon  the  singularity  of  the  circumstance. 

'*  I  am  here,  Sir  James  f^  I  said  haughtily;  "  to 
inquire  by  what  right  you  have  dismissed  my 
waiting-woman  V^ 

^^  You  are  easily  answered.  Lady  Domton ;  by 
the  right  of  a  husband  who  will  not  suffer  under 
his  roof  the  agent  of  his  wife's  intrigues — the 
confidante  of  his  wife's  disgrace.'^ 

"  Explain  yourself,  Sir." 

<^  Josephine  was  your  letter-carrier.  Do  you 
require  any  further  detail  ?" 

''  Sir  James  Domton,  I  will  no  longer  submit 
to  this  tyranny,  —  to  this  dictation.  I  am  at 
length  determined  to  assert  myself." 

'^  We  have,  in  that  case,  formed  a  mutual  reso- 
lution; for,  conscious  that  my  supineness  and 
indulgence  have  already  produced  an  ill  effect 
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both  upon  your  feeling  and  your  conduct,  I  will 
henceforward  compel  you  to  respect  both  yourself 
and  me;  and  to  yield  implicit  obedience  to  my 
will,  be  it  what  it  may." 

The  harshness  and  assumption  of  this  reply 
produced  a  very  different  effect  upon  me  from 
what  he  had  evidently  anticipated.     I  answered 
in  as  high  a  key,  and  our  dissension  became  even 
more  violent  than  that  of  the  previous  evening. 
We  had  no  longer  any  terms  to  keep  with  each 
other.    To  the  name  of  Devereux  I  responded  by — 
that  of  Mrs.  Delamaine;   to  his  taunts  of  my — 
general  levity,  I  opposed  his  own  extraordinary^ 
influence  with  my  mother;  and  was  even  so  fas* 
misled  by  my  passion  as  to  hint,  that  in  all  proba- 
bility, it  was  a  mystery  which  would  not  safely 
admit  of  solution. 

''  You  are  a  disgrace  to  your  sex ;''  thundered 
out  Sir  James^  as  he  retreated  a  few  paces; 
^'  leave  the  room,  Madam;  and  deliver  me  from 
the  presence  of  a  woman  for  whom  nothing  it 
sacred.*' 

"  I  go,  because  I  am  anxious  to  retire  to  rest/* 
I  said  with  a  contemptuous  smile ;  ^  and  I  leave 
you  to  your  dreams  of  the  past;  for  in  your  pro- 
jects for  the  future  you  have  sadly  deceived 
yourself.** 

''Time   will  shew;"    was    hit    repiy^   as  be 
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abruptly  turned  his  back  on  me,  and  rang  for  his 
valet. 

I  was  now  in  open  rebellion ;  and,  strange  to 
say,  I  felt  happier  than  I  had  done  for  months. 
I  no  longer  hesitated  to  display  my  preference  for 
Devereuz  whenever  we  met  in  society ;  while  at 
the  same  time  I  indulged  in  a  general  system  of 
coquetry,  which  at  length  compelled  my  mother 
to  interfere.  It  will  easily  be  understood,  how- 
ever, in  what  spirit  I  received  her  reprimand.  I 
talked  of  the  past ;  and  inquired  if  I  had  ever 
committed  myself  with  Colonel  Devereux,  as  she 
had,  during  my  father's  lifetime,  compromised 
her  own  dignity  with  the  man  to  whom  she  had 
subsequently  married  her  daughter,  and  after- 
wards with  her  present  husband. 

^'  Believe  me.  Madam ;"  I  concluded  sarcasti* 
cally :  '*  the  reproof  falls  pointless  from  your  lips ; 
for  our  fate  has  been  more  similar  in  life,  as  well 
as  our  actions,  than  you  appear  willing  to  com- 
prehend. Your  noble  father  married  you  to  a 
commoner  in  order  to  secure  his  wealth :  my  noble 
mother  married  me  to  a  rou4,  in  order  to  secure 
his — friendship:  my  husband  rendered  him- 
self conspicuous  by  breaking  the  heart  of  my  own 
sister — while  yours — '^ 

*^  Speak,  Lady  Domton :"  almost  shrieked  my 
mother,  wounded    in  her  tenderest  point — her 
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vanity;   '^ Speak!   what  is  it  that  yon  dare 
insinuate  P 

'^  I  insinuate  nothing  ;^'  I  replied,  triumphant  ^^    I 
the  effect  which  I  had  produced,  and  fingetful  ^^  « 
ally  save  the  gratification  of  the  moment :    an^^      \ 
most  and  worsts  of  the  kindly  feeling  which  Lor^^"^^ 
Otterford  had  invariably  exhibited  towards  me  ^^     ' 
^^  I  insinuate  nothing:  but  merely  advise  you  \m^ 
inquire  of  ytmr  husband,  the  exact  nature  of  ^m^^ 
consumption  which  laid  poor  Emily  Vernon  in  %     -^^ ' 
foreign  grave." 

"  Eveleen,  you  are  a  fiend  l**  gasped  out  Lad^-t^^J 
Madelaine,  with  clasped  hands,  and  quiveriD:  itf^^^ ''^ 
lips. 

'^  I  am  what  you  have  made  me.    One  of  youc^  Or 
victims   has  already  paid    the    penalty   of  h^^  Or 
parentage ;  but  the  other  is  befi)re  you,  piepaie5— ^cf 
to  contend  rather  than  to  sufbr/' 

'^  Only  tell  me  that  you  have  spoken  atrandoia^ 
and  that  there  was  no  covert  meaning  in  yorvr 
words  !'* 

**  I  have  no  more  to  say  upon  the  subject'* 

''  But,  Lady  Dornton,  I  insist—^'' 

^'  Uselessly,  Madam ;  and  as  it  is  now  time 
that  I  should  dress  for  courl^  you  must  pardoa 
me  for  leaving  you,  should  -you  desire  to  {ffokny 
your  visit,''  and  curtseying  ceremonioualy  I  kft 
the  room. 
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Strangely,  pitiably,  had  my  feelings  become 
perverted.  The  knowledge  that  I  had  revenged 
my  wrongs  upon  my  mother  gave  me  an  energy, 
which  made  me  dazzling.  I  felt  no  weariness 
daring  the  period  of  my  toilette,  tedious  as  it  was, 
for  my  thoughts  were  fully  occupied ;  and  when  I 
fell  into  the  rank  to  proceed  to  St.  James's,  I  had 
never  been  more  satisfied  with  myself,  for  I  had 
found  in  my  dressing-room  a  magnificent  boiiquet 
of  exotics,  about  which  my  new  attendant  affected 
to  know  nothing,  while  she  was  aware  that  her 
silence  told  me  all. 

As  the  carriages  moved  slowly  onward,  I 
pressed  the  gorgeous  flowers  to  my  lips  more 
than  once ;  and  when  I  at  length  arrived  at  the 
Palace,  I  found  myself  surrounded  by  adulation 
and  flattery ;  my  spirits  rose  still  higher,  and  I 
scarcely  heeded  the  shrugs  and  sneers  which  I 
occasionally  detected  in  the  courtly  crowd.  I 
had  accepted  the  arm  of  Colonel  Devereux  upon 
the  staircase,  and  my  first  care  was  to  thank  him 
for  his  elegant  and  well-timed  present.  He 
merely  smiled  his  reply,  and  pressed  my  arm  more 
closely  against  his  side.  But  in  die  Throne 
Room  my  triumphs  ceased.  The  Queen  looked 
coldly  upon  me ;  and  the  Princesses  affected  to  be 
discoursing,  and  not  to  be  conscious  of  my  ap- 
proach.   From  the  Princes  I  received  my  usual 
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greeting,   but  I  felt  that  my  popularity  at  th» 
palace  was  at  an  end. 

^^ly^  as  (chouiCy  ma  chhref*  said  my  friend  th» 
Ambassadress,  when  we  again  met  in  the  cro 
She  might  have  spared  me  the  asraranee,  for 
knew  it. 

I  murmured  my  indignation  to  Devereuz^  b 
he  only  chid  me  for  my  weakness,  in  regarding 
an  affront  the  caprice  of  a  atraight-laced  old 
while  he  reminded  me  of  the  admiration 
I  had  elicited  from  the  Prince  of  Wales;  and 
was  obliged  to  accept  this  as  compensation, 
affect  to  laugh  at  my  own  senritiYe  folly.  The  blon 
had  been  struck,  however ;  but  instead  of  ind 
ing  me  to  redeem  the  past,  it  only  fortified 
in  the  belief  that  I  must  make  myself  indeperv 
dent  of  the  world,  as  I  had  already  done  of  mil 
home  ties :  that  I  must,  in  shorty  rely  upon  my 
own  strength^  and  demonstrate  to  the  ntmoit 
how  entirely   I   had  been  misjudged-      CSoIonel 
Devereux  did  not  put  me  into  my  carriage  until 
he  had  arranged  to  join  me  at  the  Opera:  and  I 
arrived  at  home  at  an  unusually  late  hour,  the 
Drawing  Room  having  been  a  foil  one. 

When  I  drove  to  the  door,  I  was  surprised  to 
see  the  carriage  of  Dornton,  with  foor  post-hone^ 
move  a  few  paces  forward  to  allow  of  my  approadi; 
but  as  I  cared  little  for  his  personal  amngement^ 


I  made  no  iDquiiT  u  to  die  erase  of  its  appemiw 
anoe  diere,  and  at  onoe  proeeeded  to  my  room* 
No  dotobt,  he  was,  Hke  myself,  wearied  of  die  con- 
stant ccmflicts  wfajch  now  diaiacterised  our  domes* 
tic  ^ei-«-/^Be»,  and  was  about  to  rary  die  soene  by 
s  Tisit  to  scHne  distsnt  friend,  perhaps  to  escort 
Mrs.  Delamaine  to  the  coast.  Be  it  as  it  might.  I 
only  congratulated  myself  on  his  approaching 
absence ;  and  heartily  wished  him  a  long  and 
prosperous  jouney. 

Nodiing  could  be  either  more  specious  or 
more  probable  than  these  conjectures :  and  as- 
suredly, nothing  was  eyer  more  opposite  to  tke 
truth. 

At  the  door  of  my  ante-room  I  found  the  valet 
of  Sir  James,  who  requested  me  to  pass  in  the 
first  place  into  the  library,  where  his  master  was 
awaiting  my  return.  I  was  annoyed  at  this,  for 
I  was  in  no  humour  to  encounter  him  at  that 
moment ;  and  as  I  slowly  advanced  in  the  direc- 
tion indicated,  I  sought  for  an  instant  some  suf- 
ficient pretext  for  refusing  the  interview. 

^^Tell  Sir  James  :'^  I  said  just  as  I  reached  the 
door;  ^^diat  I  am  overcome  with  fieitigue,  and 
vrill  receive  him  to-morrow  morning  in  my  dress« 
ing  room.^' 

As  I  ceased  speaking,  I  turned  upon  my  heel, 
m*d  was  just  congratulating  myself  upon  my  es«- 
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cape^  when    the    door  opened,   and  Sir  James 
appeared  upon  the  threshold. 

^^  You  have  returned  late  ;"  he  said,  as  he  held 
it  open  for  me  to  pass :  '^  the  horses  have  been 
put-to  more  than  an  hour." 

^'  And  w  hat  can  there  be  in  common  ;''  I  asked, 
as  I  advanced  rapidly  into  the  room,  in  order 
that  his  servant  might  not  be  a  party  in  the  dis- 
cussion ;  ^'  between  your  post-horses  and  my 
return  ?" 

^^  Do  you  not  guess.  Madam  ?  Ton  are  now 
sufficiently  compromised  to  leave  town,  I  should 
imagine,  without  regret;  but,  be  it  as  it  may, 
you  must  leave  it,  and  that  instantly.  Common 
propriety  exacts  it,  your  mother  insists  upon  it, 
and  I  will  have  it  done.'^ 

^^  Do  you  mean  to  assert  that  my  mother  ii 
cognisant  of  this  tyranny,  and  that  she  ventures 
to  authorise  it  ?  I  will  not  be  so  imposed  upon. 
My  sister  is  as  yet  scarcely  cold  in  her  grave,  and 
she  cannot  so  soon  have  forgotten  that  death- 
bed/' 

*^  You  do  both  your  mother  and  myself  less 
than  justice,  Lady  Domton  ;  while  your  exagge^ 
rations  are  absurd  and  ill*placed.  Your  life  is  in 
perfect  safety — would  that  your  reputation  were 
equally  secure.  But,  Madam,  you  are  incapable 
of  self-government ;  and  must  not  be  abandoned 
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to  your  own  imprudent,  not  to  say  vicious,  ten- 
dencies. Far  from  seeking  to  revenge  upon  you 
the  insults  to  which  we  have  both  been  subjected 
by  your  intemperate  inferences,  we  are  anxious  to 
secure  to  you  an  opportunity  of  redeeming  the 
past.  I  shall  accompany  you  to  the  country, 
where  you  will  have  leisure  to  reflect,  to  become 
rational,  and  to  acqidre  certain  qualities  and  vir- 
tues in  which  you  are  at  present  most  unhappily 
deficient.'^ 

"  I  will  appeal  to  Lord  Otterford;**  I  exclaimed 
with  vehemence ;  ^'  he  will  never  sanction  such 
unheard-of  violence.^* 

'  "  Lord  Otterford  V*  echoed  Domton  in  a  tone 
of  pained  reproach  ;  '^  have  you  indeed  the  pre- 
tension to  seek  a  champion  in  the  man  whom 
you  have  so  deeply  injured  ?  In  your  victim  of 
this  morning  ?'' 

The  blood  curdled  at  my  heart.  Bitterly  did 
I  at  that  moment  repent  my  treachery,  but  it  was 
too  late.  I  felt  that  I  had  indeed  no  longer  a 
right  to  claim  his  support  or  kindness. 

^^Make  no  resistance;^'  pursued  Sir  James 
coldly ;  **  for  it  will  be  useless.  Even  the  world 
will  no  longer  uphold  you,  for  that  world  has 
seen  you  slighted  where  all  seek  to  please ;  and  I 
will  have  no  more  public  jests  at  my  expense.'' 

My  mental  re-action  was  frightful.      I  could 
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scarcely  comprehend    ipy    own  identity.      Ten 
hours  before  I  had  been  occupied  only  by  dreams 
of  triumph  and  of  pleasure;    idolised  by  the 
world,  by  the  man  I  loved,  by  the  gay  flatterers 
about  me ;  rich  in  the  world's  gifts  of  wealth,  an( 
youth,  and  fiashion,  I  could  have  defied  fitte 
overthrow  the  trophies  of  my  vanity :  but  in 
instant  all  these  gorgeous  visions  had  disappeared^^ 
and  I  saw  before  me  only  a  compelled  and  coi 
less  exile :  cheerless  isolation,  and  endleas  hom^ 
liations.    I  shrank  from  the  hateful  prospect : 
all  my  firmness  was  gone.    I  uttered  one  losra^ 
piercing  scream,  and  fainted. 

Domton  rang  for  my  attendants,  even  aasistat/ 
in  removing  my  jewels  and  head-dress,  and  thei^ 
when  I  had  partially  recovered  firom  the  swoob^ 
offered  me  his  arm  to  reach  my  own  room.  My 
first  impulse  was  to  refuse  his  support,  but  u  I 
found  myself  too  weak  to  dispense  with  asut- 
ance,  I  was  compelled  to  accept  the  ooortfliy. 
No  word  was  exchanged  between  us  until  vb 
reached  the  door,  when  he  said  as  calmly  ai 
though  we  had  been  about  to  spend  the  eieniDg 
in  the  adjoining  street : 

*^  In  an  hour  precisely.  Lady  Domton^  I  wiD 
again  be  here  to  conduct  you  to  the  caniigt- 
Your  woman,  has,  I  believe,  made  all.  the  se* 
cessary  arrangements;    and    you  have  ealf  (0 
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rest  yourself,    and    endeavour   to    regain  your 
strength/* 

I  made  no  reply,  for  I  was  stricken  to  the  very 
earth.  I  found,  as  he  had  stated,  my  drawers 
and  wardrobes  empty ;  and  was  informed  by  my 
attendant  that  their  contents  were  already  on  the 
way  to  Rooksley.  A  close  travelling  dress  with 
a  bonnet  and  mantle  were  spread  upon  the  bed ;  in 
short  '^  my  home  was  made  unto  me  desolate/* 

My  first  care  was  to  tear  oflf  the  finery  in 
which  I  was  tricked  out,  and  which  seemed  to 
mock  my  wretchedness.  The  composure  of  des- 
pair took  possession  of  me,  and  I  put  on,  one  after 
the  other,  all  the  elaborate  wraps  that  had  been 
provided  for  me  by  the  zealous  care  of  my 
woman ;  I  remember  that  I  even  drew  on  my 
gloves,  although  I  was  parched  with  fever,  and 
gasped  for  air;  and  then  I  cast  myself  into  a 
chair^  and  remained  silent  and  passive.  I  neither 
wept  nor  thought.  My  brain  burned  and  throb- 
bed ;  and  I  was  sick  and  faint  for  want  of  suste- 
nance; but  no  wish^for  food  grew  upon  me.  I 
had  a  mere  vague  perception  of  my  existence,  and 
nothing  more. 

At  the  appointed  time  Domton  re-appeared, 
and  I  instinctively  rose  as  he  approached  me. 
Once  more  my  hand  rested  upon  his  arm,  but 
this  partial  support  no  longer  sufficed,  and  I 
staggered,  and  should  have  fallen,  had  he  not 
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Jirown  his  other  arm  about  my  waist,  and  boi 
me  up. 

My  dejection   became  complete  when  I 
Dornton  and  the  new  attendant  whom  he 
placed  about  me^  follow  me  into  the  carriage, 
that  no  friendly  face  had  appeared  to  shed  one  r        h 
of  comfort  over  my  departure.      I  had  from  <       -fa 
first  disliked  this  woman,  whom  I  considered        a^ 
the  agent  of  his  tyranny,  and  at  such  a  mom^^snt 
the  loathing  naturally  increased.      Why  had        be 
forced  her  upon  me,  in  the  very  carriage  ?  Beycs^Hc/ 
all  doubt  in  order  to  avoid  finding  himself  Bgmin 
alone  in  my  society.  We  soon  left  the  metropolu 
behind  us,  and  as  we  not  long  afterwards  stoppecf 
to  change  horses,  I  imagine  that  the  light  of  the 
lanterns    which   flashed  into  the   carriage,   iud 
afforded  a   melancholy    view    of  my    pale   and 
wretched  face,  for  I  saw  Dornton  suddenly  start, 
and  he  inquired  anxiously  of  the  attendant  if  I 
had  taken  any  refreshment  since  my  return  from 
court.     She  had  no  sooner  repUed  in  the  n^;ati?r 
than   he   drew  from  a  travelling  case  a  bottle  < 
Malaga  and  some  biscuits,  of  which  coldly  b 
resolutely  he  compelled  me  to  partake ;  and  t 
done   he  drew   himself  closely  into   his  cor 
and  either  slept  or  affected  to  do  so,  until 
morning. 

What  a  strange  combination  of  inconsis^ 
does  human  nature  present!   I  remained 
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swake  throughoat  the  whole  of  that  long  night ; 
1)ut  I  neither  moomed  orer  the  past,  nor  speca* 
lated  upon  the  fntme ;  I  was  buried  in  marvel  as 
to  the  real  fedings  of  the  weary  woman  who  sat 
before  me. 

In  prosperity  we  little  heed  those  who  mi- 
nister to  our  comforts  in  a  subordinate  capa- 
city. All  that  we  care  to  know  of  indiTidoak  who 
are  so  widely  separated  from  oarselves  in  inte- 
rest, in  habit,  in  feeling,  and  in  sympathy,  is 
their  adroitness  in  performing  their  allotted  du- 
ties ;  and  we  fised  our  own  yanity  with  the  belief 
that  all  their  Acuities  are  limited  to  the  proper 
performance  of  those  duties.  In  misfortune  we 
begin  to  understand  our  error,  and  to  comprehend 
our  mutual  dependence;  where  we  find  a  sympa- 
thising auditor,  we  please  ourselves  by  believing 
that  we  have  found  a  firiend;  and  although  I  had 
not  yet  brought  myself  to  confide  in  Josephine, 
still  I  was  conscious  that  she  was  in  my  secret ; 
and  this  very  consciousness  had  already  rendered 
her  necessary  to  me.  Nevertheless,  while  ab- 
sorbed in  pleasure,  and  meeting  Devereux  daily, 
I  had  been  less  susceptible  of  her  loss ;  but  now 
I  felt  as  if  I  were  at  the  mercy  of  a  hired  spy ; 
and,  inconsistent  as  it  may  appear  at  such  a  crisis, 
this  fact  weighed  more  heavily  upon  me  than  all 
the  rest. 
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We  arriyed  at  last,  to  my  surprise,  at  Rooksle] 
and  I  became  more  calm.     I  eyen   persuad^^^ 
myself  that  Sir  James  had  only  endeavoured 
alarm  me,  by  shewing  the  extent  of  his  power 
a  husband;  and,  rocked  by  this  pleasant  de^^^ 
sion,  I  retired  to  bed,  and  fell  into  a  deep  ^^tic/ 
refreshing  sleep. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

livening  had  flung  its  drapery  over  my  cham- 
^r  ere  I  awoke,  and  even  then  it  was  by  the 
^Utious  opening  of  a  door  which  led  to  my  ser- 
^^nts'  apartments.  I  raised  myself  upon  my 
^ow,  and  to  my  extreme  astonishment  I  saw 
^Qsan,  my  new  attendant,  stealthily  approaching 
the  bed. 

**  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  intrusion  ?*'  I 
asked  angrily,  jealous  lest  the  system  which  I  had 
apprehended  should  already  have  commenced. 

^*  I  have  awoke  your  ladyship  ;'^  she  said  hum- 
bly ;  "  but  I  beg  you  to  believe,  my  lady,  that  I 
would  not  have  taken  such  a  liberty,  if  I  had  not 
felt  that  time  might  be  everything  in  such  a  case ; 
and  I  was  afraid  that  I  should  not  find  another 
opportunity  so  safe.  Sir  James  is  writing  in  the 
library,  and  every  one  is  busy  making  the  house 
fit  for  your  ladyship ;  so  I  thought,  my  lady,  that 
if  I  could  speak  to  you  at  once,  you  would  have 
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Otterford's.  I  have  also,  my  lady — "'  and  here 
^be  burst  into  tears ;  ^  I  have  also  been  instructed 
to  watch  yoo,  and  to  give  an  account  of  all  your 
doings  to  Sir  James ;  none  of  us  are  to  be  allowed 
to  leaye  the  grounds ;  we  are  all  to  be  prisoners 
tc^ether;  and  I  know  beforehand  that  your  lady- 
ship dislikes  me,  and  has  no  confidence  in  the 
duty  which  I  wish  to  shew  you.** 

As  I  could  discover  no  competent  reason  why 
this  woman,  who  had  but  recently  entered  my 
Mrvice,  and  to  whom  my  bearing  had  been  the 
yerj  reverse  of  conciliatory  throughout,  should 
bury  herself  alive  in  order  to  assist  my  husband 
in  his  extraordinary  proceedings,  or  betray  her 
trust  in  order  to  gain  my  favour,  I  resolved  to  be 
prudent,  and  not  to  fidl  into  a  snare  which  I  con- 
sidered clumsy  enough,  when  I  remembered  that 
so  able  an  artist  in  dissimulation  as  Sir  James 
had  been  its  originator.  The  instinct  of  self- 
preservation  for  once  taught  me  prudence,  and 
my  suspicions  continued  in  full  force. 

^*  Your  ladyship  still  doubts  me ;"  said  Susan, 
ifter  a  second  pause  which  remained  equally  un- 
!>roken  by  any  response  on  my  part ;  •*  and  may 
[>erhaps  neglect  an  useful  warning  because  it 
■eaches  you  through  my  means.  There  is  only 
3nc  way  of  removing  your  suspicions  of  my 
bonest  meaning,  my  lady ;    and  with  your  lady- 
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ship's   permission  I  will  own  to  yon  my  rei- 

sons    for    serving   you    in    this    difficulty  wttli 

more  zeal  than  I  might,  perhaps,  otherwise  have 

done/' 
^^  Speak,  Susan;''  I  said,  ^^tell  me  the  tndi 

frankly ;  I  shall  be  at  no  loss  to  disooyer  in  hov 

far  I  may  trust  to  the  sincerity  of  yoor  wordt.^ 

'^I  have  a  lover.  Madam;  a  worthy  young 
roan ;  but  we  are  too  poor  to  marry ;  and,  I  hsre 
no  hope  save  in  the  generosity  of  your  ladysbipf 
that  I  shall  ever  be  able  to  save  enough  honeidji 
to  bring  us  together.  I  accepted  the  offier  of  Sr 
James  without  reflecting  that  his  gold  had  been 
paid  for  deceit  and  treachery ;  but  when  I  came 
to  think  of  this,  I  knew  that  money  so  dii- 
honestly  gained  would  never  prosper,  and  mi^ 
be  the  ruin  of  us  both.  That  is  the  real  tnith» 
my  lady;  and  your  ladyship  sees  that  I  do  not 
pretend  to  feel  an  attachment  to  your  penos 
which  cannot  be  expected  to  have  grown  up  is 
the  few  weeks  that  I  have  been  about  yon.'' 

**  I  believe  you,  Susan,  I  believe  you ;  £Dr  JQA 
have,  indeed,  made  a  great  moral  efibrt  to  bs 
honest;"  I  exclaimed,  as  I  extended  my  hand  to 
the  now  weeping  woman.  Tes,  I,  the  haqghlf 
daughter  of  Lady  Madelaine  Otterford,  actaiBji 
for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  extended  my  In*' 
to  a  menial. 
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^  Alms  !  Msdsffi,  I  em  b&t  obey  your  vtsbcs. 
Whaterer  too  order  shall  be  done.  Onhr*  I 
entreat  your  ladyship  not  to  mention  that  I  haTir 
betrayed  the  secret ;  or  to  let  any  one  know  that 
t  am  in  your  interests." 

I  oonld  no  longer  entertain  a  doubt  of  th<» 
bonesty  of  my  new  confidante ;  and  the  compara* 
tiye  composure  with  which  I  had  contemplated  a 
:eniporary  retirement  at  Rooksley,  ga^-e  way  at 
>noe  before  the  frightful  anticipation  of  Glentillan 
'Jmstie,  and  the  companionship  of  Lady  Flora.  I 
aiew  that  the  spot  was  bleak,  barren,  and  doso* 
Ate;  and  that  the  house  itself  was  no  bettor  than 
in  ornamented  prison;  while  I  remembered  with 
no  less  repugnance  that  my  mother's  sister  wan 
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^  But  to  whom  can  I  vrite  P I  asked  gfeomily : 
^  who  now  caies  to  interfere  in  mr  &te  r^ 

*^  Win  not  Toor  ladyship  at  least  ondeceiTe  my 
Lord  Otterford?  He  has  always  appeared  so 
partial  to  my  lady." 

**That  is  OTcr  for  ever;"  I  answered,  with  a 
pang  so  bitter  that  he  was  almost  revenged :  ^*  I 
have  nothing  to  hope  from  that  quarter." 

^'  Some  of  your  ladyship's  relations '* 

"  I  have  none.  I  am  now  alone  in  the 
world.'^ 

"  But  my  lady  has  so  many  friends.*' 
I  laughed  in  the  irony  of  my  heart 
"  Poor  Susan  I"  I  said ;  "  you  little  understand 
the  firiendship  of  the  world — the  give  and  take 
system,  which  always  insists  upon  receiving  its 
equivalent — or  you  would  not  talk  to  mo  of  my 
friends.  No,  my  good  girl,  those  who  prosper  in 
life :  who  raise  themselves  by  wealthy  marriages, 
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or  fortunate  chances,  have  alone  the  right  to  boBst 
of  their  friends ;  and  they  are  the  very  first,  even 
while  doing  so,  to  forget  all  the  fond  and  holy 
memories  of  the  past ;  and  to  spurn  from  Aeir 
homes  and  hearts  the  loved  ones  of  less  pro8pe^ 
ous  times  who  have  been  less  lucky  than  them- 
selves, although  they  may  previously  have  vowed 
to  them  an  undpng  affection.  Last  week  I  was 
hemmed  in  with  devoted  fnends;  to-day  yoa 
stand  alone  to  pay  me  back  duty  for  avrnd- 
ance.^^ 

"  Yet  surely,  my  Lady,  among  so  many — •** 

*'  You  are  right,  Susan ;'^  I  exclaimed  suddenly; 
^^lam  not  utterly  desolate.  Bring  me  my  desk 
and  a  taper.'^ 

I  was  promptly  obeyed,  and,  seising  a  pen,  I 
wrote  a  long  and  hurried  letter  to  Devereoz* 
Imprudent  as  the  step  actually  was,  I  was  never- 
theless less  blameable  in  this  instance  than  in 
many  others,  for  I  literally  knew  not  in  what 
direction  to  turn  for  help.  I  detailed  to  him  my 
forcible  removal  from  town,  the  threats  held  ort 
by  Domton,  and  the  intelligence  which  I  hail 
obtained  of  his  subsequent  designs;  and  I  impkved 
him  to  take  steps  to  rescue  me  from  both  tba 
public  and  private  injustice  with  which  I  w** 
threatened. 

When  I  had  sealed  and  direeled  my  btfesr,  I 
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placed  it  in  the  hand  of  Susan,  \vho  had  already 
undertaken  to  secure  its  safe  transmission  to  the 
post;  but  when  her  eye  fell  upon  the  super- 
scription, I  saw  her  redden  and  appear  irresolute. 

"  Has  your  courage  failed  you  so  soon  ?**  I 
demanded  abruptly. 

''Your  ladyship  mistakes  me.  It  is  only 
that  I  am  fearful  lest  in  forwarding  this  letter 
I  may  do  mischief  instead  of  good.  Oh,  my 
lady,  I  would  humbly  beg  of  you  to  write  to 
any  one  rather  than  to  Colonel  Devereux." 

''You  forget  yourself;"  I  said  haughtily,  "I 
am  the  best  judge  of  the  eligibility  of  my  corres- 
pondents." 

"  But  should  Sir  James  ever  discover " 

"  I  do  not  acknowledge  the  authority  of  Sir 
James  Dornton.  The  advantage  which  he  has 
now  obtained  over  me  has  f)een  the  mere  triumph 
of  bnite  force." 

"But  I  was  so  particularly  warned,  my  lady, 
against ^' 

'*  I  do  not  doubt  it.  Your  employer  was  un- 
able to  appreciate  the  noble  qualities  of  Colonel 
Devereux,  and  therefore  feared  him ;  but  I,  who 
know  him  better,  do  him  more  justice.'* 

"  I  will  yet  be  bold  enough  to  venture  one 
word,  my  lady ;"  persisted  the  anxious  woman ; 
"let  me  entreat  your  ladyhip  not  to  encourage 
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Domton,  as  though,  txiuched  by  my  submission, 
he  upbraided  himself  for  the  treachery  which 
he  was  still  meditating  against  me ;  but  I  never 
ascertained  the  correctness  of  my  conjectures,  for 
his  self-possession  soon  returned^  and  with  it  all 
his  accustomed  coldness. 

In  as  short  a  period  as  it  was  possible  for  me 
to  receive  an  acknowledgment  of  my  letter  to 
Devereux,  and  before  my  anxiety  had  yet  attained 
to  its  height,  Susan  one  day  put  into  my  hands 
a  small  piece  of  folded  paper,  evidently  torn  from 
some  pocket  tablets,  and  upon  which  were  writ- 
ten the  three  words  "  I  am  here,'*  without  date 
or  signature ;  but  the  characters  were  too  familiar 
to  me  to  need  interpretation.  It  was  the  reply  of 
Devereux. 

"  From  whom  got  you  this  ?*'  I  asked  eagerly. 

'*  From  the  Colonel  himself,  my  lady." 

"  Where  is  he  ?" 

"  At  the  Wood  Lodge,  my  lady." 

"  When  did  he  arrive  ?'* 

**  Last  night,  my  lady." 

My  bonnet  and  shawl  were  on  in  a  moment. 
It  was  the  first  time  that  I  had  left  the  house 
since  my  arrival  at  Kooksley ;  and  memories  of 
the  past  came  thronging  before  me  as  I  advanced 
along  the  well-remembered  path,  under  a  clear 
spring  son,  and  with  a  shaigp  air  playing  upon  my 
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passive^  at  all  events  for  a  time ;  but  such  is  not 
his  pleasure ;  he  is  still  an  inmate  of  Rooksley, 
and  will  remain  here,  until  he  departs  for  Glen- 
fiUan,  once  more  in  the  character  of  my  jailer. 
Then,  indeed,  I  find  that  he  is  to  leave  me  to  the 
enjoyment  of  my  prison,  and  the  guardianship  of 
my  mother's  sister.  My  only  hope  now  is,  that 
my  despair  may  soon  lay  me  beside  Adela/' 

"  This  journey  must  not  take  place ;''  said  De- 
vereux,  as  he  carried  my  fingers  to  his  lips.  "  We 
can  hope  nothing  from  Lady  Madelaine ;  nothing 
from  my  uncle.  They  are  both  exasperated 
against  you ;  and  equally  violent  against  each 
other.  Your  mother  has  left  town,  and  retired 
to  her  Putney  villa,  whence  she  emerges,  however, 
almost  nightly,  to  join  the  gay  societies  of  the 
season;  while  Otterford  remains  perdu  in  the 
square,  refusing  to  receive  even  his  most  intimate 
friends.  Something  terrible  has  occurred  between 
them." 

**  I  can  understand  the  cause  of  their  coldness ;'' 
I  said  sadly ;  ^^  and  now,  when  it  is  too  late,  I 
regret  that  it  has  been  in  a  great  degree,  if  not 
entirely,  my  own  work.  Devereux,  when  we  first 
loved  each  other,  your  uncle  bitterly  offended  me, 
and  I  then,  girl  as  I  was,  vowed  that  I  would 
one  day  be  revenged.  Subsequently,  however,  I 
forgave,  even  if  I  did  not  quite  forget  the  injury; 
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and  my  affection  is  met  only  by  coldness  and  re- 
proof. Is  this  consistent  ?  Is  this  reasonable  ? 
Above  all,  is  this  generous  ?  Nay^  listen  to  me  ;^' 
he  added,  as  I  strove  faintly  to  disengage  my 
hand ;  ^^  the  moment  is  at  length  come  in  which 
it  behoves  me  to  be  frank.  Your  name  is  blighted, 
and  your  fair  fame  sullied ;  you  are  abandoned  by 
your  mother ;  insulted  by  your  husband ;  and  de* 
nied  by  your  acquaintance.  Tou  alone  know  your 
own  heart,  unless  indeed  you  wiU  admit  me  into  a 
participation  of  that  knowledge.  You  alone  know 
that  you  are  guiltless  of  those  errors  of  which 
you  are  accused,  and  of  which  many  of  your  ac- 
cusers are  themselves  far  from  free — and  what 
avails  that  knowledge,  when  you  cannot  obtain 
credence  of  the  fact  ?  The  woman  who  is  merely 
suspected  is  always  lost ;  and  it  is  only  she  who 
has  moral  courage  to  brave  the  world,  and  to  do 
justice  to  herself,  who  escapes  scathless." 

*^  Spare  me — spare  me,'^  I  faltered  amid  my 
sobs. 

"  Eveleen,  dear  Eveleen,  hear  me  out  ;**  whis- 
pered my  companion,  as  he  seated  himself  beside 
me,  and  encircled  my  sinking  figure  with  his  arm ; 
**  I  must  shew  you  precisely  the  nature  of  your 
position,  in  order  that  you  may  summon  resolu- 
tion to  resist  your  fate.  You  have  now  seen  what 
you  have  to  expect  from  that  world  of  which  you 
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of  faith  ;  while  it  is  still  more  impossible  that  you 
should  be  carried  to  Scotland^  almost  beyond  the 
reach  of  efficient  help/' 

"  Alas !  alas !  what  then  is  left  to  me  P'  I  ex- 
claimedy  wringing  my  hands  in  agony  and  inde- 
cision. 

"  The  whole  world ;''  murmured  Devereux,  in 
my  ear  ;  "  The  whole  world,  fairest  and  most  be- 
loved of  women  !  The  sunny  skies,  and  smiling 
groves  of  Italy — the  glorious  mountain-paths  of 
Switzerland — the  classic  shores  of  Greece — and 
every  where,  one  loyal  and  loving  heart,  on  which 
to  pillow  all  your  past  trials  and  present  happi- 
ness/' 

I  was  stunned.  I  might  have  expected  this ;  I 
fear  that  I  Jmd  expected  it ;  but  vaguely,  and  as  a 
far-oflf  vision  seen  dimly  in  perspective.  I  was 
too  feeble  to  contend  with  the  emotion  of  such 
a  moment ;  and  suffering  my  head  to  fall  upon 
the  shoulder  of  Devereux,  I  closed  my  eyes,  and 
fainted. 
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your  acts.  We  shall  be  happy^  Evdeen ;  most 
happy.  We  will  blot  Eegland  £rom  the  map  of 
oar  world  of  lore ;  and  we  shall  still  have  space 
enough  in  which  to  breathe  oat  oar  vows  of  never- 
changing  tenderness  and  fidelity.  I  will  be  to 
you  a  friend,  a  brother,  a  lover,  everything — '' 

^^  Save  a  hasband — "  I  interposed,  with  an  in- 
voluntary shudder. 

Devereux  started,  but  he  almost  instantiv 
recovered  his  composure ;  ^  And  even  that  will 
come,  fair  trembler  ;'^  he  said,  as  for  the  first  time 
he  dared  to  press  his  lips  to  mine,  and  to  do  so 
unchidden ;  for  his  words  had  awakened  all  the 
warmth  and  confidence  of  my  nature ;  ^  Do  you 
imagine  that  Domton  will  suffer  so  plausible  an 
opportunity  to  escape  of  enriching  himself  at  your 
expense,  and  of  fireeing  you  firom  the  odious  ties 
which  now  subject  you  to  his  control  V 

'^  Oh,  speak  not  of  it ;"  I  exclaimed  piteously : 
*'  think  only  of  the  humiliation— of  the  disgrace.^^ 

^Eveleen,  remember  the  commencement  of 
our  conversation;  and  do  not  distress  yourself 
unnecessarily.'^ 

"  True  f  I  muttered  through  my  clenched  teeth; 
^  I  am  already  humbled — already  disgraced." 

"  If  you  see  fit  to  accept  such  a  destiny  ;**  said 
Devereux  soothingly;  ^^but  if  you  determine 
otherwise,  your  fate  is  in  your  own  hands.     Few 
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terminate  the  present  interview ;  and  I  was  sur- 
prised, and  I  fear  somewhat  piqued,  at  the  ready 
acquiescence  of  Devereux. 

"It  behoves  us  to  be  prudent,  dearest;*^  he 
said,  as  he  also  rose ;  "  and  the  rather  as  I  shall 
constantly  be  near  you,  to  guard  you  from  the 
harshness  of  Sir  James.  From  sunrise  to  sunset 
you  will  find  me  here,  until  it  is  your  pleasure 
that  I  should  depart — the  happiest  of  men,  or 
the  most  miserable.  Glance  into  the  next  apart- 
ment, and  you  will  see  that  my  establishment  is 
complete/' 

I  followed  him  to  a  small  door  which  opened  in 
the  opposite  wall,  and  to  my  astonishment,  disco- 
vered in  the  room  to  which  he  alluded,  a  stout 
horse  ready  saddled  and  bridled,  and  whose  rein 
was  made  fast  to  a  ring  beside  a  second  door 
which  opened  into  the  high  road. 

"  You  see  I  have  been  wary  ;**  he  remarked 
with  a  smile;  "and  have  secured  a  means  of 
instant  escape  should  I  run  any  risk  of  detection 
by  Dornton  or  his  spies.  I  need  not  expatiate, 
I  trust,  upon  the  still  more  happy  use  to  which 
this  fortunate  outlet  may  be  put.  I  leave  it  to 
your  own  old  memories  and  present  attachments. 
And  now,  farewell,  dear  Eveleen.  I  shall  only 
weary  in  my  solitude  for  your  return,  for  the 
interval  will  be  shortened  by  the  visions  of  the 


cauuuuoij  •■- 

that  we  were  unobaem 

the  shrubbery  on  my  I 

myself  whether  I  had 

justified  that  world 

reckleflsly  condemned 

own  heart  with  the  re 

On  arriving  at  hoi 

that  Sir  James  had  r 

it^,  and  that  none  t 

house  during  my  s 

carried   the  lettera 

therefore,  all  had  g< 

the  publicity  of  mj 

my  timid  attendant 

eagerly  besought  m 

tn  exploit.    I  was, 

to  her  remonstranc 

at  hand,  and  I  felt 

T  j:.n,;«a»H  her  tb 


It  vouid  be  kSe  to  attempt  an  analy^  of  mr 
fisdii^  wben  I  anee  mare  fooad  m j^eb'  aloce. 
Mjhead  and  heart  vcre  afike  in  a  vhirf.  I  coold 
eome  to  no  mnhrtina  eidicr  for  good  or  eril.  At 
one  moment  I  lemembeied  my  bli^ted  reputa- 
tion, lo  ligfatlr  vlnspcred  away  in  the  tot  circles 
where  I  had  lately  reigned  sapreme;  and  I  con- 
seqnently  considered  myself  exonerated  firom  all 
social  obligations,  and  free  to  secore  my  own  hap- 
piness as  I  saw  fit ;  in  the  next  I  feh  almost 
prood  of  the  martyrdom  to  which  I  had  been 
subjected,  and  resolved  not  to  for^o  my  innate 
sense  of  the  injustice  of  which  I  had  been  made 
the  rictim.  Bat  my  recent  interview  with  Deve- 
reox  rose  np  before  me,  and  tore  away  the  laurels 
which  I  had  placed  so  proudly  on  my  brow.  I 
was  no  longer  innocent  in  heart,  and  I  could  not 
conceal  the  fact  from  myself,  disguise  it  as  I 
might.  Nor  did  that  evil  end  here ;  the  tones  of 
tenderness  which  had  fallen  upon  my  spirit  like 
a  dew  after  a  long  day  of  drought — the  flattering 
sophistries  which  had  invested  vice  with  a 
romance  at  once  novel  and  attractive — the  self« 
appreciation — I  dared  not  call  it  self-respect — 
which  the  devotion  of  Devereux  had  re-awakened 
within  me — had  all  done  their  dangerous  work;  and 
left  me  powerless  to  contend  against  theirinfluence. 

I  saw  nothing  but  wretchedness  on  every  side. 
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That  of  duty,  while  it  promised  a  comparatiTely 
approving  conscieDce,  demanded  as  the  price  of 
that  boon  a  period  of  living  death,  of  mortifica- 
tion, and    abandonment;    while    that  of  error 
threatened  me  ynth  a  life-long  remorse,  but  veiled 
its  sufferings  with  the  roses  of  passion,  and  the 
delusion  of  egotistical  gratification.     The  alter- 
native was   a   desperate  one;   and  I  felt  more 
inclined   to  mourn  over  my  buried  youtii   and 
blighted  prospects,  than  over  tiie  self-blame  which 
I  might  incur  by  an  unworthy  act.    The  world 
had  ever  been  my  idol;  and  it  seemed  to  me  more 
desirable  to  accept  its  suffrages  upon  its  own 
terms,  now  that  I  could  no  longer  command  them 
upon  mine,  than  to  forego  them  altogether.    The 
first  phase  of  my  difficulty  left  me  utterly  without 
support ;  in  the  second  I  should  be  upheld  and 
guarded   by  the  proved  affection  of  the  man  I 
loved  :  and  I  accordingly  found  a  thousand  sophis* 
tries  in  its  favour,  which  influenced  even  if  they 
did  not  convince  me. 

Had  I  consulted  my  own  real  interest  I 
should  at  that  moment  have  hurried  to  thfl 
presence  of  Lady  O^Halloran;  have  confided 
to  her  all  the  details  of  my  position,  hsve 
confessed  to  her,  even  upon  my  knees,  my  monl^ 
guilt,  and  have  besought  her  to  protect  me  againit 
myself;   but  at  the  instant  when  my  thoq^ 
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turned  to  her  firm  and  healthful  friendship,  at 
that  same  moment  my  memory  also  placed  before 
me,  the  pure  and  holy  image  of  her  son's  wife ; 
and,  although  alone  and  unseen,  I  bowed  my  head 
upon  my  bosom  with  a  burning  blush  !  No,  no — 
I  could  not  bend  my  haughty  spirit  to  such  a 
degradation — I  could  not  myself  oifer  to  her  the 
weapon  which  was  to  drain  my  life-blood. 
Better  the  long  disgrace,  far  away  from  all  who 
had  watched  over  my  youth,  and  foretold  for  me  a 
brighter  and  a  more  fitting  fate,  than  such  an 
hour  of  wringing  penance  as  that  interview  must 
bring  with  it. 

I  was  too  much  enervated  by  vanity  and  frivo- 
lity, to  be  capable  of  such  a  triumph  over  my  own 
pride  ;  and  thus  I  voluntarily  thrust  from  me  the 
last  fragment  of  the  floating  raft  which  might 
have  saved  my  honour  from  shipwreck.  In  my 
agony  of  heart,  as  I  did  this,  I  flung  myself  wildly 
upon  my  knees,  and  tried  to  pray.  Vain  and 
idle  mockery  !  What  right  had  I  to  hope  for  help 
and  strength  when  I,  at  the  same  moment,  volun- 
tarily rejected  the  one  chance  still  offered  to  my 
own  exertions  ?  And  what  knew  I  of  praying  as 
hearts  must  pray  which  amid  the  fervour  of  their 
silence,  would  be  heard  ?  What  knew  I  of  the 
spontaneous  and  relying  faith  of  the  bruised  spirit, 
which  turns  to  heaven,  as  the  night-mariner  tr> 
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the  beacon  light  which  is  bis  only  hope  of  safety? 
Nothing;  less  than  nothing — and  thus,  in  this 
bitter  hour,  when  my  vices  wrestled  with  all  of 
pure  and  precious  that  yet  remained  in  my  fallen 
nature,  I  could  not  frame  one  petition  in  which  I 
was  not  conscious  of  my  own  hypocrisy. 

I  started  up  self-condemned ;  the  words  which 
had  sprung  to  my  lips  appeared  to  echo  in  my 
ears  like  sounds  of  mockery:  my  supplicationi 
were  not  pure  enough  to  ascend  to  Heaven,  bat 
were  beaten  back  in  rebuke  upon  me ;  and  I  ftlt 
that  they  were  rejected.  The  fire  upon  the  altsr 
of  my  heart  was  an  unholy  fire,  and  could  not 
ascend ;  the  sacrifice  of  my  bnmt-oflfering  had  no 
sweet  savour,  and  the  tears  which  fell  upon  it 
turned  its  juices  to  bitterness. 

I  passed  a  fearful  night :  it  appeared  intermi- 
nable ;  and  yet  I  dreaded  the  dawn,  for  I  knev 
that  with  the  sunrise  Deverenx  would  onoe  more 
be  near  me,  and  my  moral  struggle  be  renewed. 
As  I  at  length  saw  the  cold,  blank  light,  stealing 
along  the  sky,  a  new  vision,  one  which  had  nefV 
before  risen  clearly  on  my  mind,  preaentad  itself 
with  terrible  distinctness :  it  was  that  oft  oens- 
tion  of  the  love  for  which  I  might  have  barlBied 
my  best  hopes  on  earth. 

It  was  a  frightful  fancy  1  and  coming  as  it  tU 
at  that  peculiarly  depressing  moment  whea  tbs 
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earth  has  not  yet  succeeded  in  freeing  her  bosom 
from  the  winding-sheet  of  night,  I  was  keenly 
susceptible  of  its  influence.  All  around  me 
looked  dreary,  desolate,  and  cheerless,  as  my  own 
fate  must  be  at  such  a  crisis — and  I  remembered 
that  although  the  first  sun-burst  would  renovate 
and  revivify  the  objects  upon  which  I  looked, 
there  could  be  no  after  spirit-dawn  for  me.  In 
the  impulse  of  the  moment  I  drew  my  night- 
lamp  from  the  vase  which  veiled  its  light;  and 
seizing  a  pen,  I  poured  forth  the  anguish  of  my 
heart  to  Devereux. 

.  ^^  We  must  meet  no  more.  You  sliould  not 
wish  it — and  I  dare  not.  We  are  both  wretched : 
let  us  accept  our  fate.  We  need  not  therefore  be 
guilty  also.  I  have  tried  to  think,  but  my  brain 
burns  and  my  eyeballs  throb,  and  I  have  no 
power  over  my  intellect — I  have  tried  to  pray,  but 
I  am  ignorant  how  those  pray  who  are  heard. 
I  could  bear  the  world's  rebuke  for  your  sake — 
I  Jiave  borne  it — I  could  sin  to  secure  your  love 
— I  have  even  meditated  to  do  so.  But  how  ? 
Would  my  sin  indeed  secure  your  lasting  and 
unchanging  love  ?  A  few  brief  months  of  passion 
you  would,  no  doubt,  offer  me  in  requital — pro- 
bably you  would  also  suppose  that  nothing  could 
ever  weaken  or  alienate  it.  Yes,  you  would  be- 
lieve this,  for  your  nature  is  loyal  and  honourable,. 
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my  pen,  and  burying  my  face  upon  my  folded 
armSy  I  again  abandoned  myself  to  a  train  of 
straggling  and  miserable  thoughts.  Gradually, 
as  I  remained  in  this  position,  my  ideas  became 
more  vague,  my  reflections  more  disjointed; 
weariness  alike  of  body  and  of  spirit  did  its  tardy 
work,  and  1  slept. 

My  dreams  were  such  as  might  have  visited  the 
pillow  of  an  opium-eater — I  saw  skulls  with  bridal 
wreaths  upon    their  heads;   and  skeleton  hands 
stretching  towards  me  a  bony  finger  encircled  by 
a  marriage-ring.     1  wandered  in  a  vast  forest  of 
leafless  trees,  where  the  distorted  branches  seemed 
to  writhe  in  mockery  as  I  passed  along.     I  stood 
near  a  bier ;    my  sister  lay  there  in  her  shroud, 
and  when  1  stopped  beside  her,  she  stretched  out 
her  bony  arm,  and  as  it  moved  along,  it  traced 
upon  the  wall  of  the  charnel-house  the   name  of 
Domton,  in  characters  of  blood.    I  saw  the  grave 
of  Emily ;    her  long  fair  hair  had  burst  through 
the  humid  soil,  and   was   scattered  over  the  turf, 
and   playing  in   the   night-wind ;    and    suddenly 
Mrs.  Delamaine  was  there  also,  trampling  in  the 
pride  of  her  haughty  beauty  upon  those  long  fair 
tresses,    while    her    eyes    darted    flashes   which 
withered  the  grass  and  leaves  upon  which  they 
fell.     More,  much  more,  and  all  horrible,  filled  up 
the  measure  of  that  fearful  sleep ;  but  at  last,  all 
passed  away,  and  I  fell  into  a  state  of  deep  and 
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unbroken  forgetfulness.  I  was  aroused  by  a  light 
touch  upon  my  shoulder^  and  raising  my  heavy 
eyes,  I  saw  Susan  standing  beside  me^  and  wiping 
away  her  tears. 

^'  Why  did  you  awaken  me  ?*'  I  asked  sadly ; 
'^  I  was  happy ;  I  was  unconscious  that  I  lived.^ 

'^  My  poor  dear  lady !  And  you  have  never 
been  to  bed.  Now,  too,  when  you  require  all 
your  strength.'* 

^'I  have  still  strength  enough  to  suffer,  my 
good  girl/' 

^^  But  I  bring  your  ladyship  unwekome 
tidings.*' 

^'When  do  we  leave  Rooksley?''  I  asked 
hoarsely. 

^'  The  day  after  to-morrow,  my  lady:  Ander* 
son  has  received  his  orders  to  go  this  morning  to 
the  post-town  to  bespeak  tihe  horses ;  and  I  have 
been  warned  to  pack  your  ladyship's  wardrdbe/* 

I  passed  my  fingers  through  my  tangled  hsb, 
and  looked  helplessly  about  me.  Thick  sobs  nM 
in  my  throat,  and  threatened  me  with  raflbcition; 
at  length,  with  some  difficulty,  I  swallowed  ■ 
draught  of  water  at  the  entreaty  of  my  abmel 
attendant,  and  gradually  became  more  csbn- 
Suddenly  my  eye  fell  upon  the  letter  whkdi  it3 
lay  before  me ;  and  once  more  catchiiig  up  the 
pen,  I  wrote : 

''The  bolt  has  fidlen.    The  day  after  to«»- 
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row  I  depart  for  my  exile ;  and  now,  Devereux, 
now  that  our  hours  are  numbered^  I  feel  that  I 
mtut  see  you  once  more.  Not  to-day — for  to-day 
I  should  betray  both  you  and  myself — but  to- 
morrow— to-morrow — Devereux,  and  for  the  last 

time/' 

Having  added  these  hurried  lines,  I  sealed  the 
letter^  and  entrusted  it  to  Susan,  with  express 
injunctions  to  convey  it  secretly  to  the  Wood 
Lodge  before  sunset;  I  had  for  a  moment  the 
intention  of  writing  to  my  mother^  to  expostulate 
with  her  on  the  violence  to  which  I  was  sub- 
jectedy  and  her  own  utter  abandonment,  but  I 
soon  rejected  the  idea.  I  had  brought  grief  and 
dissension  to  her  hearth,  and  I  knew  her  too 
well  to  anticipate  that  she  would  ever  forgive  so 
deep  an  injury.  Thus  then,  save  as  regarded 
Devereux,  I  was  already  totally  separated  from 
the  world ;  I  was  about  to  follow  my  sister  to  the 
retreat  which  she  had  only  exchanged  for  a  grave. 
How  knew  I  but  such  might  be  my  own  case  ? 
At  that  moment  I  hoped  that  we  might  ere  long 
lie  side  by  side ;  and  mingle  our  dust  in  death,  as 
in  life  we  had  never  blent  our  hearts. 
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CHAPITER  XVI I. 

At  an  early  hour  in  the  morningy  trembling 

with  agitation,  I  threw  on  a  shawl  and  bonftet, 

and  turned  my  steps  towards  the  Wood  Lodge. 

[  had  been  careful  to  ascertain  that  Sir  James 

had    left   the   house   some  time  previously,  » 

he  was    in    the    constant  habit   of  doing,  vitb 

his    gun   and  his   dogs;    and  as    I    proceeded 

along  my  solitary  path,  I  read  myself  a  serious 

lesson  of  prudence  and  self-government,  whicb  I 

believed  that  I  should  not  fidl  to  require*   A 

bright  spring  sun  shimmered  on  the  leaves  of  the 

trees,  and  formed  chequered  mosaics  of  light  sod 

shadow  upon  the  earth.    The  sky-lark  was  mskiiig 

the  blue  heavens  ring  with  its  matin  song^  ss  it 

quivered    above    my  head;   all  about  me  wti 

calm   and   beautiful;    all   within   me  was   daA 

and  troubled.     I  felt  as  though  I  were  roiliiBK 

upon  my  fate,   even  while  I   murmured  thtt  I 

would  be  true  to  myself,  and  conquer  the  wok- 
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ness  to  which  it  would  be  sin  to  yield.  As  I  left 
the  house  further  behind  me,  I  quickened  my 
pace  ;  and,  at  length,  with  a  beating  heart  and  a 
pale  cheek,  I  stood  before  the  litde  building,  but 
no  ready  hand  raised  the  latch  to  give  me  entrance ; 
no  anxious  eye  had  watched  for  my  approach, 
that  my  greeting  might  be  hastened.     All  was 

iitiU. 

After  a  painful  pause,  unbroken  by  any  sign  or 
sound  of  human  neighbourhood,  I  summoned 
courage  to  throw  back  the  door,  but  the  cottage- 
rooms  were  empty. 

'^  He  has  been  detained ;''  I  murmured  to  my- 
self, as  I  took  my  place  upon  the  narrow  bench, 
and  prepared  to  await  him :  ''  He  has  been  de- 
tained, but  he  will  be  here  ere  long.''  And  I 
felt  a  strange  pleasure  as  I  sat  in  the  narrow 
and  unfurnished  chamber  where  Devereux  had, 
for  my  sake,  passed  so  many  solitary  hours; 
and  sighed  that  the  white-washed  walls  could  not 
betray  to  me  the  secret  of  his  thoughts  during  his 
weary  watch.  Memories  of  what  had  already 
passed  in  that  hovel  rose  up  before  me ;  memo- 
ries which,  at  such  a  moment,  I  should  have 
stVfled,  and  which  only  served  to  increase  my 
passion,  and  to  deepen  my  regrets ;  gradually  I 
felt  my  better  resolutions  giving  way,  and  my 
anxiety  for  the  arrival  of   Devereuz  becoming 

VOL.   III.  i^ 


266  THE   CONFESSIONS  OF 

greater  and  more  diflEicalt  to  suppress.  If  he 
came  not  on  this  occasion^  I  should  see  him  no 
more ;  and  I  had  so  much  to  say,  so  much  to 
ask.  But  I  heard  the  clock  of  the  litde  village 
school-house,  which  my  mother  had  built  in  the 
first  year  of  her  marriage  with  my  poor  father, 
strike  nine  ;  and  still  I  sat  there  alone.  The 
sound  had  conjured  up,  however,  more  healthy 
recollections  ;  and  I  recalled  the  image  of  that 
father  too  little  loved,  and  too  eariy  lost,  until  I 
asked  myself,  what — should  his  shade  be  hovering 
near  me  at  that  moment,  disturbed  in  its  rq>ose 
by  the  imprudence  of  his  child-— what  must  be  iti 
agony  and  its  despair !  I  could  not  bear  the 
harrowing  reflection,  and  starting  from  my  seat^  I 
rushed  firom  the  lodge  and  hurriedly  retained 
home,  pursued  by  the  piteous  howling  of  a  do|^ 
which  smote  at  my  heart  with  its  dismal  ind 
ill-timed  discord. 

All  was  then  over;  I  should  see  him  no  mare, 
probably  for  long  years,  posubly  ibr  life.  My 
fate  was  sealed;  and  he — even  he — had  also 
deserted  me.  I  paced  my  chamber  in  de^sir ; 
I  wrung  my  hands  in  agony ;  1  vowed  myself  tD 
an  early  death,  and  loathed  the  very  light  that 
glared  upon  my  wretchedness.  Anotbar  hour 
pealed  from  the  low  belfry:  I  ooonted  efoy 
stroke  tenaciously,  as  though  my  destiny  hnag 
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upon   its  clear  and  ringing  voice;    and  then  I 
listened  anxiously  for  other  sounds^  for  I  was 
oppressed  by  the  deep  stillness  which  succeeded. 
It  was  soon  broken  once  more.      From  afar-off, 
yet  as  it  seemed,  slowly  appioaching  nearer  to  the 
house,  I  heard  again  the  long  howling  wails  of  the 
dog  which  had  disturbed  me  as  I  left  the  cottage. 
The  melancholy  cadence  of  those  howls   made 
me  shudder.     I  was  then  to  be  surrounded  to  the 
last  with  gloom  and  misery !  A  cold  damp  started 
to  my  brow,  and  I  sank  into  a  seat,  for  my  limbs 
trembled.    Suddenly  the  wail  ceased,  and  I  heard 
a   strange    movement    in    the  house;    cries    of 
alarm  and  horror,   confused  voices,   and    steps 
hastily    approaching  my    chamber.     I    grasped 
the  arms  of  the  chair  in  which  I   sat,  and  half 
raised  myself,  as  if  to  meet  with  less  delay  the 
new  trial  which  was  awaiting  me,  be  it  what  it 
might. 

A  heavy  hand  beat  rudely  upon  my  door.  I 
answered  hoarsely  to  the  summons  ;  and  imme- 
diately the  valet  of  my  husband  stood  before  me, 
with  a  blanched  brow,  and  trembling  lips.  For 
an  instant  he  was  speechless,  but  at  length  he 
gasped  out:  "All  is  over,  my  lady; — there  is  no 
longer  a  hope — ^they  have  brought  him  home, 
but  he  is  dead.  My  poor,  poor,  miu'dered 
master  !'* 

N  2 
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^'Dead  !"  I  repeated,  like  one  who  dreams; 
^^  Who  is  dead  ?  Who  baa  been  murdered  P' 

"  My  master — my  poor  master  f  again  ex- 
claimed the  man. 

I  heard  no  more.  A  heavy  blow  appeared  to 
have  descended  on  my  head,  and  I  fell  senseless  to 
the  earth. 

Sasan  was  standing  beside  my  bed  when  I 
again  opened  my  eyes;  for  a  time  I  could  not 
sufficiently  recover  my  scattered  senses  to  com- 
prehend what  had  occurred ;  but  graduiUy  > 
confused  memory  grew  upon  me,  although  still  so 
vaguely,  that  I  clung  to  the  hope  that  I  had  been 
visited  by  a  sleeping  vision  which  had  beinldered 
my  imagination. 

*'  I  have  had  a  frightful  dream ;''  I  whispered 
shudderingly. 

*^  My  lady  has  not  slept ;"  sobbed  out  the  weep- 
ing woman. 

'^  Not  slept !''  I  exclaimed,  lifting  my  hesvj 
head  from  the  pillow ;  **  can  it  indeed  be  lesDy 
so  ?  Sir  James ** 

*^  Is  no  more.  Madam/* 

''  Dead  P'  I  almost  shrieked ;  *^  and  wbeie  ii  . 
Colonel  Devereux  P' 

*^  I  can  understand  my  lady^s  suspicion,  bat— 

"The  word  miirifer  seems  to.iiuginmyesi^ 
as  though  some  demon  had  uttered  iU-*TeU  me 


how  my  husbuid  met  his  death ;  and  tell  me  the 
trath  -^  I  added, — ^  finghtfbl  as  it  may  be,  Imost 
know  the  truth :  this  is  no  moment  for  talse 
refinements,  or  mysteries  vhidi  have  in  them 
more  of  angnish  than  of  mercy — tell  me  icAo 
mordered  him." 

^  Indeed,  my  Uuly— ** 

^  Peace,  giri !"  I  said  wildly :  <"!  know  it  alL 
He  was  not  there  when  I  went  to  seek  him«  I 
waited  there  alone — alone,  till  the  spirit  of  my 
father  drove  me  forth ;  and  I  was  pursued  even  to 
my  chamber  by  the  voice  of  the  wailing  brute 
who  was  howling  out  his  requiem  over  the  dead, 
Susan ;''  and  I  clutched  her  arm  with  my  con- 
vulsed fingers;  ^*  lam  innocent — you  know  that  I 
am  innocent !" 

"  My  poor  dear  lady,  you  will  break  my  heart*^ 

**  You  warned  me  that  there  would  be  bloodshed, 
Susan ;  but  I  did  not  heed  you.  Mad  with  ter- 
ror and  despair,  I  thought  only  of  myself, — and 
yet  I  had  been  warned — I  had  been  warned-^ — *' 

<<  I  do  beseech  you  to  listen  to  me,  my  lady ; 
indeed,  and  indeed ^^ 

*'  Where  did  they  meet  ?  Did  tht  murderer 
escape?  Did  your  master  curse  me  before  he 
died?" 

*'  Unless  your  ladyship  will  calm  yourself,  and 
let  me  speak ;'*  said  Susan  firmly;  "it  is  in  vain 
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for  me  to  hope  to  comfort  yoa.  There  is  a  great 
deal  to  be  done,  and  it  moat  be  done  by  you,  my 
lady " 

^^  Alas  !  alas  !  what  will  become  of  us !"  I  ex- 
claimed, writhing  like  one  in  the  agonies  of 
death. 

<^  Rely  upon  it  that  your  ladyship  does  Colonel 
Devereux  injustice  f*  persisted  Susan ;  ^^  from  all 
that  I  can  leam^  the  death  of  Sir  James  wai 
caused  by  an  accident  for  which  no  one  is  respon- 
sible/' 

^^  An  accident?  can  it  really  be  ?  Who  told 
you  that  it  was  an  acddent.  Who  saw  it?  How 
did  it  occur  ?'^ 

^^  I  do  not  yet  know  the  exact  particular^  my 
lady.  Hearing  a  great  noise  in  the  park,  and  die 
howling  of  a  dog  that  I  knew  at  once  by  his  Tokse 
must  be  one  of  my  master's  pointers,  I  ran  to  a 
short  distance  from  the  house,  fearing  I  did  not 

well  know  what,    when  I  saw,  my  lady -1 

saw  the  bleeding  body  of  Sir  James,  which 
two  peasants  were  carrying  in  their  arms*  I  bid 
my  own  fears^  I  will  not  deny  it;  and  in  my  tor- 
ror  I  began  to  question  these  men ;  but,  fbll  of 
anxiety  about  Sir  James,  they  answered  ffl* 
shortly :  '  He  did  it  himself— he  did  it  hiiMSlf- 
he  was  killed  by  his  own  gun.'  I  came  bade  with 
them  to  the  house,  and  wmlkad  dose  besidB  my 


A    PRETTY   WOMAN.  271 

master's  head^  in  the  hope  that  I  might  see  some 
sign  of  life,  but  I  watched  in  vain  i  the  blood  had 
stopped — and — and — in  short,  my  lady,  I  was 
assisting  to  remove  Sir  James  to  his  own  room, 
when  his  valet  came  running  to  tell  me  that  your 
Ladyship  had  fainted ;  and  I  know  no  more/' 

I  listened  with  panting  eagerness ;  but  the  hope 
which  had  for  an  instant  pierced  through  my 
agony,  once  more  abandoned  me  as  Susan  pro- 
ceeded with  her  narrative.  I  knew  too  well  the 
position  in  which  I  stood  both  to  my  husband  and 
Colonel  Devereux,  and  the  feelings  which  they 
mutually  entertained  towards  each  other,  to  ven- 
ture to  lean  upon  so  slight  a  reed  as  the  one  now 
tendered  to  me ;  and  this  knowledge,  combined 
with  the  imperfect  information  of  my  attendant, 
rather  served  to  deepen  than  to  decrease  the  awful 
suspicion  which  was  gnawing  at  my  heart.  More- 
over, Devereux  had  not  appeared  at  the  Lodge, 
although  I  had  apprised  him  that  I  would  be 
there  to  see  him  for  the  last  time.  Could  I  now 
doubt  what  it  was  that  led  him  to  neglect  that 
meeting  ?  At  what  a  moment,  too,  had  the  catas- 
trophe occurred  ?  Just  as  I  was  about  to  be  sub- 
jected to  the  last  indignity  with  which  the  autho- 
rity of  a  husband  enabled  Sir  James  to  visit  me. 
Was  not  all  then  fearfully  and  fatally  clear  ? 

In  this  emergency  I  felt  all  the  ardour  of  my  love 
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for  Devereux :  for  I  forgot  the  dead  man  who  lay 
stark  in  his  stiffening  blood  within  a  few  chsm- 
hers  of  my  own ;  I  forgot  the  horror^  and  perhaps 
it  might  be  also,  the  perils  of  my  own  situation, 
to  shudder  at  the  danger  whieh  impended  over 
him.  He,  the  guilty  one !  i^;ainst  whom  a  cry 
had  gone  up  to  heaven.  Would  he  escape  oat 
of  the  country  ?  And,  if  so^  whither  would  he  turn 
his  wandering  steps  ?  Friendless,  homeless,  and  an 
exile,  with  the  stain  of  blood  upon  his  heart,  and 
the  brand  of  Cain  upon  his  brow — ^he,  who  had 
been  a  spoiled  child  of  the  same  world,  which 
had  also  abandoned  me.  And  he  had  become  its 
outcast  for  my  sake— he  had  paid  this  bitter  price 
for  my  love — and  that  love  must  now  be  denied  to 
him  for  ever.  The  serpents  of  the  Laocoon  were 
not  more  crushing  or  more  deadly,  than  the  insi- 
dious and  snake-like  sophistries  which  rose  tumnl- 
tuously  within  me,  and  writhed  and  grappled  at 
my  heart;  but  I  shuddered  as  I  spumed  them 
back,  and  resolutely  bent  my  thoughts  upon  my 
own  probable  destiny, 

Susan  had  left  me  at  my  desire  to  obtain  more 
full  and  feasible  information  of  the  tragedy  wbidi 
had  been  enacted  almost  under  my  very  eyes; 
and  I  was  still  lost  in  a  sea  of  wild  conjeetore, 
when  she  returned,  with  an  expression  of  counte- 
nance that  almost  reassured  me. 
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^^  I  have  not  misled  your  ladyship^'^  she  said, 
so  soon  as  she  had  closed  the  door  behind  her ; 
"  every  one  tells  the  same  story.  The  peasants 
who  brought  my  master  home  were  working 
in  a  field  about  half  a  mile  from  here,  and 
saw  him  leave  the  open  park,  and  beat  the  small 
wood  near  the  road-side ;  after  which  he  jumped 
out  upon  the  pathway,  and  walked  slowly 
along,  with  his  gun  upon  his  shoulder,  and  lys 
head  bent  down,  as  if  he  was  ftiU  of  thought.  A 
groom  had  been  sent  some  days  ago  to  London 
by  Sir  James,  and  just  as  he  nearly  reached  the 
Lodge,  (which  your  ladyship  knows  stands  at  a 
turn  of  the  little  wood),  he  rode  up,  and  gave  Sir 
James  a  letter.  The  underwood  and  weeds  are 
thick  there ;  and  my  master,  having  rested  the 
butt-end  of  his  gun  on  the  ground,  leant  upon  the 
barrel  while  he  read  his  letter;  and  he  was  still 
doing  this  when  another  horseman  approached 
him,  riding  very  rapidly.  At  the  sound  of  his 
horse's  feet.  Sir  James  looked  up,  and  as  though 
he  knew  him,  made  him  a  sign  to  stop ;  folded 
his  letter,  and  hastily  lifted  his  gun,  without  re- 
marking that  it  was  entangled  among  the  long 
weeds  and  brambles ;  the  jerk  which  he  gave  to 
draw  it  out,  brought  the  trigger  in  contact  with 
some  weed  or  twig ;  it  went  off;  and  you  know 
the  rest,  my  lady — my  poor  master  was  killed 
on  the  spot.''  n  S 
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''  Is  this  true^  Susan  ?'^ 

**  They  all  swear  to  it,  groom,  and  peasants,  and 
all,  my  lady/' 

^^  And  the  horseman  ?'' 

'^  Fortunately,  your  ladyship,  it  was  Jacob  the 
new  stableman,  that  Sir  James  sent  to  London, 
and  he  had  never  seen  the  Colonel.  All  that  he 
could  say,  therefore,  was  that  the  strange  gentle- 
man was  muffled  up  about  the  chin,  wore  a  laige 
cloak,  and  rode  a  grey  horse/' 

"  Are  you  sure  that  he  said  a  grey  horse  P' 

"  Positive,  my  lady ;  and  besides,  the  farming 
men  remembered  seeing  both  the  horse  and  the 
man  pass  by  towards  Booksley  for  the  last  two 
mornings ;  only  they  said  that  to-day  he  was  later 
than  usual." 

''  And  what  did  he  when  he  saw  Sir  James 
fall  ?'' 

^^  He  jumped  off  his  horse,  my  lady,  and 
lifted  up  my  poor  master,  and  felt  his  heart;  and 
then  he  shook  his  head,  and  desired  the  men  to 
carry  Sir  James  carefully  up  to  the  house^  telling 
tliem  who  he  was ;  and  then,  when  he  saw  thefli 
about  to  obey  him,  he  mounted  again,  and  gal- 
lopped  off  towards  London." 

This  intelligence  calmed  me  at  once.  He  wai 
not  then  a  murderer — he  was  gnildesflf  of  my  bnt- 
band's  blood — the  very  oonsdousncss  of  thia  ^ 
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remoTed  its  heaviest  weight  from  my  heart.  Bat 
why  had  he  not  ridden  on  to  Rooksley,  now  that 
there  was  no  impediment  to  his  appearance, 
and  prepared  me  for  the  horrible  tragedy  of  the 
morning  ?" 

I  subsequently  learnt  the  cause.  The  letter 
which  Susan  had  delivered,  and  which  informed 
him  of  my  immediate  departure  for  Scotland, 
coupled  with  the  assurance  of  my  intention  to  see 
him  on  the  morrow  for  the  last  time,  had  con- 
vinced him  that  he  had  not  a  moment  to  lose  if 
he  would  secure  a  different  result.  He  had^  there- 
fore, ridden  to  the  post-town  to  provide  a  carriage, 
which  was  to  take  its  station  a  hundred  paces 
from  the  Wood  Lodge  at  midnight ;  never  doubt- 
ing that  the  woman  who  could  risk  such  an  inter- 
view at  such  a  moment,  would  offer  but  a  faint 
resistance  to  his  passionate  entreaties.  Yes,  that 
very  night,  on  which  the  pale  and  disfigured 
corpse  of  my  husband  lay  buried  in  its  everlasting 
sleep,  he  had  calculated  that  I  should  become  at 
once  a  fugitive  and  an  outcast  from  my  home,  and 
from  my  country !  Even  now,  I  shudder  as  I 
remember  the  precipice  upon  whose  brink  I 
stood;  and  the  awfulness  of  the  means  which 
saved  me. 

Other  arrangements,  connected  with  our  anti- 
cipated flight,  had  detained  him  until  so  late  an 
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hour,  that  he  was  compelled  to  remain  at  the 
post-town  all  night ;  and  he  was  on  the  way  to  our 
appointed  interview^  when  he  came  upon  Sir 
James ;  whom^  from  the  fact  that  his  face  was 
concealed  by  the  letter  upon  which  he  was  intent, 
he  had  not  recognised  until  he  passed  dose  beside 
him. 

Struck  by  the  fatal  inferences  which  might  be 
drawn,  should  it  be  discovered  that  he  was  an  eye- 
witness to  the  horrible  death  of  the  man  he  hated, 
he  had  no  sooner  ascertained  that  all  was  indeed 

over,  than  he  gallopped  back  to ^  dedaied 

that  he  found  it  necessary  to  hasten  his  journey, 
and  throwing  himself  into  the  carriage  which  he 
had  already  secured,  he  hurried  to  town  with  all 
the  speed  which  four  stout  horses  could  insure. 

Earnest  to  prevent  the  possibility  of  my  being 
implicated  in  the  melancholy  affidr,  as  he  was 
conscious  that  I  must  be  if  he  remained  absent 
from  London,  he  lost  not  a  moment  on  hia  arrival 
in  throwing  off  his  travdling-dreaa,  and  calling 
upon  my  mother ;  after  which'  he  made  a  dreut 
of  the  clubs,  and  then  returned  to  his  father^s 
house  I  where,  pleading  fatigue,  he  shut  faimsdf 
into  his  own  apartments,  in  order  that  he  mi|^ 
be  alone,  when  the  fittal  news,  which  he  was  awaie 
must  follow  him  in  a  few  hours,  should  be  proimil- 
gated. 
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This  proceeding  was  too  well-judged  and  too 
generous  to  be  either  guessed  at  or  appreciated  by 
me  at  such  a  moment ;  and  my  indignation  and 
wretchedness  at  his  neglect  and  apparent  indiffer- 
ence to  my  misery,  helped  me  to  overcome  the 
horror  of  my  position,  where  sympathy  and  kind- 
ness, however  active  and  insidious,  would  pro- 
bably have  failed. 

Amid  all  this  conflict  of  distempered  feeling,  I 
suddenly  remembered  the  necessity  of  despatch- 
ing a  messenger  in  all  haste  to  Lady  Madelaine, 
to  inform  her  of  the  tragic  event  which  had  just 
occurred ;  and  I  had  actually  seated  myself  at  my 
writing-table  before  I  became  conscious  of  the  ex- 
treme difficulty  of  the  task.  In  what  spirit  could 
I  address  her  ?  If  I  assumed  a  tone  of  grief,  she 
would  be  well  aware  of  the  hypocrisy  to  which  I 
had  condescended;  and  if  I  wrote  coldly,  she 
woidd  at  once  accuse  me  of  even  more  unholy  vices. 
Moreover,  I  knew  not  what  had.  become  of  De- 
vereux.  Should  he  be  still  in  the  neighbourhood, 
and  that  the  fact  became  known,  every  sentence 
that  I  wrote  mighty  perhaps,  be  tortured  into  an 
accusation  which  I  did  not  possess  the  •means  of 
rebutting.     What  was  to  be  done  ? 

Once  more  Susan  came  zealously  to  my  aid. 
"  Indeed,  my  lady,"  she  said  beseechingly ; 
"  you  are  not  yet  able  to  undertake  such  a  melan- 
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dence  in  town,  would  alike  oblige  me  to  submit 
in  a  certain  d^pree  to  her  authority.  I  could 
therefore  only  sigh  over  the  necessity,  and 
submit. 

This  letter  was  at  once  confided  to  the  groom 
who  had  witnessed  the  catastrophe  of  the  morning, 
with  strict  injunctions  to  travel  with  all  speed  to 
town ;  and  to  answer  the  questions  which  might 
be  put  to  him,  without  either  reserve  or  exagge- 
ration; and  I  made  this  selection,  because  I 
believed  that  the  account  given  by  a  person  who 
was  on  the  spot,  would  suffer  less  from  the  cross- 
questionings  of  suspicion  or  ill-will,  than  that  of 
one  who  merely  repeated  what  he  had  heard  from 
others. 

This  arrangement  was  scarcely  completed  when 
to  my  surprise  I  heard  the  wheels  of  a  carriage  pass 
over  the  gravel  under  my  window  at  a  rapid  pace ; 
and  in  five  minutes  afterwards  I  was  clasped  in 
the  arms  of  Lady  (yHalloran. 

No,  never,  never,  shall  I  forget  the  almost 
painful  happiness  of  that  moment.  I  had  still  a 
friend  !  There  was  no  room  for  doubt,  for  I  felt 
the  warm  tears  falling  upon  my  neck. 

^'  Eveleen;'^  she  at  length  said  in  an  accent  of 
real  feeling ;  ^^  how,  in  such  an  awful  trial  as  this, 
could  you  forget  that  I  was  near  you  ?    Were  you 
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not  sure  of  my  sympatihy  and  assistance  under 
any  circumstances  ?'* 

I  could  only  strain  her  closer  to  my  heart. 

^^  I  would  not  idly  inflict  another  pang  upon  you, 
my  poor  child  ^''  she  pursued  while  she  returned 
the  pressure  ;  "  but  I  haye  a  stern  duty  to  per- 
form ;"  and  as  she  spoke,  she  drew  me  towards  a 
sofa,  and  seated  herself  beside  me.  '^  One  ques- 
tion you  must  answer^  and  with  truths  as  yoa 
hope  for  consolation  in  this*  world.  Eveleen; 
strange,  terrible  rumours  have  reached  me ;  but 
I  will  trust  your  word — ^Are  you  innocent?" 

^^  I  am — I  am'^ — I  exclaimed  eagerly,  as  I  cist 
myself  on  my  knees  before  her,  with  clasped  hands 
and  streaming  eyes:  '^ Innocent,  most  innooent 
in  act ;  but  guilty,  I  fear,  in  heart." 

^^  After  this  admission  I  cannot  doubt  you; 
guilty  or  not^  my  age  left  me  free  to  offer  conio* 
lation  to  your  father's  child ;  but  hoping  that  you 
had  been  misjudged,  I  have  brought  you  slso 
another  comforter,  for  you  have  need  of  all  cor 
tenderness/^  And  replacing  me  gently  upon  the 
sofa,  she  rang,  and  desired  that  her  daughter-in- 
law,  who  still  remained  in  the  carriage^  might  be 
requested  to  join  her  in  my  dressing-room. 

**  And  now,  calm  yourself,  Eveleen  ^  she  said  s 
**  and  find  consolation  in  learning  the  happinert 
which  your  assurance  has  given  me.    Yoa  knov 
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not  how  my  lieart  has  bled  for  you,  since  those 
horrid  doubts  were  awakened  in  my  mind.  Im- 
prudent though  you  may  have  been,  let  your  past 
errors  be  subject  indeed  of  deep  regret^  but  not  of 
despair.  You  are  still  very  young ;  but  you  have 
already  had  opportunity  to  appreciate  the  hoUow- 
ness  and  falsehood  of  that  world  which  you  loved 
too  well  for  your  own  peace ;  let  your  past  expe- 
rience be  to  you  as  the  fire  to  the  gold  in  the 
crucible,  and  you  may  yet  have  occasion  to  be 
grateful  for  the  trials  which  awakened  you  to 
higher  and  better  hopes." 

She  had  scarcely  ceased  speaking  when  the 
door  again  opened,  and  the  pure  and  heavenly 
eyes  of  the  younger  Lady  (yHalloran  met  my 
own. 

•*  The  world  has  done  her  injustice,  Margaret;*' 
said  my  kind  comforter;  ^'  take  her  to  your  heart, 
for  the  bruised  reed  must  be  bound  up.*' 

Long  and  earnest  was  the  embrace  which  we 
exchanged  ;  but  even  amid  all  my  emotion  I  felt 
humbled  by  the  striking  contrast  which  we  pre- 
sented. Calm  and  serene  in  her  almost  saint- 
like beauty,  no  cloud  had  gathered  upon  the 
radiant  brow  of  that  young  girl ;  no  trace  of  pas- 
sion had  marred  the  purity  of  her  beautyi;  while  I 
was  crushed  and  withered  by  the  spirit-war  which 
had  so  long  been  scorching  up  my  youth. 
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I  was  noty  however,  suffered  to  dwell  long  upon 
so  bitter  a  contemplation,  for  the  watchful  old  lady 
as  if  conscious  that  a  new  sooroe  of  suffering  had 
been  opened  within  me,  suddenly  exdaimed: 
^^  You  must  allow  me,  my  dear  Lady  Domton,  to 
assume  at  once  the  authority  of  an  old  and  sincere 
friend.  You  cannot  remain  under  this  roof  it 
present ;  nor  are  you  competent  to  control  tbe 
mournful  arrangements  which  mqst  necessarily  be 
made,  before  either  your  mother  or  Lord  Otter- 
ford  can  arrive  from  town ;  go  then  at  once  to  the 
Hall  with  Margaret ;  my  son  is  from  home,  sod 
no  one  can  intrude  upon  your  privacy;  I  wiU 
remain  here  for  a  short  time,  during  which  yoor 
woman  can  obey  any  orders  which  you  may  wish  , 
to  give,  and  then  follow  you.  Meanwhile,  lisr- 
garet  will  herself  bear  you  company^  and,  I  trust, 
afford  you  comfort/* 

I  could  only  bless  her  for  the  suggestion ;  and 
ere  long  I  left  the  house  of  death  calmer,  and 
more  full  of  hope  than  I  had  expected  again  to  be 
in  this  world. 

A  faint  sickness  crept  over  me  as  I  passed  the 
chamber  of  my  husband ;  but  I  nevertheless  qn 
preached  the  door,  and  would  have  entered  to 
look  upon  him  for  the  last  time,  as  though  tlus 
tardy  duty  could  compensate  for  my  past  errois. 
My  intention  was,  however,  instantly  ni^gatifsd 
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by  Lady  O^Halloran,  who  was  already  aware  of 
the  frightful  spectacle  which  would  have  awaited 
me ;  nor  did  I  attempt  to  dispute  her  will. 

And  thus  I  once  more  quitted  the  home  of  my 
childhood,  amid  silence,  and  gloom,  and  terror ; 
leaving  behind  no  one  to  regret  me,  or  to  sympa- 
thize in  my  early  sorrows.  All  was  darkness 
there ;  but  still  before  me  rose  one  distant  ray  of 
light.  The  torch  had  been  ignited  by  the  fair 
young  creature  who  bore  me  company,  and  who 
had  already  whispered  amid  her  tears,  words 
of  divine  consolation  which  I  now  heard  for  the 
first  time,  and  which  seemed  to  bring  peace  upon 
their  breath. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

I  was  transported  to  a  new  world.  I  was  fike 
the  tempest-tossed  and  shipwrecked  mariner^  who 
is  suddenly  cast  ashore  upon  one  of  those  trea- 
sure-teeming islands^  where  all  is  fresh,  and  greent 
and  young,  as  though  it  had  just  sprang  into 
existence;  one  of  those  dreamy  and  delidooi 
solitudes  of  which  distant  voyagers  bring  bade 
tales  which  are  so  glowing  as  to  seem  almoit 
fabulous.  No  ill-judged  andoflBooua  sympalby 
was  forced  upon  me  at  momenta  when  I  was 
unable  to  bear  the  words  of  consolation ;  no  r^- 
trospect  was  intruded  upon  me  which  conld  jsr 
one  chord  of  my  weary  spirits ;  but  in  those  houn 
the  beautiful  young  wife,  her  eyes  teeming  with  a 
quiet  joy  which  to  me  was  as  novel  as  it  wss 
soothing,  would  come  and  seat  herself  beside  mOi 
with  her  infant  in  her  arms,  and  gradually  win  ms 
back  to  composure. 
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It  was  a  holy  picture  ;  and  it  awoke  my  heart 
to  thoughts  and  feelings  hitherto  unknown  to  me. 
Even  such  as  she  was  might  I  have  been,  had  I 
known  how  to  regulate  my  passions,  and  to 
control  my  vanity.  How  fatal  had  been  my 
mistake ! 

Day  succeeded  day  in  the  same  unbroken  and 
spirit-healing  calm.  I  knew  that  Lord  Otterford 
had  arrived  at  Rooksley^  and  that  an  official 
investigation  had  taken  place  which  had  ratified 
the  fact  of  Sir  James's  involuntary  self-destruc- 
tion. In  announcing  to  me  the  refusal  of  my 
mother  to  comply  with  my  request  that  she 
should  come  to  me  in  my  grief,  the  kind-hearted 
Lady  O^Halloran  was  careful  to  mitigate  the  pang 
which  she  imagined  that  her  information  must 
necessarily  inflict,  by  also  acquainting  me  with 
the  satisfaction  expressed  by  Lord  Otterford  at 
my  removal  from  the  house  to  her  generous 
guardianship,  and  the  request  he  had  ventured 
that  she  would  continue  to  afford  me  her  protec- 
tion until  some  definite  arrangement  could  be 
made. 

**  When  all  is  over  ;'*  she  concluded,  "  he  will 
visit  you  here,  before  he  again  departs  for  town ; 
and  I  would  counsel  you,  my  dear  Eveleen,  to 
entreat  his  influence  with  your  mother  to  reii^eive 
you  under  her  own  roof,  at  least  until  the  expire- 
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^  Ton  hare,  indeed :  and  in  that  support  alone 
can  I  trust  during  the  many  weary  months  wfaidi 
await  me." 

And  she  had  done  so ;  gently,  but  in  surpiise 
at  my  insensilnlitT,  she  had  led  me  on  to  entertain 
a  less  exalted  idea  of  mere  human  strength,  and 
human  perfectibility ;  she  had  taught  me  to  look 
into  my  own  heart,  and  to  discover  its  hoUowness ; 
she  had,  in  short,  wakened  a  new  nature  within 
me;  unstable  and  weak  as  yet,  it  is  true,  but 
which  might  perchance  prove  to  be  the  germ  of 
better  things ;  and  this,  too,  in  the  space  of  one 
short  week,  without  dogmatism,  without  dictation, 
without  rebuke;  but  simply,  earnestly,  and 
fondly;  as  a  mother  might  have  recalled  her 
wandering  child  to  the  yearning  heart  which 
panted  to  receive  her  back. 

No  wonder,  then,  that  I  deprecated  any  change 
in  my  position ;  that  I  shrank  at  the  idea  of  the 
visit  which  awaited  me ;  the  meeting,  which  in 
every  point  of  view,  presented  a  bitter  trial.  My 
own  mother  had  spumed  my  prayer  for  help ;  and 
it  was  he  whom  I  had  still  more  deeply  injured, 
who  was  about  to  stand  before  me ;  perhaps  to 
rebuke  me  with  my  treachery ;  perhaps  to  reproach 
me  with  my  past  errors ;  perhaps,  too — and  this 
was  the  most  horrible  thought  of  all — perhaps. 
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the  fij&wtae  mrjmirui  zj  tke  aspect  cc  the 
fancml  dress  vaics.  was  fynsut  ocs  in  ibt  dress* 
ing-nxMB.  I  had  been  fepaeed  ta  expect  it  od 
the  daiT  cpoa  wiuczi  tbe  GO«c«icxes  of  Sir  James 
were  to  be  peftomied :  bat  when  I  was  actuaUv 
in  pfcaenoe  of  tiua  disBal  BMckcrr  of  woe,  and 
looked  into  bt  own  beait,  it  seeaaed  to  afford  the 
moat  bitter  Cfiigiam,  alike  npon  the  present  and 
the  past ;  and  my  blood  curdled  as  I  submitted  to 
its  adJQStmeot.  My  kmg  and  hixnriant  hair  was 
atrained  hmtk,  and  concealed  beneath  the  close 
borders  of  a  muslin  c^,  which  formed  a  dense 
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to  Sir  Jamo  as  a  vise.  I  could  aot.  ijf%qilKfe»> 
oootempiate  fais  msiaD^  &tie  vidKnt  a  pm:«  t^ 
more  bitter  bocasae  I  v:as  oooaooos  diat  I  bad 
probabiT  been  ita  iaTokiDtaiT  caose.  Had  ik4 
Deremix  af^xared  befcie  him  at  that  erentnu 
momeot,  be  would,  witboat  doubt,  baiY  been  mon^ 
guarded  in  his  mcn-ements ;  and  was  not  I>eref^ux 
even  then  on  his  way  to  the  meeting  whkb  I  bad 
myself  ^pointed  ? 

These  were  bitter  oonvictions ;  and  as  the  un« 
conscioos  tears  streamed  over  my  wan  cheeks,  I 
ceased  to  believe  mjraelf  so  guiltless  as  I  had 
hitherto  striven  to  appear ;  but  then,  once  nuut^ 
uprose  the  memory  of  the  cruel  cheat  which  had 
been  practised  upon  me — tlie  falsehood  and 
tyranny  of  which  I  had  been  made  the  victim—* 
and  I  passed  from  the  contemplation  of  my 
wrongs,  to  tbe  prospect  of  brighter  days  to  coinc« 
These  were  again  banished  in  their  turn»  by 
gloomy  visions  of  the  house  of  death,  the 
shrouded  corse,  and  the.  funereal  traiui  which  had 
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specCilory  I  aEzain  retired  to  tLie  soLrade  of  my  own 
apartment,  tbe  aaoie  reaetdoos  tbOoved  me. 

The  windows  were  noiiz  open^  and  I  leant 
eager!  J  oat  to  catch  the  cool  wind  apon  my  throb- 
bing brow,  as  it  swept  orer  the  ieafj  stretch  ot 
forest-timber  before  me.  Its  induence  was  whole- 
some. As  I  gazed  oat,  I  clasped  my  hands 
in  prayer ;  when,  as  if  in  answer  to  the  appeal, 
I  heard  booming  apon  the  wind,  slow,  measured, 
and  rendered  eyen  more  solemn  by  distance,  the 
deep  pealing  of  a  death-belL  It  needed  no  in- 
terpreter :  it  was  the  toll  of  the  yillage  church  bell 
of  Rooksley,  inyiting  to  the  shelter  of  its  yaults 
the  dead  for  whom  I  wore  those  clinging  weeds. 

Instinctiyely  I  fell  upon  my  knees,  and  still  I 
heard  the  solemn  cadence  rolling  oyer  hill  and 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


I  was  jet  upon  my  knees,  with  my  fiieelcwui^ 
on  my  folded  aims,  when  thedoor  of  mydresm^ 
room  was  so  softly  opened  that  I  was  not  awai« 
erf*  being  seen;  ontil  I  heard  the  low  Toios  of  my 
hostess  whisper  gently : 

^  Here  is  the  mourner.  Judge  if  she  has  nead 
of  your  pity  and  protection.** 

I  raised  my  weary  head,  and  with  an  emotion 
more  acute  than  I  had  eyer  before  experienced,  I 
saw  Lord  Otterford  with  a  pale  cheek,  but  a  stem 
eye,  standing  before  me.  Lady  CHalloran  had 
already  retired,  and  was  closing  the  door  behind 
her.  As  I  slowly  rose  from  my  knees,  I  detected 
that  the  expression  of  Lord  Otterfbrd's  counter 
nance  softened,  as  if  inyoluntarily.  The  deep  and 
eyidently  sincere  dejection  in  which  he  found  me 
had  touched  him,  despite  his  sense  of  wrong ;  and 
as  he  threw  himself  into  a  seat,  he  covered  his 
face  with  his  spread  hand. 
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« 

Eveleen^ — as  it  is,  I  feel  compelled  at  once  to 
pardon  and  to  pity  yoo.'^ 

I  mshed  forward,  and  cast  myself  at  his  feet. 

"  Yes — you  do  well ;"  he  pursued ;  "  that  is 
the  most  fitting  posture  you  can  assume  while 
listening  to  what  I  have  to  tell.  The  pride  of 
self  dependence  and  self  appreciation  have  nothing 
in  common  with  such  an  hour  as  this,  when  the 
scent  of  the  death-soil  is  still  clinging  to  my  own 
garments,  and  the  solemn  words  of  the  burial- 
service  sounding  in  my  ears ;  and  when  the  weeds 
in  which  you  are  yourself  clad  are  new  and  strange 
to  you.  I  will  spare  you  any  unnecessary  details 
for  both  our  sakes;  but  with  certain  circum- 
stances it  is  alike  expedient  and  proper  that  you 
should  be  made  acquainted.  I  need  scarcely 
inform  you  that  Sir  James  has  left  no  testamen- 
tary document  of  any  description,  either  here  or 
in  town.  No  foreshadowing  of  his  approaching 
and  fearful  end  had  warned  him  to  accomplish 
this  duty ;  and  I  was,  consequently,  from  your  own 
silence  upon  the  subject,  left  free  to  comply  with 
the  injunctions  of  your  mother  as  to  the  mode  of 
his  interment.  And  here,  Eveleen,  I  should  have 
bounded  my  relation  with  regard  to  your  unfor- 
tunate husband,  had  I  found  you  in  a  less 
becoming  frame  of  mind;  but,  under  existing 
circumstances,  I  feel  compelled  to  confide  to  you 
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one  fact,  which  after  you  have  recovered  the  first 
shock  of  the  intelligence,  may  tend  to  lessen  the 
compunction  which  you  must  naturally  expe- 
rience when  you  look  back  upon  your  conduct  as 
a  wife/^ 

I  pressed  my  lips  upon  his  hand,  and  listened 
eagerly. 

^^You  may  have  heard  that  Sir  James  bad 
rested  the  fatal  fowling-piece  upon  the  ground  in 
order  to  read  a  letter,  which  he  had  just  received 
from  town  by  his  own  messenger ;  and  that  be  was 
still  engaged  in  its  perusal  when  the  sudden 
appearance  of  an  individual — Eveleen,  I  detect 
your  shudder,  but  I  will  not,  I  dare  not,  ask  you 
if  you  can  determine  the  identity  of  that  indi- 
vidual ;  for  despite  all  the  facts  which  would 
seem  to  negative  my  suspicion,  I  am  but  too 
painfully  convinced  of  a  frightful  truth — that 
letter  is  now  in  my  possession.''  He  paused. 
He  evidently  dreaded  the  effect  of  his  next 
words ;  while  I  gazed  up  at  him  with  dry  and 
dilated  eyes,  and  parched  and  parted  lips. 

"That  letter, '^  he  resumed  after  an  instant; 
"  was  in  reply  to  one  which  he  had  himself 
written  ;  and  it  came  from — Mrs.  Delamaine.'' 

I  made  no  gesture  of  indignation ;  I  felt  none. 
I  only  bowed  my  bead  once  more  upon  his  knees, 
overwhelmed  by  a  feeling  which  was  half  horror 
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ind  half  reBeL  Lord  Otter£9rd  bent  orer  me  in 
wonder,  as  be  wbispered :  ^  Do  yon  understand 
mCy  Ereleen  r" 

I  made  a  gestore  of  assent. 

^  Do  yon  desire  to  see  that  letter  r^ 

**NeTerr 

^And  yon  are  right,  poor  child!  Suffice  it 
then  that,  although  its  contents  by  no  means 
justify  your  past  errors,  they  nerertheless  afford 
painful  eridence  that  the  indignities  to  which  you 
have  been  lately  subjected,  arose  less  from  a 
desire  on  the  part  of  your  husband  to  punish 
your  levity  and  to  reform  your  conduct,  than  to 
disembarrass  himself  of  your  presence  ;  and  this 
fact,  mortifying  as  it  must  appear  to  you,  I  have 
considered  it  my  duty  not  to  withhold  in  justice 
to  both  parties.  I  must  also  state,  although  I  am 
aware  that  upon  this  point  you  are  careless,  that 
the  affairs  of  Sir  James  are  considerably  involved, 
despite  his  apparently  profuse  expenditure;  but 
as  nearly  aU  his  engagements  appear  to  have 
been  debts  contracted  at  the  gaming«table,  which 
may  be  legally  evaded,  it  is  necessary  that  I 
should  understand  if  you  intend  to  recognise 
them.'' 

"  To  the  last  penny,  my  lord.*' 

^^  Lanticipated  no  less  from  your  sense  of  right. 
And  now,  Eveleen,''  he  added  sadly ;  **  we  have 
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hoarsely,  and  evidently  struggling  against  some 
powerful  emotion ;  "  that  your  mother  was  not 
the  only  victim  of  your  treachery — that  your 
words  carried  with  them  a  venom  which  distilled 
a  double  poison." 

Self-convicted  and  repentant,  I  dared  not  seek 
to  justify  myself. 

"  The  eflFect  of  this  fatal  error  has  extended  still 
further;^'  pursued  Liord  Otterford,  who  was  at 
no  loss  to  interpret  the  humiliation  of  my  silence  ; 
"  for  it  has  tended  to  close  your  mother's  heart 
against  you,  I  fear  for  ever.  My  entreaties,  for 
wounded  as  I  was,  Eveleen,  I  could  still  feel  for 
you,  produced  no  change  in  her  determination ; 
she  has  refused  not  only  to  receive,  but  even  to 
see  you.  Her  utmost  condescension  was  the  ex- 
pression of  her  desire  that  you  should,  at  least 
during  the  year  of  your  widowhood,  fulfil  the  in- 
tention of  Sir  James,  and  reside  at  Glenfillan, 
under  the  protection  of  her  sister/* 

I  gasped  for  breath.  The  vision  of  Adela^s 
death-bed  rose  before  me,  with  all  its  appalling 
accessories;  and  it  was  with  difficulty  that  I 
could  support  myself. 

"  Every  thing  has  been  already  prepared  at  the 
Castle  for  your  reception  ;'*  he  continued ;  "  you 
will  be,  in  every  respect,  your  own  mistress,  and 
secure  from  all  the  comments  of  a  censorious 
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left  in  ignormnce  of  the  feelings  and  the  sympathy 
of  him  whose  affection  had  now  become  the  only 
hope  of  my  existence  !  Tet  the  accent  of  Liord 
Otteiford  was  so  full  of  conviction^  so  earnest, 
and  so  persaasive,  that  I  coold  not  resist  its  in- 
fluence.    I  promised  what  he  exacted. 

^'  Be  true  to  your  pledge,  Eveleen  ;''  he  said 
as  he  bent  down,  and  kissed  my  forehead ;  '^  and, 
should  you  wish  it,  I  will  frequently  be  your 
guest.  I  must  at  once  return  to  town  :  your  own 
affairs  exact  it ;  and  it  will  be  with  a  heart  re*- 
tieyed  from  a  weight  of  anxiety  on  your  account, 
that  I  shall  report  your  obedience  to  your  mo- 
ther. I  would  entreat  you,  meanwhile,  to  regu- 
late with  Lady  O^Halloran,  (to  whom  you  owe  a 
heavy  debt  of  gratitude,)  the  period  of  your  own 
departure ;  that  done,  acquaint  me  with  your 
determinatioo,  and  I  will  hasten  to  protect  you 
to  your  new  home.  And  now,  farewell ;  give  me 
your  hand  once  more ;  let  not  the  promise  of  this 
hour,  in  which  I  feel  a  faith  which  it  would  in- 
deed pain  me  to  find  misplaced,  prove  fallacious ; 
and  I  trust  that  brighter  prospects  may  open  upon 
us  all." 

Need  I  say  with  what  emotion  I  responded  to 
this  unhoped-for  kindness?  I  forgot  for  the 
moment  all  save  my  happiness  in  being  thus  res- 
tored to  the  good  opinion  of  my  mother's  hus- 
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hand.  I  scarcely  cared  to  remember  that  that 
mother  herself  had  not  vouchsafed  to  me  one  word 
of  sympathy  or  pity ;  I  forgot  the  exile  to  which 
I  had  pledged  myself;  my  enforced  separation 
from  Devereux :  the  yet  unclosed  tomb  of  my 
husband;  I  felt  only  that  I  might  yet  re- 
gain the  esteem  of  the  world,  and  become  an 
object  of  affection  to  those  from  whom  my  former 
faults  had,  as  I  once  believed,  separated  me  for 
ever. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 


My  leave-taking  with  Lady  O'Halloran  and  her 
daughter  was  a  most  trying  one ;  when,  at  the 
close  of  a  month,  I  summoned  Lord  Otterford  to 
perform  his  promise.  I  had  lately  lived  in  such 
an  atmosphere  of  affection  and  peace  that  I  had 
almost  ceased  to  regret  the  world  and  its  gaieties ; 
but  my  old  yearning  grew  upon  me  \^hen  I  con- 
templated the  change  to  which  I  was  about  to  be 
subjected.  I  repressed  the  feeling,  however ;  and 
strengthened  by  the  approbation  of  my  estimable 
hostess,  I  uttered  no  repining ;  and  the  rather  as 
she  pledged  herself  that  she  would  spend  some 
months  with  me  at  Glenfillan,  accompanied  by  the 
gentle  Margaret  and  her  infant  daughter. 

The  gratification  of  Lord  Otterford  was  lively 
and  sincere  when  he  was  apprised  of  this  arrange- 
ment.    He  at  once  felt,  as  a  man  of  the  world. 
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having  given  Liord  Otterford  full  powers  to  act 
for  me  upon  every  point  according  to  his  own 
discretion,  I  at  length  reached  the  gloomy  ter- 
mination of  my  journey.  As  we  drove  into  the 
vast  and  desolate  court,  I  flung  myself  upon  the 
breast  of  my  companion ;  and  for  the  first  time 
since  our  departure  from  England,  gave  free  loose 
to  my  long  pent-up  emotions ;  but  I  soon  rallied 
when  he  represented  to  me  the  inevitable  effects 
of  so  ill-timed  a  weakness ;  and  before  my  meet- 
ing with  Lady  Flora,  I  had  succeeded  in  suppress- 
ing all  external  demonstrations  of  the  misery  that 
lay  heavy  at  my  heart. 

I  shall  not  weary  the  reader  by  a  detail  of  the 
loneliness  and  monotony  of  my  existence  at  Glen- 
fiUan  after  the  departure  of  my  affectionate  and 
anxious  travelling-companion.  Suffice  it  that  at 
the  close  of  a  month  or  two  of  utter  despondency, 
I  began  to  accuse  myself  of  cowardice  and  egotism 
in  thus  wasting  life  in  weak  and  useless  indolence. 
The  thought  of  Devereuz  returned  upon  me,  too, 
brighter  and  dearer  than  ever.  I  must  not  fail 
now,  for  his  sake  !  I  looked  around  me,  and  each 
succeeding  day  discovered  how  much  I  was  in- 
debted to  the  consideration  of  Lord  Otterford. 
My  personal  servants  had  been  bribed  by  an  in- 
crease of  salary  to  bury  themselves,  at  least  for  a 
few  months,  in  the  country,  in  order  to  afford  me 
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their  services ;  the  applianoes  of  convenience  and 
even  luxury  wliich  had  been  dedicated  to  my  es- 
pecial use  in  town,  had  preceded  me  to  Scotland : 
and  Lady  Flora^  the  tyrannical  jailer  who  had 
lent  herself  unhesitatingly  to  the  projects  of  Sir 
James,  forewarned  in  time,  was  all  humility  and 
obsequiousness.  The  one  great  ambition  of  her 
life  was  realized ;  she  was  again  an  in-dweller  of  her 
father's  castle ;  and  as  she  had  been  made  aware 
that  her  continuance  under  that  coveted  roof  de- 
pended solely  on  my  pleasure,  she  bent  herself, 
with  admirable  ductility^  to  the  new  exigencies  of 
her  position. 

My  faithful  Susan  was  a  treasure  to  me  amid 
this  natural  and  moral  wilderness.  I  had 
requested  Lord  Otterford,  while  arranging  my 
pecuniary  afiairs,  to  ensure  such  a  provision  for 
life  to  the  faithful  girl  as  might  enable  her  to 
realise  the  fond  visions  of  her  heart;  but  she 
refused  to  abandon  me  during  my  sojourn  at 
Glenfillan ;  and  to  her  I  turned  for  comfort  and 
encouragement  in  every  moment  of  despondency. 
She  it  was  who  drew  my  attention  to  the  school 
founded  by  my  sister,  and  to  the  poor  whom  she 
had  fed  ;  and  I  eagerly  embraced  the  prospect  of 
occupation  and  interest  afforded  by  an  emulation 
of  her  exertions. 

I  soon  became  popular  in  the  ndghbonrfaood^ 
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for  I  was  rich  in  means^  and  subdued  in  spirit ; 
and  where  the  evil  was  beyond  the  reach  of  gold, 
I   was  blessed  for   my  words  of  sympathy  and 
comfort.   My  home-hours  were  the  most  difficult 
to  support  with  resignation;   for  when  I  found 
myself  alone  in  the  keen  mountain  air,  or  seated 
in  the  humble   dwellings  of   my  pensioners,  my 
thoughts  were  not  wholly  absorbed  by  self,  and 
for  a  time  I  forgot  to  dwell  upon  my  trials,  and 
learned  to  trust  in  a  future  which  was  to  compen- 
sate   for    all.      It    was   during    my   periods   of 
enforced  companionship  with  Lady  Flora  that  I 
felt  the  whole  weight  and  tedium  of  my  position. 
No  longer  able,  from  weakened  sight,  to  weave 
the    knights    and    sheperdesses    in    which    she 
formerly  delighted,  she  had  taken  refuge  in  the 
knitting-needles  bequeathed  to  her  by  her  mater- 
nal aunt ;  and  wholly  absorbed  in  her  monotonous 
and  interminable  occupation,  passed  hours  beside 
me  without  the  utterance  of  a  syllable. 

Such  was  the  broad  outline  of  my  existence 
until  the  arrival  of  my  promised  guests;  only 
relieved  at  long  intervals  by  the  brief  visits  of 
Lord  Otterford,  who  encouraged  me  in  my  faint 
efforts  in  well-doing,  and  chid  me  gently  for  the 
neglect  which  I  had  evidently  shewn  towards  my 
own  health.  I  was  in  truth  sadly  changed.  The 
interest  which  I  took  in  all  that  passed  around 
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the  coldness  and  indifference  of  her  replies  for- 
bade all  hope  of  any  concession  on  her  part. 

At  length  came  the  spring ;  and  with  the  spring 
the  beloved  guests  whom  I  had  so  long  awaited. 
Lady  O'Halloran^  with  her  usual  far-sighted  con- 
sideration, had  deferred  her  visit  until  near  the 
close  of  my  year  of  mourning.  She  wished  to 
judge  of  the  effect  which  this  long  seclusion  had 
produced  upon  my  character ;  and  she  had  also 
another  reason  which  she  did  not  state,  but  which 
I  was  subsequently  enabled  to  appreciate. 

Our  meeting  was  even  more  sad  than  we  anti- 
cipated. Shocked  and  alarmed  at  the  change 
which  was  visible  in  my  whole  appearance ;  at 
my  attenuated  form,  the  red  spot  in  my  cheek, 
and  the  bright  light  in  my  eye,  the  warm-hearted 
old  lady  could  not  conceal  her  uneasiness ;  and 
our  first  greetings  were  scarcely  over  when  she 
drew  me  apart,  and  pillowing  my  pale  brow  on 
her  shoulder,  began  to  question  me  as  to  the 
cause  of  my  evidently  altered  health. 

"  Be  frank  with  me,  Eveleen  '*  she  said  ;  "  you 
have  some  new  and  pungent  sorrow  gnawing  at 
your  heart,  which  is  independent  of  the  past. 
What  is  it,  my  poor  child  ?" 

The  flood-gates  of  my  grief  opened  at  once.  I 
had  hitherto  borne  my  burthen  in  silence ;  not 
even  to  Susan  had  I  confided  the  apprehension 
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which  was  sapping  my  existence;  but  now  I 
poured  forth  on  the  bosom  of  this  inestimable 
friend  all  the  anguish  and  humiliation  of  my  spirit. 

Lady  O'Halloran  listened  dejectedly^  and  in 
silence.  ^'  I  might  have  foreseen,*^  she  said 
bitterly,  "  that  you  still  loved  this  man ;  but, 
Eveleen^  you  must  no  longer  yidA  to  a  weakness 
which  has  become  unworthy.  I  have  deferred 
my  arrival  here  until  this  late  period,  in  order  to 
await  with  you  the  dose  of  your  period  of  exile, 
and  to  reclaim  you  as  a  guest.  Tou  have  yet 
much  to  endure,  but  you  will  not  disappoint  my 
hopes ;  you  will  struggle  to  be  just  to  yourself; 
and  to  avenge  your  blighted  name.  I  will  not 
abandon  you  to  yourself  until  yon  have  convinced 
me  that  you  are  worthy  of  the  trust.'* 

I  looked  up  at  her  in  silence;  but  with  be- 
seeching in  my  eyes. 

"  Yes — perhaps  it  will  be  better  so — "  she  mur- 
mured as  if  unconsciously ;  ^  sooner  or  later  the 
blow  must  fall,  and  why  not  now,  when  her  own 
fears  have  partially  prepared  her  for  the  truth  ? — 
You  must  forget  this  man^  poor  sofierer  /*  she 
continued,  as  she  folded  me  in  her  arms ;  **  thei^ 
is  a  gulf  between  you  which  can  never  be  over- 
passed. This  is  your  last  trial,  and  you  must 
receive  it  in  patience  and  hnmiHty.^ 

''He  wiU  not  obey  their  bidding;''  I  giq)ed 


A   PRETTY  WOMAN.  313 

out ;  ^^  be  the  difficulties  what  they  may,  his  af- 
fection will  overcome  them.*' 

^^Eveleen,  remember  how  long  he  has  aban- 
doned you  to  sorrow  and  to  doubt/' 

"  He  was  forbidden,  like  myself^  to  seek  a 
meeting — he  hoped  for  brighter  days — he  trusted 
in  patience,  as  I  have  done,  to  the  future/' 

*^  Deceive  yourself  no  longer,  my  poor  child. 
In  the  cruel  pride  of  his  heart  he  has  forsaken 
you — to  preserve  what  he  sees  fit  to  call  his 
honour,  he  has  left  you  to  the  desolation  of  your 
own  spirit.  The  passion  of  which  he  boasted, 
could  not  resist  the  influence  of  envenomed 
tongues ;  he  had  not  the  moral  courage  requisite 
to  enforce  either  your  justification,  or  his  own — 
and,  in  short,  Eveleen,  you  must  think  of  him  no 
more." 

I  made  no  effort  to  interrupt  these  crushing 
words.  I  listened  eagerly,  breathlessly,  as  though 
my  Ufe  hung  upon  their  import ;  and  yet  I  did 
not  clearly  comprehend  their  force ;  and  Lady 
(yHalloran  had  long  ceased  to  speak,  while  I  still 
listened,  as  though  I  had  more  to  learn,  and  that 
all  I  had  already  heard  were  subject  of  compara- 
tive insignificance. 

"  Speak,  Eveleen  ;**  at  length  exclaimed  my 
companion,  terrified  at  the  silence  by  which  her 
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communication  had  been  succeeded;  ^^tell  me 
that  you  will  forget  this  weak  and  worthless 
man/' 

^^  We  forget  all  in  the  grave  ;'*  I  said  as  I  rose 
calmly  from  beside  her :  '^  AO !  even  the  one 
hope  of  a  whole  existence.  And  now  let  me  leave 
vou  for  a  time ;  I  must  be  alone— to  think.^ 

"  I  will  accompany  you  to  your  room,  Eveleen, 
do  not  restrain  your  tears^  they  will  relieve  jonf 

'^  I  have  no  tears  to  shed  ;*'  I  whispered  hoarsely, 
as  I  tottered  from  the  apartment  upon  her  sup- 
porting arm  ;  "  I  have  no  time  for  tears ;  I  must 
be  alone — to  think/* 

I  was  conveyed  to  my  chamber^  and  laid  in  my 
bed.  A  brain-fever  supervened.  The  same  phy- 
sician who  witnessed  the  agonies  of  Adela,  now 
watched  over  mine;  the  same  dreary  stilliiess 
reigned  throughout  the  house.  Lord  (yHallorui 
hastened  to  remove  his  wife  and  child  to  their 
more  happy  home ;  but  his  mother  lingered  beside 
what  she  believed  to  be  my  death-oouch,  in  order 
to  fulfil  her  last  pledge  to  her  old  friend. 

I  was  not,  however,  destined  to  sink  under  my 
trial.  Life  was  yet  too  strong  within  me ;  and  after 
many  weeks  of  danger  and  delirium,  my  ftcalties 
recovered  their  balance.  To  what  a  dreary  waking 
was  I  condemned !     Even  the  wild  and  fitful 
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visions  of  my  fever  had  been  less  bitter  and 
exhausting  than  the  crushing  memories  which 
hovered^  like  foul  spectres  of  the  past,  about  my 
restless  pillow  during  my  convalescence.  How 
often  did  I  close  my  languid  and  stiffened  eyelids, 
and  pray  to  die — to  die  as  Adela  had  done,  and 
to  be  at  rest.  But  even  as  that  impious  wish 
rose  within  me,  the  low -voiced  breath  of  prayer 
murmured  beside  my  bed;  and  the  ministering 
angel  who  knew  the  struggle  that  was  going  on 
within  me,  recalled  me  to  calmer  and  more  holy 
thoughts. 

Slowly  and  painfully  I  was  restored  to  health, 
but  I  was  no  longer  what  I  had  been.  The 
chastening  hand  which  had  been  laid  heavily  upon 
me  in  mercy,  had  sobered  down  the  effervescence 
of  my  nature,  and  made  me  a  new  being.  Hum* 
ble,  obedient,  and  submissive,  I  offered  no  oppo- 
sition to  the  will  of  those  about  me ;  and  when 
my  strength  was  sufficiently  restored  to  admit  of 
the  arrangement,  I  passively  suffered  myself  to 
be  removed  from  Glenfillan,  and  conducted  by 
easy  stages  to  the  home  of  my  unwearying  friend, 
under  her  protection  and  that  of  Lord  Otterford. 

I  remained  for  months  beneath  her  hospitable 
roof;  and,  could  I  have  blotted  out  the  memory 
of  the  past,  nothing  would  have  been  wanting  to 
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my  happiness;  but  the  arrow  had  been  driven 
home ;  and  I  had  not  strength  to  wrench  it  out 
1  knew  that  my  fair  fame  was  blighted — ^that  my 
mother  had  abandoned  me—and  that  the  dream 
of  my  life  was  over.  Devereux  had  become  a 
husband.  His  bride  was  youngs  and  beautiful, 
and  wealthy  as  I  had  been;  but  upon  her  the 
breath  of  calumny  had  never  rested — his  honour 
was  secure  from  taint !  This  was  indeed  a  bitter 
pang^  but  it  was  the  last.  Thenceforward  I 
acquired  courage  to  look  steadfastly  at  my  posi- 
tion, and  my  resolve  was  taken. 

*^  I  will  purchase  Rooksley  from  Lady  Made- 
laine ;''  I  said,  in  reply  to  an  inquiry  from  my 
hostess.  ^^  She  will  cede  it  to  me  without 
difficulty,  for  she  has  no  assodations  with  the 
place  which  she  can  desire  to  retain.  There  I 
shall  not  be  quite  desolate  $  for  your  society,  and 
tiiat  of  the  good  rector,  will  reconcile  me  to 
myself,  and  teach  me  to  forget  the  heiglht  from 
which  I  have  fieillen.  I  have  no  longer  anything 
in  common  with  the  happy  and  the  prosperous ; 
but  I  may  still  solace  the  suffering  and  the  needy. 
You  alone  will  not  misjudge  me;  and  I  shall 
require  all  your  support  to  enable  me  to  endure 
the  long  years  of  life  which  ara  spread  out 
before  me.'* 
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^^  Speak  not  so  despondingly,  my  dear  £ve- 
leen;"  replied  my  listener ;  "time  will  do  much; 
you  are  still  in  the  first  bloom  of  womanhood ; 
and  may  yet  have  long  years  of  happiness  before 
you,  both  as  a  wife  and  a  mother/' 

"  Never  \"  I  said  emphatically  :'*  "  No  man 
shall  take  scorn  and  reproach  to  his  bosom  through 
my  means ;  nor,  after  my  past  experience,  do  I 
anticipate  that,  even  had  I  formed  a  different  re- 
solution, an  individual  could  be  found  so  generous 
to  me,  and  so  unjust  to  himself.  No,  my  kind 
friend,  I  have  for  ever  done  with  vague  and 
dreamy  visions.  Society  has  rejected  me,  and  I 
bow  beneath  its  fiat,  however  1  may  question  its 
equity.  There  is  much  to  do  at  Rooksley ;  much 
misery  to  alleviate ;  much  ignorance  to  instruct. 
May  I,  in  my  character  of  a  monitress,  learn  to 
practise  the  lessons  which  I  shall  endeavour  to 
enforce.*' 

Convinced  of  my  sincerity.  Lady  O'Halloran 
encouraged  me  by  her  approbation ;  and  soon  my 
return  to  Rooksley  was  arranged  and  accom- 
plished ;  nor  was  it  long  ere  the  voice  of  gladness 
and  revel  was  once  more  heard  within  its  walls ; 
for,  shortly  after  my  establishment,  Susan  was 
united  to  the  husband  of  her  choice;  and  the 
event  was  productive  of  no  regret  to  myself,  as  I 
retained  her  bridegroom  in  my  service. 
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I  had  judged  correctly  in  beUering  that  my 
mother  would  offer  no  obstacle  to  my  purchase 
of  the  property.  Aware  that  it  must  revert  to 
me  at  her  death,  and  satisfied  diat  so  long  as  I 
remained  in  that  retirement,  I  shonld  not  cross 
her  own  path,  she  exerted  her  energies  to  expe- 
dite the  transfer ;  and  in  a  shorter  time  than  I  bad 
dared  to  hope,  I  found  myself  mistress  of  the  co- 
veted domain. 

And  now,  what  more  have  I  to  add  ?  Who 
cannot  appreciate  the  tedium,  the  r^rets,  and  the 
despair  of  such  a  waste  of  life?  Ten^  twenty 
weary  years  passed  over  me;  and  those  who 
looked  upon  me  would  have  declared  me  happy 
but  1  was  not  so.  Feverishly  impatient  to  create 
new  interests  and  new  ties,  I  entered  upon  the 
duties  and  privileges  of  my  new  position  with  an 
uncalculating  and  reckless  profusion  both  of 
energy  and  outlay,  which  called  forth  the  expos- 
tulations of  Lady  O'Halloran,  and  excited  the 
astonishment  of  Dn  James.  The  paupers  in  the 
almshouses  built  by  my  mother  had  increased  pen- 
sions ;  and  the  children  in  her  school  were  neiriiy 
clothed ;  the  old  church  was  deaned  and  beaati- 
iied ;  cottages  were  levelled  and  rebuilt ;  the  idle 
were  employed ;  the  sick  tended ;  and  the  wged 
placed  beyond  the  readi  of  want.  Many^  in  the 
gratitude  of  their  hearts^  spoke  of  me  as  a  saint; 
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wiiT  I  ns  tiss  ciJjed  upon  to  soliBry  wlien  the 
errors  o?  so  muT  utims  vere  totantcd,  vitfaout 
either  ritiJlkin  or  resxoacii.  In  diose  hours  the 
tean  which  I  ifaed  beside  the  bed  of  pain,  or  with 
which  I  hstened  to  the  tale  q£  sorrow,  did  not  dow 
unreserrcdiT  for  the  sufferer  whom  I  wis  there  to 
soothe ;  they  were  wept  also  tar  mrself ;  nor  did 
the  words  of  heaTenlj  consohtion  whidi  I  had 
learned  to  otter  alwaTS  reach  mT  heart.  Tliat  re- 
belhoos  heart  was  yet  an  alien  to  its  own  peace. 

I  struggled,  however,  in  my  better  moments,  to 
attain  to  a  more  wholesome  and  a  more  fitting 
frame  of  mind ;  but  I  had  mach,  indeed,  to  kam, 
and  still  more  to  nnkam.  No  one  could  with 
impunity  pass  through  the  ordeal  to  which  I  had 
been  subjected  by  my  ill-r^ulated  passions; 
and  thus,  even  when  I  endeavoured  to  press 
forward,   I  frequently  fainted    by  the  way. 

In  the  midst  of  these  conflicting  feelings,  I  was 
summoned  to  the  sick-bed  of  my  more  than 
mother ;  and  with  a  heart  torn  by  fear  and  mis- 
giving I  hastened  to  her  side.  How  unlike 
was  her  period  of  sufiering  to  that  through 
which  I  had  so  lately  passed!   There   was  no 
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remorse  here  to  strew  the  pillow  with  thoms^-no 
disgrace  to  cast  a  gloom  over  the  atmosphere — no 
abandonment  to  make  the  sinking  spirit  shriek 
out  in  its  desolation.  All  was  calm,  peaceful,  and 
full  of  hope ;  and  the  blessing  which  she  breathed, 
with  her  dying  hand  pressed  heavily  upon  my 
head,  rose  as  a  sweet  incense  to  heaven,  and 
hallowed  what  it  oflfered. 

Still  I  lived  on ;  and  I  did  good ;  for  it  is  a 
merciful  as  well  as  a  marvellous  dispensation  that 
the  faults  of  the  erring  are  sometimes  made  to 
minister  to  the  happiness  of  those  who  suffer; 
and  so  it  was  with  me.  I  imparted  the  joy  which 
I  could  no  longer  feel;  I  carried  with  me  the 
consolation  of  which  I  myself  despaired;  and  it 
was  not  until  time  had  touched  me  with  a  gentle, 
but  a  certain  hand,  that  1  began  to  consider  the 
past  in  its  true  colours. 

More  than  once  my  faded  beauty  or  my  known 
wealth,  would  have  enabled  me  to  risk  a  new 
venture  on  the  stormy  waves  of  that  world  by 
which  my  very  existence  had  been  forgotten ;  but 
I  no  longer  aspired  to  its  suffrages;  nor  did  I 
care  to  peril  my  present  peace  for  the  uncertain 
tenure  of  any  earthly  affection. 
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The  commencement  of  my  narrative  will 
suffice  to  prove,  that  I  have  long  been  reconciled 
to  my  lot.  Childless,  widowed,  and  an  orphan, 
I  am  not,  nevertheless,  left  desolate  in  my  old  age. 
On  the  death  of  my  mother,  which  was  occa- 
sioned by  a  cold  taken  on  quitting  a  heated 
room  in  a  costume  ill  suited  to  any  violent  tran- 
sition of  atmosphere;  and  which  was  too 
sudden  to  enable  me  to  offer  her  my  last  duty 
as  a  child.  Lord  Otterford  hastened  at 
my  request  to  pass  his  period  of  mourning  at 
Rooksley.  He  was  rapidly  becoming  an  old 
man ;  he  had  ceased  to  value  society ;  and  had 
few  wants  save  those  which  are  necessary  to  a 
well-furnished  table ;  and  thus,  as  we  had  no 
vow  of  abstinence  at  my  hermitage,  it  will  be 
readily  understood  that  I  prevailed  upon  him 
without  much  difficulty,  to  become  my  perma- 
nent companion.  His  games  at  chess  with  Dr. 
James  are  interminable ;  and  I  might,  perhaps, 
sometimes  find  them  tedious,  were  my  solitude 
not  enlivened  by  the  frequent  presence  of  Mary 
O'Halloran,  who  was  in  infancy  the  solace  of  my 
sorrow,  and  who  is  in  her  beautiful  and  blooming 
girlhood  the  charm  of  my  old  age.  My  worthy 
neighbours  at  the  Hall  insist  that  she  bears  a 
striking  resemblance  to  what  1  must  once  have 
been;    and   my  father-in-law,   whose   eyes    are 
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dimmed  by  time,  and  whose  perceptions  are  some- 
what blunted  by  his  habits  of  self-indulgenoey 
eagerly  ratifies  their  verdict.-— 

May  she  have  a  better  fate !  She  is  my  adopted 
heiress,  and  the  hope  of  my  waning  life. 
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"  '  The  White  Slave '  is  a  romance,  which,  (or  dramatic  power,  pro- 
found and  startlinit  thought,  bold  and  eEclent  exeentton,  and  wfU- 
suatained  interest,  has  few  equals  in  this  canntt7." — JVrw  MoMUf. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  DENMABK. 

AN  HISTORICAL  NOVEL. 
Edited  by  MRS.  OOBE.    S  vola. 

"  The  subject  of  this  work  is  a  moat  Intwcating  on*— th«  miabrtddn 
of  Caroline  Matilda,  the  liater  of  Oiurge  III.,  Md  tho  intrignM  of  her 


conrt.  afiTord  an  excellent  Reld  for  tbanortlfat.— Tbo  work  la  w 

with  very  great  pawer,and  give*  ut  idmiiBUapietBra  of  old  smrt  lila." 
tVetkiy  Chnmde. 


